Before the rising actor Mikalak Norga got his acclaimed role as action-scifi hero ‘Danny Starlight’, he had several years of real bad luck as an actor. He couldn’t land a job at all back then, so when he got an interview for the Starlight role lined up and heard the director liked flowers, he got the idea to get one for the lapel of his jacket. He stopped in at a quaint little florist’s shop on the way there, and he didn’t think much about the cute orc girl running it. Still, lacking a bloom and with no clue about flowers himself, he relied on her to pick one out.
He snatched it, paid, and took off without even a thank you, but he didn’t forget that day - because that flower got him the role. It turned out the director in question loved that particular flower, and the perceived shared taste got him his big break.
The Danny Starlight films were mostly B-movie schlock, but they were still a cult hit that launched Norga into the limelight and showed his competency as an actor. Eight years later, on a late night talk show, he retold the story about the ‘cute orc girl’ in the shop and the flower that got him his position - not knowing at the time, that she might wind up seeing the show, and remembering the meeting herself.
She wound up looking him up, after that…


“Soooo, Mik - I can call you Mik, right?”
Canned applause played, as the short little goblin man finger-gunned the actor seated on stage. Milolak Norga played along, of course. “Sure, Craig - if I can call you Craig.”
“No you cannot. Only my mama gets to call me that,” The host, Craigon O’Blanc, said his joke completely straight faced and then laughed in the same breath. More canned applause. “But seriously though, Mik, you got to tell us how all this got started. No one’s ever gotten the whole story, you know? And I feel like you’re in good company. Right guys?”
Another identical laugh track played. A couple of the film crew guys let out a whoop and a ‘hell yeah’, just to add variety - but nobody paying attention was going to fall for that, Mikalak thought. Still, he picked this show specifically because it had such shitty ratings that no one important was likely to watch it, so why not unburden himself a bit?
“Well, you see, Craig,” Mikalak started, as he sat forward on the studio’s worn-out leather sofa. “It started like this…”
They bantered back and forth as Mikalak told his story, about how he’d been a star actor in his hometown and struck out on his own for a shot at the big times - and only got it because of a flower. That perked up someone’s ears - as way, way back home, in that tiny florists shop where Mikalak bought his flower on that fateful day, the ‘cute orc girl’ he’d just described was in the middle of ironing her skirts(the past eight years had seen her need take things up a few sizes, and bigger skirts took more time to iron). She stopped, eyes bright, as she looked at the screen for the first time in two hours, and recognized who was talking.
“Wait wait wait - you tellin’ me you got that first big gig because of a flower?” Craig ducked his head incredulously, as Mikalak nodded, yes. “Good grief, I’ve got to get myself a whole damn bouquet, then, because I’ve never had luck like that.”
Mikalak smiled, laughed on cue, and finished his story. It felt cathartic…right up until the end of the show, when Craig announced they were going to accept callers, and that if anyone had a question for the ‘big star’ they’d better call now.
Normally, no one called in. The show organizers had even worked that in as a gag two seasons ago when ratings tanked - but tonight, there was a caller. Craig actually blinked, surprised, as the line connected instead of ringing out forever, like usual.
“H…hello? Is this…Late Night with the Crag?”
“Hoo, this one sounds HOoooOOOT!” Craigonac joked, as he struggled to compose himself. He’d had a line about bad phone service all set to go, damnit! “You are correct, ma’am. This is indeed-”
“Then I have something to say to the man sitting next to you.” The girl cut him off. Craig fumed, internally, as he smiled politely into the camera.
“Yeah? What’s that?” He asked. Someone off stage jabbed the applause button, but it was jammed.
“You gave me twenty for a six dollar flower, and then ran out before I could give you your change.”
“I’ve still got it. Come pick it up.”
Craig and Mik exchanged glances - and then the line went dead, as the orc girl on the other side hung up.


Mikalak sighed to himself as he stepped off the trolley, and onto the old, cobbled streets of Downtown Mackleborough. The place was what he liked to call a ‘shithole’, which was a few steps up from the cesspool he was raised in. Most of the buildings were old and worn down, and the roads were full of potholes and old broken safety glass. Nothing was dangerously or detrimentally worn down, but…nothing was nice, either.
The trolleys ran on schedule and the buses ran late, here. He’d always forgot that, even back when he was living in that terrible 100 square foot apartment he used to have. It was to do with some stupid city council nonsense…but he didn’t care about that. He was here for a purpose.
He’d flown out here Friday night, slept on the plane with kids crying in front AND back of him, and spent an hour on a hard bench seat that reeked of booze getting from the ’port to downtown. Mikalak Norga didn’t put himself through all of that instead of relaxing poolside at his Elfwood Hills home for fun.
No, it was because he couldn’t get that damn woman’s voice out of his head.
I’ve still got it. Come pick it up. Who did she think she was, telling him to do that? It was fourteen bucks! He’d handed a hundred to a kid at his last screening cause the kid had a nice smile! Fourteen bucks was nothing, and she wanted him to come get it?
Weeks of having her voice gnaw at his brain had driven him to this, not any need to get his change. He wanted to find the girl and tell her off. That was it!
Mikalak dug a hand into his jacket, and pulled out the slip of paper he’d scrawled the florist’s address on. It was right here, somewhere, but Downtown was such a mess of badly laid out streets that he was sure it’d take him forever to find the place.
Sure enough, it took almost forty minutes to track down the florist on foot - which was, broadly speaking, Norga’s definition of ‘forever’. He didn’t even find it by the address, in the end - he found it because the usual stink of the city gave way to something fresher. Flowers. Not the nicest ones - Norga had a whole set of flower beds back home that made his place smell like heaven by comparison - but in among the muck, that smell was a huge relief.
Mikalak frowned to himself as he walked up to the door. Had he been attracted to this place by the smell back then, too? He couldn’t remember…he’d been in such a rush that he couldn’t clearly remember much from that day, other than the director shaking his hand and telling him he had the part.
Norga was so absorbed in his own memories that he didn’t notice how the florist’s front door caught when he yanked on it. It still opened, of course, so he didn’t think a thing about it as he walked in, and shut the door behind him.
The second he was inside, Mikalak gave up his musings and rounded on the front counter, a finger already raised to admonish the orc that’d caused him all this trouble. “Alright, woman, I…”
She wasn’t there. He sighed through gritted teeth, as he stared at the empty space behind the florist’s front counter where the girl should have been. What was she doing, exactly? Sitting on the toilet? Was he really going to have to wait even longer, here? He had a shoot to get back to on Wednesday, for crying out loud!(to note, even if he stayed for two whole days, he’d be in no danger of making it back late. Norga is JUST that dramatic about things)
Mikalak waited for about thirty seconds, and then slapped his hands on the counter, and vaulted it in a two thousand dollar suit. There was a door behind the counter, and it lead through to a steep, narrow set of stairs at a right angle to it on the other side. Terrible design, too; the door didn’t even open all the way, because it hit the bottom stair! He had to squeeze through to make it up, and even then, he had to climb walking sideways.
There was another door at the top of the stairs, and now Mikalak had really run out of patience. He was here to be mad, and he was going to be mad! With a dramatic growl, he kicked the door open!
A tiny, terrible little apartment common room stretched out on the other side, with a narrow hallway visible beyond. An ancient TV stood on the right wall, next to a folded up ironing board, and somewhere down the hall he could hear an off-kilter washing machine bashing itself against a wall.
His eyes lanced around the room from right to left, hunting for his target in exactly the way he’d acted out his role as the Eliminator. Of course, he didn’t actually have any machine-augmented vision…and he really, really didn’t need it.
Mikalak’s sunglass-hidden eyes settled on her as she came stepping out of the apartment’s kitchenette, to the left. He’d remembered her being shorter than him, but this woman was almost half a head taller! Massive, muscular thighs ground against each other, digging through the fabric of the skin tight, undersized black pants she’d crammed her massive body into. The pants barely came more than halfway up her ass - a huge, rippling bubble butt that flexed with an impressive amount of muscle. Massive round tits strained through a glossy purple wrap-around top, as incredibly dense, muscular abs flexed on her orcish belly. Long, straight-cut black hair spilled down her back, as massively muscular arms flexed and rippled, one of them heavily tattooed. A set of cheap brass bracelets clanked on her wrist, as high-heeled boots clacked on the floor as she walked.
She was towering, muscular, curvy, and had the nicest set of tits he’d ever seen. Normally, Norga would already be eyeball-deep in a set of tits like that…but for some reason, his eyes were drawn up past them, to the face above. He hadn’t remembered what she’d looked like, all these years. He just had a vague impression that she was cute.
She was gorgeous. Mikalak gulped, as he stared into big, bright red eyes lined with dark black mascara. Full, incredibly plump green lips pursed with displeasure between soft cheeks, as her gently sloped, attractive jaw clenched. Every facial proportion she had, even her slightly upturned nose, was exactly what Mikalak loved.
He stood there, feeling light as a cloud, as that massive orc woman walked up to him with her tits bouncing and her ass rippling, as she dug a hand into the back pocket of her pants. She took one of his hands, and he didn’t resist as she lifted it up - and set 14 dollars in his palm.
“There.” She said, coolly.
Norga stared at the money. “You actually kept this?”
“Yeah. Now get out - I’m closed.” She folded her arms beneath her tits, unintentionally heaving them up directly in front of Norga’s face. “Or didn’t you notice the door was locked?”
Norga thought back. He did vaguely recall something snapping, now that she mentioned it, but he didn’t want to bring that up. “No, no, I…you wore a dress last time, right?”
“My clothes are in the wash.” She snapped back at him, as his eyes dipped down to her skin-tight pants and gleaming top. She caught his chin, and pulled his eyes back up to face hers. “These are my backups, courtesy of my roommate. Now stop staring, turn around, and see yourself out.”
Norga didn’t budge. “You look, uh…good. You grew your hair out.”
The orc shifted her hips, feeling slightly pleased in spite of herself. She’d spent years getting her hair to grow even THIS long, and it took oil brushings and a strict schedule of washing and conditioning to keep it this way. She loved her hair; and unlike her body, which she’d just happened to build up while burning off stress, she took a lot of pride in it.
“Thank you for the compliment, Mister Norga. Please leave.”
That was the third time, Mikalak thought. There was an old saying where he grew up - never say no to an orc more than three times if you know what’s good for you. He really, REALLY wanted to stay…but his time was up. “Alright. I’ll go. But can I at least have your name, first? Seems weird coming all the way out here without even knowing who I came to see.”
She hesitated for a moment, her body shifting a little. “It’s not a very nice name, you know.”
“I still want to hear it.”
She sighed, and glanced to one side. “It’s…Kruganta Manskull-Smasher.”
“Ann isn’t such a bad name,” Mikalak grinned on the spot, and in spite of herself, she blushed slightly. He held up a hand, waving in that dazzling movie-star way he did, and then he turned and headed down the stairs.
‘Ann’ waited for several minutes, until she was sure he was gone and not coming back, and then she let out her tension with a sigh and headed down to check on the damage. Her shop’s old lock wasn’t great, but it would be smashed, now. She knew that for sure…
…but what she didn’t expect was the note left on her counter. She blinked at it as she stepped off the stairs, and then plucked it up.
Hey, Ann. Sorry about the door! I left some cash to cover it as an apology. Oh, and - here’s my number.
She squinted at it, questioning whether the 11 digits scrawled at the bottom of the note were really his phone number - and noting her shop’s address was on the other side of the paper - and then she looked down at what he’d left under the note.
“Fifty grand?” Ann cried, her jaw dropping. “I-I can’t take THAT! I’ve got to…”
“…return his…change.” She trailed off. She stood there at the counter for a long, long time, before she finally set the note down. Nothing had gotten resolved at all, and in fact, she had even more money to return to him than before…but for some reason, she just couldn’t stop smiling.


Alkira’s Hayden’s breakout performance as Liberty is widely considered the ‘definitive’ live-action version of the character. There are a few critical reasons for this, but most of them are simply down to the actress herself.
The leading lady of comics then and for the eight decades beforehand, Liberty’s perfect physique and golden skin are not exactly easy to replicate; either you have a supermodel who moonlights as a weightlifter painted from head to toe in gold, or you have Alkira Hayden.
Her performance demonstrated how impressively strong, fit, and agile the actress was, and how GOOD she could look doing it, too. She pulled off her lines with feeling and real impact that gripped audiences almost as much as the story of Liberty itself did. The fact she was also absolutely, stunningly gorgeous, helped too.
It’s no surprise why the film launched her into superstar status, and it’s equally not a surprise why it sparked rumors about the promiscuity and sexism of the director. MANY of the films shots showed Alkira’s immense proportions center frame, and more than once, somewhat inappropriate angles were shown on her legs and down her cleavage.
To all claims that he was a sexist pig, however, the director of the film simply answered ‘interview Alkira’.
So, chasing that scandal as they often did, the media tracked her down and went for those interviews - and most of them chucked their results in the trash.
Alkira Hayden is constantly sexual. The way she stands, how she whips her hips from side to side when she walks, how she leans in and squeezes her breasts together - this is actually how she is, ALL the time. It was an impressive feat on the director’s part that the film didn’t turn into softcore PORN with her on screen in Liberty’s skin-tight costume.
Worst of all, she’s completely oblivious to all of this, so it’s not like a TV host or tabloid reporter could call her out on it. She’d just get genuinely confused, and leave them looking like the assholes for accusing her of being some kind of hypersexual seductress. Thus, the mass uncoordinated censoring by all reputable publications of any Alkira Hayden interviews.
This didn’t hurt her career any at all, though.
Hollywood exploded with Liberty media in the coming years. There was a spinoff film, a TV show, merchandise, video games, opera productions, and more. Every bit of it was handled by other actresses, though; Alkira was busy working on a dozen other films in the meantime, many of which were big blockbuster hits in their own rights. Still, throughout all of this, there was a constant call from fans for a sequel staring Alkira as Liberty once again - and there was only one story line anyone would accept for it.
The Scales of Justice was a famous story from the comics that heavily featured Liberty falling in love with Gilded Justice, a blind superhero who eventually stole the Axe of War from her and forced the two lovers into an iconic struggle. Nothing else was acceptable for the fans but this story, and there was constant speculation about who would play Gilded Justice when the film was inevitably made.
Magazines speculated that it might be John Harrier, who’d starred opposite Alkira in the latest Special Agent: Damien Link film. Others talked about Mark Dejon or Donald Baumgartner, both of whom were quite popular in action movies at the time. Rumors abounded as pictures started to surface of Alkira speaking with several other male actors in her usual obliviously sexual way - and of course, stories about her illicit love affairs with each of them went straight to print.
Plenty of big name actors were called in and considered for the role, in the end. Alkira was set from the start as a guaranteed star in the movie, and her fans watched with baited breath for her costar to be decided. Fights actually broke out between women in several places, as they argued over who Alkira was obviously in love with, and thus would pick to be her costar.
No one saw Mikalak Norga coming.
Sure, he was a successful actor in a similar sort of space in films, but Mikalak didn’t usually play quiet, deep thinking characters like Gilded Justice. All over the world, egos deflated over the choice; no one understood it at all, except for those who were actually close to Alkira. You see…she was a huge Norga fan. She’d been in her final year of school at the Hayden Institute, a school for aspiring Paladins, when she saw his break-out movie Danny Starlight: The Star-steel Passage, and it completely changed the course of her life.
She was smitten, both with him, and with his performance. She dropped out of the school - her own FAMILY’S school - and became the first child of the Hayden family in two hundred years not to become a paladin and serve the greater good of the world. Instead, she hopped on a bus and headed straight for the first film audition she could get into. She got rejected, of course, but she threw herself into acting with true fervor, and soon enough, she was an even bigger star than Norga.
When it came time for casting to be considered on the Liberty sequel, Alkira found herself in an indisputable position of authority over the film. She could have demanded a hundred million dollars for her performance, and the studio would have cut her a check. She could have asked to film on the moon, and nobody would have objected. The studio owners were actually kind of terrified of what she might ask for, if she realized she had that much power.
Little did they know, but she already fully understood her power over the studio. Fortunately for them, the only thing she actually planned to use that power for, was to force them to cast Mikalak Norga as her love interest.
Despite the pre-premier outcry from critics that the film was ‘doomed by its casting choices’, Liberty: Scales of Justice went on to massive critical success, demonstrating a side to Norga’s performance’s that no one had ever seen before. It revealed him as a genuinely talented actor well beyond the roles he’d been typecast into, and finally took him from cult-status into the mainstream. It was also lauded for Alkira’s performance, with critics calling it ‘the most genuine depiction of a woman in love’ that they’d ever seen in film.
The film had an interesting impact in the reporting world, too; so many tabloids and magazine editors felt betrayed and shut down by Norga’s pick that they simply refused to publish anything that might indicate he and Alkira were dating. They kept right on predicting how she must have some secret scandal with ANYONE else…
…and not a single one of them mentioned anything about how frequently she had dinner with him.


The familiar tinking of cutlery on plates and the hum of refined conversation greeted Aldrumor as he stepped out of the back. The Wispflower’s exclusive dining hall was as busy as ever, but tonight, a few particularly important guests were in attendance. He searched for them for a moment, and then smiled as he spotted them, right near the center of the dining hall. “The best table in the place. Naturally.”
Aldrumor signaled the rest of the five man elven band gathered up around him. They strode out in unison, their purple shoulder capes swishing and their polished shoes tapping in time as they made their way towards the best table, and stopped in front of the glamorous couple seated there.
One of them was a man - tall, muscular, with dark skin. His shoulder-length blonde hair was lined with long feathers which grew at even intervals from his scalp. He was dressed nice, in a formal blue suit. The woman across from him was radiant - her skin gleaming like real gold, complimenting the clinging tight red dress that hugged her luscious curves, and left a generous bulge of her ample cleavage bare.
“Excuse me, sir and madame?” Aldrumor bowed gracefully, and with a flourish, he produced his double bass and bow from the magical folds of his cape. He heard the swishing of cloth around him, as his band mates revealed their own instruments. “Would you care for some accompaniment?”
“Oh! I’m sure we’d both enjoy that very much.” The golden woman said, warmly, as she glanced up at the elven performers. Aldrumor bowed again, and they began to play soft, romantic jazz.
Alkira was in a fantastic mood. She always was, whenever she was on a date with Norga. “Let me see…yes, opening night at the Monte Rubido went very well!”
The band continued to play as Alkira talked all about the small gala that’d been planned around her latest film, and how startlingly well the reviews and turnout had been so far. Then, just as she was about to admit she hadn’t felt very good about the script going in, she realized Norga was staring into space.
“Mikalak?”
Norga twitched, remembering the forkful of Blanquette de Veau poised halfway to his mouth. He set it down. “I’m sorry, Alkira, I’m…just a little distracted. I keep thinking about flowers.”
“Flowers?” Alkira blinked, hugely. “Are the ones I arranged for your house doing poorly?”
“Oh, no, they’re great. Incredible, actually.” Norga shook his head, and then sighed as he rested a hand on the table. “It’s some less impressive ones that are stuck in my head. I went back to that flower shop, you know? The one where I got-”
“The flower that launched your career.” Norga blinked in surprise as Alkira finished his sentence for him. She smiled. “I know very well. What about it?”
Norga stared at her for a moment, and then, completely failing to grasp that she might be obsessively read up on him, he continued. “Yeah, same place. Well, I went back there, and the orc girl that runs the shop was just….”
He trailed off, staring into space again as the romantic jazz played. A tight ball of tension clenched in Alkira’s stomach, as she watched his eyes glaze over while he remembered someone else’s face.
“…I don’t know.” Norga finally continued. “She, uh…she keeps getting stuck in my head. Her and her flowers.”
The kyrie actor’s eyes finally focused across the table at Alkira, and he blinked, realizing it was probably kind of weird to suddenly talk about this to a longtime friend who was also a woman. “Ah, forget it. I should-”
A loud ring tone cut him off, and Norga winced. “I didn’t even bring my normal cell. That’s my emergency studio phone. Do you mind? I can just ignore it.”
Alkira’s throat worked, as she swallowed. “No, if it’s important, go ahead.”
“Sorry.” Norga ducked his head, and then turned away and pressed the phone to his ear. He barely said two words back to the person on the other end, and then he shut it off, shoved it into his pocket, and turned back to the table. “My agent just signed me for that Mission: Death role. Shooting starts in 14 hours.”
“Fourteen hours?” Alkira sat up straight in her chair. She’d planned out a whole evening with Norga after dinner! Maybe even…going back to his house, after that. Would there be time? “Where will the filming start?”
“A twelve hour flight into the arctic, is where.” Norga stabbed a tender, creamy lump of veal off his plate and ate it with force. “I should be going, but I really don’t feel like blowing you off after we finally got together for dinner again. It’s been two months since last time.”
Alkira gulped, the knot in her stomach finally unclenching. Then it clenched right back up, as she thought about what he was saying and what he was passing up just to cater to her. “The Mission: Death movies have been considered the hallmark entries for every generation of film making for fifty years.”
“Yep. And there’s a three hundred million dollar payout for me if I take the part. I still don’t feel like rushing off to do it.” Norga sipped his wine. He was seething inside. He had nothing against Alkira, here, but his agent KNEW BETTER than to pull shit like this. Signing him to a film he’d have to ditch his plans to be in? Like Norga didn’t have anything else he might be doing? The guy was a good agent, but sometimes he could be a real asshole.
“That movie is unquestionably what’s best for your career.” Alkira said, feeling a flush of joy as she said it. He was willing to risk losing that much just to keep his date with her? How could she not be happy over that?
Norga sighed under his breath, and then looked across the table at Alkira. “Do you really want me to just get up and go?”
“I don’t want to be the reason you missed out on a role you would have killed for five years ago.” Alkira reached out, and squeezed one of Norga’s hands. Part of her wanted him to refuse to leave again; to pick her over everything. But most of her knew she’d push him to go even harder if he did, because it was a role he’d regret passing up if he didn’t take it.
For a moment, Mikalak just stared into Alkira’s eyes. He knew her well enough to know she’d keep telling him to go. He sighed, heavily, and stood up. “Alright. You’re right, Alkira. I’ll try to make this up to you when I get back.”
He waved a hand to the dinner table as he spoke, and then he tossed down a five hundred dollar tip, and walked out.
A tiny pang of regret shot through Alkira as she watched him walk away, but…it was for the best. She was sure it was the right thing for him, so it had to be the right thing overall. Right?
As Alkira sighed and slumped just a little in her chair, a waiter walked up to the table and laid a bouquet of flowers beside her. She blinked at them, her eyebrows rising as the waiter tipped his hat. “Just delivered for this table, ma’am. Please enjoy, and let me know if you need anything.”
“Thank you.” She smiled as the waiter turned and headed off to another table, and then she idly reached out and plucked up the flowers.
Had Norga ordered them for her? They were gorgeous, a fine mix of golden and azure roses that went together so well. The shade of blue…it was almost like the blue clothes Norga liked to wear. The gold was…sort of like her skin. The roses were such a perfectly matched set. It was almost…fate.
She ran a hand through the roses, stirring up their scent. A small card was knocked free as she did so, and she blinked as it fell to the table right-side up. It was a business card, printed plainly with floral patterns and a single line of text.
Kruganta’s Flowers. Floral decorations for all to enjoy!
Kruganta? Alkira’s heart nearly stopped. That was an orcish name. Flowers sent to Alkira and Norga’s table, from an orc-owned shop…from the orc girl he couldn’t get out of his head?
A dull, hollow glare filled Alkira’s eyes, as she stared down at that card. In her mind, Norga hadn’t been trying to stay for her anymore. He’d been waiting for these flowers to arrive - from his precious ‘Kruganta’.
Which was, of course, completely wrong.
The jazz band finally finished their long, romantic tune, and Aldrumor lowered his bow with a flourish. He smiled at Alkira. “How was the song, miss?”
Alkira didn’t even look at him.
“It stunk.”


In the months after Mikalak Norga visited Kruganta’s Flowers and left a ridiculous sum of money there as a gift, Kruganta had been tirelessly trying to pay him back. She’d tried to send flowers - expensive ones - but he’d kept dodging them. She’d tried to track him down at signings, but somehow he’d managed to miss her every time. Now, she’d even booked a flight to get him at the one place she KNEW he couldn’t get away!
Throughout all of this, Kruganta had wound up leaving her shop without it’s namesake and owner. Fortunately, that hadn’t been a problem - because her roommate was broke again, and quite happily filled in at the front desk for Kruganta in exchange for having her half of the rent covered.
“Matara Kian’Lun. Matara, of Kian Fashion. Mataaara, brilliant fashion designer!” Matara sat at the front desk with her high heeled feet up on the counter, and waved her clawed hands theatrically in the air above her. She was imagining what it would have been like to be introduced at the city fashion show, if she hadn’t been so broke she couldn’t cover the entry fee.
The short, immensely curvaceous cat woman sighed, and dropped her arms to hang limply by her sides. It wasn’t her fault! That deal on darkweave silk had been a steal! It would have been stupid not to buy as much of it as she could, and she’d been right! The outfit she’d sewn with it would have snapped necks on the runway…if she’d gotten it there.
It was a two-piece with accessories. The top was a halter-wrap around vest with lacing on the middle, and the pants had huge cutouts on the outer thighs and straps that composed most of the groan and hip region, especially on the back. High-heeled sandals and fingerless gloves fleshed the look out, and the fact it was naturally a glossy black material made it striking.
Matara was wearing that outfit as she tended the flower shop in the hopes someone would ask about it. Her enormous, rippling ass was stuffed into her pants’ nearly absent rear, either huge, thick cheek bulging in plump lines through its straps. Her huge round thighs stretched the gently curved cuttouts of her pants perfectly around them, and her massively overfull tits nearly broke the ties on her top, bulging so enormously through the sheer black fabric that it looked as if they might pop loose at any moment.
Of course, they hadn’t and wouldn’t. Matara knew what she was doing. Darkweave silk got sticky when coated in oil, and her skin had plenty to make sure it stuck skin tight. There was no actual danger of anything untoward happening - just miles of exposed skin and voluptuous curves, all perfectly framed by the idea that it all might slip out.
Her outfit was a masterpiece! She just needed to get people to see it! Instead, she was sitting behind the counter of a flower shop, taking orders for Kruganta to fill. There weren’t even enough people coming in to make wearing her new design worthwhile! She’d been here all morning, and only gotten ONE customer!
The second Matara thought this, the flower shop’s doorbell jangled cheerily as someone came in. She sat up in a hurry, her huge tits sloshing down to heave atop her fertiley toned belly…and then her eyes bulged, as she saw the towering, voluptuously-toned golden-skinned actress walking towards her. Her jaw went slack.
Alkira stared over the counter at the scandalously dressed cat-woman sitting behind it. She’d thought the shop looked surprisingly pleasant from the outside, but now…was this some kind of secret brothel? Was that why Norga couldn’t get this Kruganta out of his head? Was this woman trying to use him, too?
As the actress fumed internally, Matara gradually came back to her senses. “Y-you’re…you’re Alkira Hayden!”
Alkira shifted from one foot to the other. She had sunglasses and a trench coat on. Wasn’t that supposed to keep people from recognizing her? “I am.”
“What are YOU doing here?” Matara asked, her hands pressed to the counter in front of her. “You can’t be here to buy flowers. Nobody rich comes to this part of town just to buy flowers!”
The actress rustled her head, adjusting her long, shimmering pale brown hair. “The flowers here smell lovely. You shouldn’t think so little of them.”
“W-h-well, uh…sure, sure, Kruganta knows her stuff, but…that doesn’t explain how you got here!” Matara exclaimed, standing up outright, now. She barely came up to Alkira’s shoulder.
“Well, I…was looking for someone. A man. You may have met him. We’re engaged, and I was hoping to sneak a look at what he was picking out.” Alkira glanced to one side cagily, trying her best to sound like this was an innocuous request. Her performance was perfect, but her script was garbage. Matara didn’t buy it.
She did, however, get it. Kruganta hadn’t exactly been tight lipped about why she was running all over trying to make crazy deliveries happen. Matara knew about Norga showing up, and now all of a sudden here was one of his most famous costars, claiming to be looking for her fiancé, while dressed up like a cheap spy movie extra.
Matara’s tail twitched in excitement. Alkira, Kragunta, and Norga were in a good old-fashioned love triangle!
A wide, mischievous grin spread across Matara’s black-dyed lips. She could use this. Her hips swayed to one side as she crossed her legs, and leaned hard on the counter. “Fiancé, huh? Well, I might have seen a certain tall blonde man meeting with the shop’s owner.”
Alkira’s eyes lit up with a mix of excitement and fury, and Matara smirked. She had her. “I might even be willing to tell you where Kruganta is headed right now…if you model an outfit for me.”
Alkira stepped out of the flower shop, her enormous golden tits bouncing in the skin tight, laced-up black top she’d squeezed them into. Her nearly bare ass jiggled hugely as she pulled the door shut behind her, black fabric stretching between either thick, round cheek. Her juicy thighs bulged through the cut-out legs of her pants, flexing, as she heaved a small sigh of relief.
Normally going out in public in this kind of outfit wasn’t her thing, but right now, Alkira didn’t mind having everything on display. It was well worth it, she thought, as she slipped a hand into her purse…and gripped the schedule book Matara had given her. She knew exactly where that orcish harlot was headed, now - STRAIGHT towards the same town where Norga’s shoot was taking place!
If Alkira had anything to do with it, Kruganta wasn’t ever going to get there.
The towering, golden-skinned actress turned and swayed down the street, her enormous tits bouncing from side to side. Her huge, thick ass heaved, jiggling deliciously atop her tightly toned thighs, as men and women alike couldn’t help but stare.
Matara watched from her apartment window over the shop as the actress walked off in her new, killer outfit. Everyone was watching! How could they not, when one of the biggest actresses in the business showed up dressed in one of HER designs? This was going to be perfect for her fashion business! Well…as long as Alkira didn’t actually kill her roommate, of course.
[bookmark: _GoBack]The cat woman peered at Alkira’s purposeful, hip-swaying strut, and then she shrugged and shut the blinds. “Eh, Kruganta should be fine. She’s built.”
