“Uh, bros? I think we got something weird going on out here.” Mikey scratched his cheek, eyeing the odd canisters before him with a mixture of worry and fascination. Although the mutant turtle knew perfectly well what he was looking at, he could hardly bring himself to believe it. After all, why would he or his brothers ever expect to find samples of the same ooze that mutated hundreds of people, animals, and plants to show up in the suburbs outside of New York? 

A pair of rushing footsteps called Mikey’s attention back toward the open door behind him. “What’s the deal?” Raph grumbled. 

“Yeah,” Donnie asked as he slowed to a stop. “What’s wrong—oh boy…” His eyes widened with panic before he sucked in a huff of air through his teeth awkwardly. “Okay, yeah, this is definitely worth a house meeting.”

“I told you to stop calling them that,” Raph growled. He stepped around Mikey and glared back and forth across the street while scratching at his coarse chest hair. “Tch… People don’t even have the decency to stick around and see us react anymore.”

Mikey chuckled and finally got to his feet while Donnie stepped forward to pick up and examine the canisters. “Right? I mean, where’s the decency?” 

“Can we focus on the actual issue here?” Donnie snapped, sparking both brothers back into attention. He had already begun to investigate. “Curious… Both look like the usual mutagen, but I’m sensing minor differences in the weight and viscosity. Raph, hold this.” 

Mikey let out a quiet grunt, pushing himself upright. “So… we gotta cancel all our day plans?”

Donnie rolled his eyes, yet adopted an oddly soft tone. “My dear, sweet, simple Angelo… Of course we have to look into this!” Both Mikey and Raph jumped at the sudden change in tone, but also sulked at the news. Raph let out a quiet grunt and handed Mikey the canister so that he could fold his arms and look pissed. 

“First things first,” Donnie led. And thus, Mikey tuned him out and absentmindedly toy with the mutagen. As the resident nerd explained the various tests he’d have to conduct, the cool one present quickly lost his patience. And with Donnie’s constant droning, Mikey soon tried to see if he could balance it on one finger.

So, of course, that’s when disaster struck. 

Leo’s calm, yet loud voice shot out from Mikey’s back. “Hey guys, what’d I miss?” Unfortunately for the blue-themed turtle of the family, he hadn’t expected to see his baby bro around the corner. Nor could he have expected the precious cargo supported by a single finger. “Find something coo—wahh!”

“Shit!”

Mikey and Leo collided, their twin shouts of alarm piercing Donnie’s ears like a shrill whistle’s angry tweet. Both containers of mutagen flew into the air. 

Raph shouted and lunged. Donnie swore. Leo balked, and Mikey covered his eyes.

CRI-KISHHH!!! A horrible pair of spine-straightening crashes pierced the air. The glass canisters shattered on impact with the porch. A disgusting flood of green sludge exploded outward with far more force than what should have been possible. The near-deafening shockwave that resulted sent all four brothers flying, yet that was nothing compared to the mutagen itself.

 It splattered across Raph and Donnie’s entire bodies, dousing them in the thick, warm slime. The flood spared Leo and Donnie the worst of it, but their faces and arms became drenched all the same. Four sets of eyes went dark.

*-*-*
Raphael didn’t know what to expect when he woke up, but this certainly wasn’t it. 

In some respects, his path toward consciousness was pretty normal. He immediately noticed he was naked, which wasn’t all that weird for him. After all, he slept in the buff nearly every night. Gotta let that pec hair and treasure trail breathe, y’know? However, it didn’t take long for his memories to rush back and send the oldest, largest brother shooting to his feet.

“Argh!” he shouted, leaping to a battle pose. Although his cock flopped uncomfortably between his legs, he couldn’t worry about that right then. No doubt some mutant dandelion had just sprouted. And he lacked both his sai and shell. 

“God damn—” Raph’s swear died in his throat. “—it…?” Confusion overpowered adrenaline, and soon Raph relaxed into a dumbfounded stare. 

The ground beneath Raph’s feet was neither grass, ground, or concrete of any sort. A deep shade of green similar to his own stretched out in every direction, separated by thin chasms of cracks crisscrossing the plain. But stranger still, it was no empty desert. Thick spires of black material decorated the landscape. They shot from raised mounds in the mossy “earth” and were about as thick as his biceps, standing 300 feet high.

If that wasn’t strange enough, the massive hill nearby was enough to make Raph shiver in discomfort. Stretching over a hundred feet in the air, the hill seemed to be made of a squishy, almost rubbery material. The base of the hill was a soft incline, but about halfway up, it shifted into a vertical ring. 

If Raph hadn’t known better, he would have thought he found his way into Dimension X again… but this was entirely different. 

Thick, warm air wafted around Raph. He sniffed out of curiosity, but recoiled when the rather harsh scent became even more apparent. It rushed down his nostrils like a tidal wave! He could barely take it! “Ugh… almost smells like Leo’s laundry basket,” Raph muttered.

But, that brought to mind the most important issue: where were his brothers?! Raph regarded the massive hill of odd, green dirt and sighed. He had to get to higher ground. “Alright, rubbery-thing. Guess we’re about to get to know each other real well.” Raph set out at a steady trudge, never noticing the odd pulse running through the ground beneath him…

*-*-*

Donnie stared up at the impossibly massive valley walls he had woken between. Unlike his brothers, he was not quick to jump into action with no semblance of a plan. Instead, he remained on his back after waking up, simply acknowledging the situation. And trying his hardest to not lose it over the horrible, thick scent carried in the air. 

However, he could think about that after figuring out where he was. Donnie’s frown deepened as his eyes scanned across the distant horizon. The only thing he could say for sure was that everything was now green. Astoundingly, perplexingly green. He lay in an odd nook of space at the collision point between two, incredibly vast cliff sides that stretched miles into the distance. Laying on his back allowed him to see how high they reached, but the distance was so vast that atmospheric distortion shrouded the area in mist approximately halfway between himself and the peak.

Then, there was the even further distance between himself and the valley’s “end.” While this end seemed to end in a point, the two cliffs drifted further away from each other with every mile they stretched. Then, somehow, they ballooned outward and nearly pressed against each other. But oddly enough, there did not seem to be anything but empty air beyond that point. Just foggy, distant green.

Most concerning of all? The ground itself seemed… alive somehow. Donnie shuddered just thinking about it. But much stronger than his own physical reaction was the steady THUMP, THUMP, THUMP passing dully beneath him. He had barely noticed it at first, but with his analytical mind, it was only a matter of time before he noticed the steady up and down against his back. Almost as if rushing currents of water sat deep beneath the surface.

A hum of concentration preceded Donnie closing his eyes. A hypothesis formed in his mind… but he would need a much larger sample size of data to figure this out. 

“Alright, up I go.” With that simple declaration, Donnie planted his palms on the oddly soft, warm ground and pushed to his feet. “First thing’s first, I figure out where everyone else is.” A slight wave of dizziness washed over him, but it was ignorable. As was the fact that an erection had swollen between his legs. From the moment he had woken up, Donnie was well aware of the aphrodisiac effect that this atmosphere had on him, but it was also inconsequential.

He did, however, wish he’d brought his shell and gadgets. 

Sighing in defeat, Donnie took his first few steps toward his cavern’s edge. It would be good to at least see the ground below. As he walked, the odd scent receded somewhat. Thank god. But the pathway narrowed. Soon enough, the mutant turtle had to crouch to keep his head from touching the ceiling. Then, nearly crawled.

Thankfully, the passage didn’t tighten any further than that. It even widened a bit as he shimmied side to side, searching for the optimal path forward. At last, he reached the end.

Donnie took a breath, preparing himself for whatever might be beyond. Then, he braced himself against the nearest mass of “earth” that plunged through the wrinkled ceiling and looked out. His head rose in preparation to survey the landscape. Wait, what was that pressure against his skull—

SPLISH
Donnie’s eyes widened. Salt-soaked fluid flooded his irises. Somehow he suppressed his urge to shout or gasp, but the odd mass of fluid he’d just shoved his face into rushed against his lips either way. A moment too late, the unlucky reptile realized what happened. The rubbery mass he’d felt against the top of his head was some sort of… bubble?! Its surface tension snapped, and his head had simply plunged within. Now, its edges clung to his neck and shoulders as if trying to pull the rest of him within.

Screw that!

Donnie braced his hands against the ‘bubble’ and pushed with all his might. Its surface, thankfully, resisted another incursion and simply distended against his force. Even better, his plan worked. “Argh!” With a desperate cry, Donnie forced his head out the other side and fell to his ass, safely returning to the wide cavern he had awoken in. 

Unfortunately, more that odd water came with him. The moment Donnie collapsed, a bucket’s-worth of salty spray splashed down with him. Fat bubbles splattered around him, clinging to his naked form and spreading an even stronger scent. Stranger still, the droplets that touched him splashed like regular fluid, while those that landed on the ground remained in hand-sized bubbles held together by physics.

Donnie panted on his ass, panic finally swelling within him. “Where the hell am I!?”

Unbeknownst to Donnie, a once-fearless green speck cowered hopelessly in the deep cavern of his navel. It was, however, beneath another’s notice when the purple-toned reptile’s world suddenly moved. Before his eyes, the titanic valley walls set themselves for a direct collision. Donnie yelped before the wrinkle squished inward, smothering him without a care.

*-*-*

Leo couldn’t believe his luck. After all these years of quietly jerking off to macro porn, he finally hit his lucky break. Forget the fact that he could hardly breathe without feeling like he had plunged his head in Mikey’s underwear drawer. Who cared that the ground was green and absolutely covered with curly, orange “trees” as those big-ass ones in California or whatever! All that mattered was that he could finally live out his greatest fantasy: being a miles-tall titan to a crowd of little toys~

Leo flexed his toes as a wave of pleasure warbled across his body. Precum spurted from his cockhead, spurred on by a questing finger tracing the underside of his shaft. Even better? The tiny bead of fluid barrelled across his shaft like a liquid tank, absorbing every human it came across. By the time it reached the edge of his shaft and tumbled over his foreskin’s lip, salty wave had bubbled nearly a dozen speck-like humans-turned-worshippers.

Leo could barely make them out, nor did he want to. He was content to watch from his god-like point of view as the struggling specks slid right out of sight over the edge of his glans. The trail left by his precum produced more sensation than any of those little guys… but it wasn’t about feeling them kiss his dick. All that mattered was that they were doing it. Worshiping a titanic god.

The thought made Leo’s head spin. But in a good way!

Cracking a grin, Leo pulled his hand up his shaft again, burying the horde of humans trapped in that droplet of precum in the unrelenting tide of his index finger. They all vanished beneath its green immensity, returning to the cycle of near-fatal abuse as Leo lazily stroked himself toward completion. He took that moment to lean back against one of those big, weird trees and took a deep, musky breath. 

Heavy, warm air flowed through Leo’s lungs, flushing his body of every stress he’d held. “I could get used to this~” His dick pulsed and spurted another droplet of precum, this one splashing on the top of his foot. The warm, slick goo trickled down, racing toward the micros tasked with climbing his leg for sport. “Oops, guess you guys aren’t doing too good, huh?”

Leo paused, then scrunched his face in concentration. “Wait… no, I can do better than that. Hold on a sec.” Despite the lustful air, a missed pun was more than important enough to distract Leo from his libido. If only for a moment. In no time at all, a gust of dizzying wind chased all of those unnecessary bits of thought out of his mind. Soon, he was back to sighing in bliss, watching the sky.

Somehow, Leo didn’t even mind that he seemed to be in a completely alien jungle. The surrounding stalks were densely packed enough to tangle around each other the higher his eye stretched. Leo could hardly see anything past them! Just flashes of green beyond the canopy. But hey, as long as he was the biggest, horniest guy around, who gives a shit, right?

All Leo had to do was chill out, jerk off, and wait for Donnie to fix—

Was that a hand?

Leo’s reverie shattered in an instant. As his lazy gaze drifted across the canopy of curly trees, he had finally seen movement. Just quickly enough to not realize he’d even registered it. But when he focused, there was no doubt about it. Beyond the tangled roof of meters-thick trunks, a lime green palm raced forward like an angry asteroid on track to collide with the planet. 

And beyond that finger… “Mikey?!”

*-*-*

For the first time in his life, Mikey had become the most aware of his circumstances in his family. That didn’t mean he was any less concerned about them, however. After all, even the most relaxed turtle had to admit that floating naked through the void of Outer Space was a bit unsettling. Realizing he could breathe was a bonus, although he did not know how such a thing was possible. But one minor detail made the situation much more worrying. A very small detail.

“Oh jeez,” Mikey mumbled under his breath, undoubtedly stirring up a hurricane’s worth of cosmic wind. By pure chance, a tiny speck of red drifted by his face. He barely even noticed it at first, dismissing the dot as nothing more than an extra bit of space dust. But soon, his eyes narrowed, and Mikey focused every bit of attention he could muster.

Yep, that was Mars. 

Goddamn.

His initial hypothesis that the Sun was just really far away turned out to be completely false. Well, it was far away, but the youngest ninja turtle had become large enough to make such a distance trivial. A few breaststrokes would allow him to slam right into that burning orb of once immeasurable size. Now, he had to assume it was the size of an exercise ball.

Lost in thought, Mikey did as he always did while naked: he reached for his dick and played with his nuts. His hand drifted past some of his pubes on the way, but he never noticed how that tiny shift opened a view of the heavens for the tiny specks upon his groin. All that he cared about was the fact that he had completely lost track of Earth. A tiny, dot-sized Earth. One that could have been anywhere if he grew while on top of it. 

Mikey’s face went pale, although his dick was already beginning to harden. “I think I fucked up,” he mumbled in a voice that could have deafened trillions (had they been large enough to even perceive his words as anything more than cosmic thunder). 

O-oh well. Jerking off helps you think straight, right? Mikey’s thumb drifted up his shaft, teasing forth a droplet of precum that sent a shiver down his spine. “Just a quick nut,” he reasoned. His thumb drifted atop his still-loose foreskin, forcing pressure atop a barely noticed speck of dust within. The sphere cracked ever so slightly, magma pouring from its core into the infinite cavern of musky flesh.

On the bright side, Earth had not drifted far after all. The billions of humans that remained on its surface would not find their circumstances so gracious, however. The past few hours had been nothing but chaos. Hardly anyone knew what had really happened; only that two green humanoids had appeared out of nowhere and grown at exponential speeds. Within mere minutes, one’s body had steamrolled over thirty miles of land. Massive swathes of New York City and its countryside vanished beneath his bulk. But hardly anyone paid a lick of attention to him when an even larger, faster-growing creature swelled into sight. The Earth rumbled with their very pulses as the sky gave way to deep, infinite green.

As the two brothers grew, the world beneath them cracked and shifted. A tiny shift in Mikey’s unconscious arm swept a mouse-sized Leo and a chunk of New York toward his groin. Meanwhile, his own gravitational pull grew stronger than Earth’s and sent him drifting out into space. The blue marble orbited his flaccid dick for only a few minutes before being tugged inward.

So, of course, there was nowhere for humanity to turn but Mikey’s penis. His idle pulses and tiny movements sent the planet hurtling further within his foreskin, squelching and squeezing through the precum-wetted flesh radiating heat and mind-altering musk. It left thousands of people behind on the trip toward his glans, but their new world was plenty accommodating. Infinite swathes of musky, sensitive, green land welcomed them with heated enthusiasm. And even when his flesh shifted and smashed together, they were far too small to be crushed between the shifting landscapes.

*-*-*

Donnie had first-hand experience with being crushed by turtle flesh by then. At the very moment Mikey began toying with himself, Donnie found himself utterly buried in a mountainous fold. He had not yet realized it, but the place in which he’d found himself was none other than Leo’s foot, between two of his toes. Unfortunately for him, Leo was a toe-curler.

Gritting his teeth, Donnie let out a quiet groan. His bones creaked, ribs and lungs tightening as the world collapsed around him. Heat and musk filled every insignificant breath he squeaked through his lungs. Donnie could hardly think straight; much less plan a way out of this. But despite the horror and confusion circling his every thought, one part of his body reveled in the chaos.

A world-altering groan reverberated through the land as the immeasurable slabs shifted, grinding Donnie between them. Even if he had wanted to, he couldn’t have ignored the way his cock—hard, throbbing, and leaking precum—responded. His sensitive glans glowed with pleasure. Tingling, breath-snatching arousal pierced his every nerve.

Even if the air itself had not been some level of aphrodisiac, Donnie knew that he would have been helpless to resist his biological urges. Even while the world itself worked to stroke his cock’s underside, he struggled for what traction he could to thrust forward. A tiny moan slipped into the air before the green, moist mass before him smothered the tiny squeak. His dick drove between his stomach and the wall. 

Finally, after finding a hint of purchase, Donnie went for gold. “Just—huff—a bit more…!” he whispered, kept at an agonizing pace by sheer circumstance. He pushed and humped for all he was worth until even his navel seemed as good as one of his fleshlights. And through sheer determination and airborne, sweaty lust, Donnie finally reached his climax.

Gooey spurts of cum rocketed up his dick in thick bulges before splattering against his stomach and the fleshy wall. Donnie cried out as the greatest orgasm of his life poured through him in bucket loads of lust. He couldn’t stop himself. Every spurt of warmth against his stomach seemed to make his arousal surge that much higher! 

*-*-*

No one experienced Donnie’s sudden arousal more fiercely than his brother Raphael, however. He, much like the sibling closest to himself, experienced nothing but pure confusion over the last few minutes. From the moment he climbed that green mountain (Donnie’s nipple) to the second gravity flipped.

His salvation came as those massive stalks, which seemed to grow longer the further he fell. Through sheer luck, he grabbed onto one and held his ground. And soon, he could work himself into a massive cavern in the wall—er, ground—and take shelter. It was even wider around than the mountain he’d tried to climb. And judging by the darkness within, much deeper than it was tall.

All the better, since it was not long before Raph’s world shifted again. Mere seconds after climbing into the cave, an immense boulder slammed into the vertical forest. Raph had jumped back in terror, but not nearly far enough. The deep-green mass flung a titanic glob of burning clear fluid into the cave on impact, burying Raph in a flood of slime.

He may as well have had a hot tub dropped on him. Raph swirled in the slick waters for a moment before finding his balance and swimming to the top. He gasped for air after breaking the odd film on its surface, only to get a mouthful of salty slime for his efforts. Not to mention the air itself smelled of musky salt, like a beach smothered in jockstraps.

And, unfortunately for Raph, it drove him absolutely wild. 

Before Raphael knew it, he buried his face in the goop once more, barely caring as the strange, slick boulder began to pulse and move. It was amazing. As if put under a spell, Raph’s stiff shoulders relaxed. His breathing calmed; mind stilled. And before he knew it, the eldest ninja found himself utterly drenched in bliss. He drifted onto his back and reached for his cock, now stiff as a rock and throbbing for attention.

Just before he could touch himself, the very world convulsed around him. The cavern’s ceiling dipped lower, and the green mass just outside seemed to expand with a needy pulse. Raph knew he should have been terrified, but the sight merely made him hornier. Perhaps it was the precum he swam in, or maybe the scent of Donnie’s crotch musk drowning his senses. Either way, he did not know what was happening, and no longer cared.

As Donnie humped against his own stomach, Raph greedily absorbed his brother’s precum. It filled his cavern by the second, yet just as much fluid spilled out of his navel and smeared between infinite cliffs of flesh. A deafening squeal of sticky substances sliding and peeling apart filled the air every time Donnie shifted. His pulse thundered from every direction, pounding into Raph just as intensely as every other physical sensation.

Then, suddenly, a roar unlike anything Raph had ever heard exploded through his head. Donnie’s navel suddenly squished in on itself, smothering the largest brother between the immovable slabs of drenched flesh. He had done nothing but double over ever so slightly in the small space afforded, yet it was enough to push his cockhead nearly into the minuscule divot in his belly.

Raph had just a moment to stare at the infinitely deep tunnel of dribbling slime before him before white overcame his vision. A sticky, thick flood erupted forth, splattering and spilling into the titan’s belly button with only a single spurt. Raph had never been struck so hard, yet the uncountable volume of organic slime that forced its way down his nostrils and into his mouth brought him straight to the edge.

Even as he swirled in the spinning maelstrom, Raph lost himself to the throes of orgasm. Thick bubbles of air slipped from his lips as he cried out and shuddered, releasing infinitesimal ropes of cum into the boiling ocean of turtle cum.

*-*-*

Leo couldn’t stop himself. He should have been terrified. He needed to focus on the situation at hand and figure out how to contact Mikey. From the beginning, he probably should have been more concerned. 

But now? It was far too late for that. Now, Leo found himself absorbed by the drowning blanket of sexual bliss, unable to stop either of his hands from stroking up and down his shaft as he took in his environment for what it truly was. And everything he saw made him a dozen times hornier.

High in the sky, more massive than anything ought to be, Mikey bit his lip and let loose a universe-rumbling moan. It pounded through Leo’s bones; thundering through every muscle and nerve. His world had become Mikey. And now that the giant was getting turned on, he had no doubts of where he’d ended up. Perks of being the second biggest, huh?

The towering, orange stalks that filled the green landscape? Nothing more than some of the innumerable hairs dotting Mikey’s body. The land itself was simply his brother’s skin. Individual sections—and perhaps cells if Leo wanted to look more closely—stretched out for miles in every direction. And best of all, towering backdrop had appeared in the horizon, providing an even greater view than his titanic brother’s face to the North: Mikey’s thick, throbbing cock, pulsing with lust and churning with seed, ready to unleash an unstoppable flood into the cosmos.

Leo was incredibly, stunningly tiny compared to his youngest sibling. Or rather, Mikey was so unbelievably massive that a miles-high god who could have reduced New York to dust with a few well-placed stomps was nothing more than a fraction of a hair’s width. A dust mite living off his body. Utterly, unnoticeably tiny.

And god, it turned Leo on so much.

This time in unison, Mikey and Leo’s cocks throbbed. Their toes clenched, though one brother unknowingly squished another into orgasm by the mere twitch. Leo huffed another lungful of his brother’s crotch scent with an almost hedonistic glee, reveling in the way it made his arousal surge. “Can’t… hold on much longer…!” he groaned between pulses of agonizing pleasure.

Leo turned his gaze toward the ground. He could hardly see any humans left around him. Had they fled? Wait, no, they were trapped beneath him! If Leo focused, he could almost feel their tiny forms around his body, driven to lust and arousal even more effectively than the blue titan himself. And when he looked out, gazing through the forest, he saw pools of clear fluid welling up between cracks in the ground, merging and swelling until they were larger than himself!

Droplets of sweat, just droplets. Mikey would never notice them, yet Leo could have drowned in one. The thought made Leo squeeze his eyes shut as yet another wave of pleasure washed over him. Precum spurted from his cock’s tip and splattered against his fingers. No, he couldn’t hold on much longer. He needed to cum. Never had he been so gripped by the carnal desire of his own libido, and his body could no longer hold back.

“Fuck…! Fuck!” he cried upon reaching the edge one, last time. Leo’s eyelids burst open, and he took in Mikey’s gargantuan, planet-dwarfing cock once more. If proper sunlight had existed any longer, the shadow it cast would have stretched hundreds of miles. Leo could never have climbed such a thing. And Mikey’s fingers wrapped around it like nothing, slamming and squeezing across thousands of miles of space in mere seconds.

Leo’s cock erupted, and he devolved into a needy mess of gasping and moaning, unable to do a thing but stroke and stretch out the orgasm as far as it would go, never noticing the vast scores of people lost beneath the creamy tide.

*-*-*

Mere moments after Leo shot his load, Mikey reached his limit. The largest of the siblings had not been under the erotic spell of another’s musk, but that didn’t mean he wasn’t very skilled at pleasing himself. The wet, gooey slaps of his precum-slicked hand and cock echoed throughout the universe unendingly. His panting breaths sent uncountable tonnes of debris hurtling through space in new trajectories. He noticed none of that; only his own need to cum.

At last, with a tightened grip and screwed brow, Mikey squirted the first volley of cum into the void of space. “Ahhh!” he cried, inhaling a wayward asteroid without notice. Thick strings of his cum fired, one after another, through his spasming shaft. And when he finally opened his eyes, he focused on the distant Sun burning in the distance.

Just in time to see his seed slam through the ball and shoot out the other end, leaving a gaping hole in its center. His cum continued through space as if it had never collided with anything. It simply left the unsuitable orb in its wake, dimming and doused in the middle.

As the last bits of cum dribbled from Mikey’s softening cock onto his fingers and pubic hair, a sheepish smile overtook his face. “Oops.”

Donnie would know how to fix that.

Probably.

Sizes

Raph (.01 mm)

· Donnie looks 2.6 miles tall

Donnie (10 inches)

· Leo looks 680 miles tall

· Raph is .02 inches tall (barely visible if he looks closely)

Leo (100 miles) 

· Mikey looks 35 miles tall

· Donnie looks 30x smaller than hair width

Mikey (3x the size of Sun/414x size of Earth)

· Leo looks a little under the width of a hair

