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 Volume One


Unexpected pleasure comes between two unlikely lovers.







Cerysa has always been drawn to to human culture. The extravagant nature of their lives has stirred an investigative curiosity deep within the young beautiful Faerie. Armed with only simple magic and a deep desire to explore the unknown, she is intent on cutting herself a lavish piece of the neighboring humans’ surplus.







Auburn is a giantess in comparison to Cerysa, and entirely unaware of the little winged intruder. She lives alone and takes great pleasure in her luxurious privacy, unaware that she has been targeted for theft.







The fated encounter of the two could put each individual's way of life in peril, but also provides an opportunity for an experience of rare and erotic nature. It quickly becomes clear Cerysa had much more to gain than a few stolen trinkets.







Volume I of Faerie follows Cerysa in her first encounter with Auburn, telling a story of how lust and forbidden desire lead to so much more.
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Cerysa



1
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If I was to be a thief, I would be the best among them. And if I was to scavenge for food in the dwellings of humans, I meant to eat like a queen. At a young age I’d seen how they kept their produce. We were all aware of the sheer excess of what they had. The humans would store a wagon’s worth of berries in chilled vaults and hide away jars of honey massive enough to swim in. That temptation had been too much for me. Even though I never truly felt spite for the humans, jealousy and want had drawn me away from my home and into their territories on multiple occasions. Stealing from a human was strictly forbidden, of course, but those who outlawed trespassing into human territory had surely never gone hungry.



Call me Cerysa. If I must justify my actions, understand that there was little to deter me from stealing from the mouths of decadence. I was a subtle creature, cautious in all things, and that which I took was hardly enough to be missed. The life I led had always been a simple one. I owned little and needed little. Of course I eventually developed envy for the humans; they had everything, and plenty of it. But even without any confliction there was still fear to follow me in all that I did.



Risking my life for a quick snack was undoubtedly foolish, but it was never that simple. If I could learn the patterns of a human and and navigate undetected consistently, I would be free to benefit from their prosperity indefinitely. I was clever enough to know my limits and what I could get away with.



Other houses had deterred me for one reason or another. Some humans had pets, and the animals were never quite as clumsy and inattentive as their masters. Cats were known to be faerie-killers, and dogs would howl and bark at the first whiff of you. Oftentimes I was forced to move on simply because a house’s food supply was simply too difficult to access, or the owner’s comings and goings were too inconsistent.



The home I now invaded was one of many human palaces built near the forest where I lived, and it seemed nearly ideal thus far. There was a large and beautiful garden out front which provided me plenty of places to hide prior to sneaking inside, and the windows were often left open in the summer heat. There was just one occupant and I was confident I could evade her with ease. Her tendency to bring in a surplus of fresh groceries on a frequent basis had been an added bonus.



In the kitchen of this giantess, I climbed from the marble expanse of floor to the polished wood counter using a washrag. My footprints on the dusty counter could incriminate me. But if I took flight, the noisy buzz from the beat of my wings would have betrayed me as well. The hanging piece of fabric I’d scaled was many times my size, but the bizarrely gigantic nature of human possessions no longer baffled me. They had machines in their cities that could fashion a dress in minutes, and fine works of cloth and silk were not even regarded as true luxuries.



I couldn’t help but glance to my own form and the petal-dress that clothed me. I had sewn it months earlier, stitching white rose petals with lily petals and painting on preservative oils. The work had been painstaking, as each dress I owned had been made with tremendous time and care. I’d crafted it from the finest and most pristine petals I could find, and left my breasts nearly exposed in a provocative manner for the sake of beauty. My hands fell well past the lower hem of my dress, and it clung to my body in a way that accentuated my curves. But for all my efforts, its beauty felt lacking. Some part of me was inclined to mimic the extravagant attire I had seen human women wear. It would not camouflage in the forest, but I’d grown less paranoid of human invasion anyway.



A noise coming from somewhere upstairs gives me a start, but I continue my progress without allowing the sound to slow my pace. I was well aware of the occupant and the routes I could use to escape should she begin to come this way. Each time I undertook a task of this nature I scouted and observed the dwelling for days in advance. Usually I’d simply conduct my business when the inhabitants were away, but this particular individual was a bit of a recluse. I had decided to risk it.



Her name was Auburn. She was a comparatively peaceful human lady with a dwelling not too far from the place I had made my own home. When I spied, I made a bit of a game about attempting to ascertain some aspects of humans’ lives. Their behavior was always curious and so much of what they did seemed strange to me. Faeries lived very differently than humans in almost every way. Most of what I observed was entirely irrelevant to my task, but I was an inherently curious creature.



Auburn was a curious creature, too. She had a confident mannerism and conducted herself in a precise and elegant way. She was mildly curvy, but most of the human women I’d seen were. I’d felt a flicker of naughty stirring when I observed her tending to her garden’s flowers. Faeries tended to move rather daintily, our agility assisted by ethereal wings, but the way she walked had this confident and grounded sway that was uncommon with my own kind. The tone of her skin was a pleasant nut-brown, like a creamy mahogany, and her raven hair was silky and light. I was always certain to admire from a distance in those circumstances that I found myself attracted to a human. Even the peaceful ones were incredibly dangerous, and no captured faerie ever found a way back home.



She had this skin-tight silver dress she often wore that enthralled me by its make alone. It was an elegant thing - seamlessly sewn from some perfect silk so unattainable to my own people. If we wanted something like that, we had to steal clothing to cut up for ourselves. Even our queen’s attire did not compare to the beauty of human work. Auburn’s nails had often been painted the same glossy silver color, and it suited her well. When I had been scouting a neighboring home years ago I’d seen Auburn doing her nails in her garden. She left the bottle of nail-polish outside by mistake, and it became the first thing I ever stole.



I did not need travel far from my own dwelling to reach hers, and I took care to observe the patterns of her life in detail. She lived alone and had the occasional visitor. I was uncertain of her occupation, but I expected it was some sort of professional craft. The visitors that came to her residence were generally greeted by her as strangers. They tended to dress in the ways of human wealth and often addressed her with the formal mannerism of business or trade. When I first scouted inside her home, for but a few minutes, there was little reason for me to explore the area of her house upstairs that she resided in most often. I did not observe what manner of work she did, but it was my hope that she would simply remain there for the duration of my mission.



Today I was just here for food. I had considered taking one of her socks, as they made good sleeping bags and humans were rarely suspicious if one went missing, but that was going to have to wait. First I would test the waters by snatching up any edible treats I could get to and carry, and then decide what level of risk I should take in the future. I wanted to get the chilled vault open. I had seen her bring in bags of food and fruit quite recently, so this would be an opportune time to make off unnoticed with some small portion.



In order for me to fly, I first had to conjure my wings with a burst of magic. They manifest into existence amidst arcane light, and appear feathered and constructed of blue ethereal energy. With a quick pulse of flight, I leap to the vault’s handle and secure myself around it. The brief noise would hardly be noticeable, but I could not keep buzzing around. The vault’s handle is a cold shining metal and I can’t help but let out a little gasp as I wrap my arms around it and feel it against my nearly bare chest.



I secure my legs against the polished counter and use my arms to push the vault door open. I wasn’t sure I’d be able to find the leverage, but I got it open soon enough. The door pops ajar and begins to swing away, and a rush of cold air flows over me from within. I’m granted but a short moment to stare at the exposed treasures within before I leap free of the counter and take hold of the handle again, swinging gently outwards with its momentum.


A flutter of my wings breaks my fall when I leap down from the handle, and I am free to go for the vault’s chilled contents. As I had hoped, a large square container filled to the brim with blackberries rested on one of the upper shelves. This would be my prize. I made sure to carefully listen for human footsteps before I entered the chamber. Needless to say, I didn’t want to risk being cornered or trapped within.



There was no doubt that access to these big vaults of food was part of the reason humans were so gigantic; this thing was packed. I make my way up hastily. The vault contained an abundance of food items that I am not entirely familiar with, but much of it appeared delicious. Still, I go for the berries. They would be the easiest for to take with me, and I could pick them apart and eat the drupelets. On the upper shelf, I make way over to them and start to gently peel away the thin clear covering the human had applied. I had dealt with this preservative wrap before, and found many uses for it. I would not take it this time, however; that would give me away. From my satchel, I unravel a little length of string-net that I could use to carry the berries. I load them into it - as many as I can carry - and fix the basket’s cover before fluttering down from the shelf and to the floor.



I take a short moment to relax and consider if there was anything else I wished to do here before I fled. That’s when I hear Auburn coming down the stairs. Her slow heavy footfalls don’t cause me major alarm, but it was important that I kept well out of sight. I didn’t expect her to head for the kitchen, but if she did, I could fly up hide behind an object on the counter.



As I stand there alert and ready in the kitchen, Auburn turns the other way at the base of the stairs and heads outside through the front door. She likely meant to tend to the flower garden. This was good news for me, because if Auburn was relaxing or working in her garden, I could fly around inside without concern of alerting her. I can’t help but feel emboldened now. I could leave at a moment’s notice, and had free range of the kitchen. I even considered doing some additional exploration upstairs.



I set down my blackberry sack and put my shoulder against the vault door to push it closed. With a few flaps of my wings, I get the momentum to push it shut. I heave a relaxed sigh, carefully pluck off a plump drupelet from one of the fattest blackberries, and sink my teeth into it. It was still incomprehensible to me how humans would eat several of these blackberries in a single bite. Just one was nearly the size of my head. A mere drupelet of the berry is more than a mouthful, and the red juice squirts out of it and runs down my face and onto the upper hem of my dress.



Glancing down, I see that I’ve truly made a mess of myself. My arms were coated in the berry juice up to my elbows from digging around in the basket for the best. This didn’t bother me, but I did feel a pang of concern for my white-petal dress. Stains were truly unavoidable, but this one was new and I had so far managed to keep it pristine. Now, with less reason to fear any noise I might make, I considered making a quick and sneaky trip through the bathroom before I left. Before entering the house I had noted that there was an open window upstairs. I could wash up in the sink, play about with those fancy bubbling soaps, and then be straight out of here.



I have to take the berries with me, of course. I lift off slowly and gently so as to avoid damaging them with the net-sack or losing any. When my flight takes me around the corner, I slowly proceed upstairs. Although I had not fully explored the layout up here, I knew there was a bathroom near the stairs and that Auburn’s bedroom, and perhaps some manner of office, were just down the hall from it.



I glance behind myself to make sure I wasn’t leaving a trail of juice drips, and then flutter on towards the window that I intended to later use for escape. There was a little human device below it, radiating heat, and I store my berries behind there so they would be out of sight. Then I flew into the bathroom. I settle down on the counter with an exhausted little sigh. I didn’t feel rushed, but I still knew I didn’t have all day to linger here. I spend a few moments carefully listening just in case Auburn returned inside, but I hear nothing.



Scattering the magic of my wings in order to dismiss them, I begin to undress. It took me just two quick knots on my back to be free of the petal dress, which I carefully folded and tucked aside. Looking at it now, I imagined it may be best to dye the dress an attractive blackberry pink, rather than attempt to scrub away the stains. The lily and rose petals could hardly handle much scrubbing.


I stand there nude for some time. The gentle breeze from the vents was perfection upon my skin. I slid my foot along the perfect polished granite of the bathroom counter, feeling the immaculate smooth surface with my toes. There was a fantasy now overwhelming me, though I tried to stay away the distraction. What luxury it would be to live in a place like this, free of fear. I find myself walking along the edge of the sink with Auburn’s confident and slow swagger. I take a dab of soap from the nozzle of a bottle there adjacent to the faucet and inhale its scent deeply off my fingers. This individual’s home, which was not truly anything special compared to others I had explored, was still a palace. Here there were pleasures that the Queen of Faeries herself had never known.



The globule of soap in my hand has a heavy floral scent and a vibrant transparent pink coloration. I did not entirely understand the ways of human luxury, but smearing the soap along my arms and upper body instilled a deep sense of glee. I giggle in an enthusiastic manner and return to the soap dispenser, striking the nozzle with my fist a few times to produce yet more of the soap. The drizzle overflows my hands and I am quick to slather my torso and breasts excessively. I rub the thick soap all about my body and make loud orgasmic noises as if to mock humans and their extravagant ways. But in truth, I was genuinely having a really good time. This was fun. I liked to play with human tools and toys and learn the ways of their lives. The sink, at least, I already understood. With a bit of effort, I tug up the drain-rod just behind the sink and manage turn on one of the faucets.


As the hot water pours out into the bowl, slowly filling it, I test it for temperature. It was too warm to bear at first, considering that I had never taken a warm bath, but I soon came to understand the technique of adjusting the water’s temperature with both faucets, and experimented until the water was a comfortable perfect. As the bowl fills, I take the time to climb up and squeeze in pumps of every bottle that rested near the sink, and giggle joyously as bubbles begin to foam over the entire surface of the water. The scent was like nothing I had experienced. It was floral, but in a strange and exotic way.



When the sink is near full I turn off the faucet and cannonball right into the bubbly pool. When I break the surface of the water, my senses are overwhelmed by the warmth and the sensation is rather shocking. I surface and gasp heavily, feeling the intense heat seeping into my body as I kick to keep my face above the bubbles. It only takes a moment or two for my shock to fade and be replaced by an intense, pleasant sensation. I slowly swim to the edge of the sink, settle my rear against the side of the bowl, and idly kick my legs to stop myself from sliding beneath the bubbly surface. The most relaxed sigh escapes my lips as I slowly relax against the porcelain slope and begin to wash up. The soap works wonders as I gently scrub away the blackberry juice in addition to whatever dusting of dirt I’d managed to get on myself. I submerge my head and wash my face. My hair was long and unkempt, but shone with a myriad of colors that mimicked the blues and purples of arcane magic. Within moments it has unknotted itself within the water and come to fall with perfect silky shine.



This was the life. Auburn lived like this, with access to complete privacy (with the exception of me, I suppose) and every warm luxury imaginable. I expected I’d never quite be free of the temptation of this when I was out washing in some cold puddle.



I spend a significant amount of time spoiling myself in the sink-bath. My fingers prune up and most of me goes rather pink. It was difficult to remain cautious of Auburn’s return while enjoying such luxury. I told myself I would hear her if she was coming up the stairs, and there were plenty of places to hide in the bathroom. Eventually, as the bubbles died down and I took to floating gently across the surface of the sink. The water was perfectly still and the foaming presence of bubbles around the sinks edge kept me from drifting to the sides. I felt myself slowly beginning to doze off. I tried to fight it, at first, but I could not remember ever being so relaxed.
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A noisy thump jolts me awake and alert. I still rest on the water water’s surface, though by the now the bubbles have all popped away and left only a soapy sheen. I hear a second thump as I come to my senses, and then a third, and immediately scramble to get out of the water. Shaking myself off, I ignite my wing, the arcane energy flaring into existence upon my back. I try to gauge the distance of the approaching human steps. She was coming up the stairs, but there was no guarantee she’d enter the restroom. I debate whether I should leave the sink full, for the moment, or drain it. If she entered as it drains she’d surely know someone had just been here, but if I left it full, she may assume she had left it so in her carelessness and merely forgotten.


The thumps are getting close and I run out of time to decide. I pull up the drain-rod and then grab my dress. I take flight and rush around the shower curtain as I hear the steps pass near the bathroom door. She doesn’t enter, and I immediately heave a tense sigh. I had been far too reckless. I should let the water drain, ascertain I’d left no other traces, and then get out of here.



There was some soap on the counter beside the sink, but there was little I could do to clean it up. I cursed myself for my carelessness, but I did not imagine the mess alone would be enough to raise her suspicions. The rapid beat of my wings was a constant soft buzz, and I already felt rather drained from using them so extensively.



By the time the last of the water has drained, I hear her steps coming back towards the door. I settle down on the shelf in the shower and stand behind one of the shampoo bottles. I wasn’t panicking. If she entered she’d likely just relieve herself and then leave.



Auburn’s silhouette is visible through the shower curtain when she enters, and so I dismiss my wings so that she would not see the blue glow. I quietly observe my dress, intending to quickly clothe myself while she took care of her business. But within a moment or two, I can see she is undressing. I let out a muffled squeal of sudden panic. If she was going to shower, I’d be stuck in here. There was no way for me to fly out without being seen. My mind races for a solution but I am already running out of time. I wonder if I can fly over the shower curtain just as she opens it, but before I can even conjure my wings again, she has torn open the shower curtains and stepped inside, brazenly nude .


I lurch behind the bottle of shampoo immediately, pressing my back to it and taking sharp little breaths. This was the closest I had ever been to a human. I take a quick peek around the bottle to see where her attention was focused. She was bent over to turn on the bath faucet, with her plump ass directed towards me. This was my chance. I ignite my wings and leap from the shower shelf, flapping with all speed I could muster to escape over the top of the curtain.


Suddenly I am blasted by a torrent of water as the shower nozzle turned on. The streams of pressurized water crash against me in the air, disrupting my flight and sending me hurtling to the tub. I resist the urge to scream before slamming into the angled back of it with a dull thud. My dress had been knocked from my hands, and before I can collect myself, I begin to slide right down the smooth incline and into the flow to be carried with the water. My wings fizzle from existence as I frantically try to orient myself, managing to look up just as I pass underneath Auburn. Her voluptuous naked ass is posed directly above me. She stands beneath the water now, and the flow of it pours down her chocolate skin to cascade around her feet. I am awash with panic (and shower water) as I slide past her legs. She need only look down and she would see me, and I had no way to escape.



Auburn puts her face to the stream and scrubs at it gently, unattentive to my presence. I roll over quickly in the flow below and start to scramble against the current back the way I had came, hoping to be able to orient myself and resummon my wings where the flow was not so strong. I curse at myself the entire way, scrambling as quickly as I could and silently praying that she did not see me.
 Dammit! Of course she’d shower. She was working in the garden. Stupid!



My body is slick from the soaps I had bathed in, and the surface of the tub is smooth and glossy. I finally manage to stand near the back, where Auburn’s body blocked most of the shower’s torrent. I whip around to face her. My dress had flowed to the drain and became stuck there, right by her feet. There was nothing I could do about that now. I look up at her with an angry sneer.



Even through the fear and adrenaline I am able to momentarily appreciate Auburn’s body. She stands amidst rolling steam from the scalding water of the shower, a sexy creature with all the perfect curves. Her thighs were thick and strong, her ass large and perfectly rounded. I admit I had sometimes fantasized of seeing her in the nude, but I was a thief, not a pervert.


The magic of my wings failed to respond to me. The water that made it past her disrupted them each time I tried to form them, and so much usage of the magic had worn down my concentration. I keep trying to focus and make it happen, but all I can think about is this gigantic ass posed before me, and the extreme danger of my situation. With no option but to go for it, I begin to sneak around behind her towards the lower bath-shelf. From there, I could likely navigate my way around the tub.



She looks down just as I near her leg, but somehow manages to not see me there. I leap up and grab hold of the lower bath-shelf, struggling momentarily to pull myself up. Auburn takes a bottle of bodywash in hand from near where I had been hiding previously, and squirts it out generously unto her breasts and upper torso. She turns and faces the back of the tub, where I had been just a few seconds before, and begins to massage and rub the soap against her skin as the water pounds her back.


I resist the urge to nervously giggle as her actions mimicked my earlier assumption of how humans went about with their soaps. In truth, my gaze is focused upon her. Half of it was simply a fear that at any moment she would turn and see me down there, swat me from the ledge, and crush me with her foot. But half of it was an involuntary, but strong, sensation of lust. If it was up to me I would not have been so immoral so as to spy on her when she washed up, but I was not here by choice, and it was hard to look away.



I toss a glance towards where my dress lay against the drain. I could see it falling apart already. Perhaps that would be for the best; if it washed away, I could still escape here without leaving any trace.



Auburn lifts her head to allow the hot water to rinse through her hair and down her back. Her front was slathered in a thick layer of bubbly soap and I watched as it dribbled down her form, following the path of her curves. Her hands slide along the surface of her stomach and then onto her breasts, lifting them gently as she rubbed the bodywash into her skin before allowing them to flop back to their perky resting position. Everything about her body was perfect and my thoughts were consumed by her, as though I was caught in a paralyzing trap.



Auburn turns again to allow the hot water to wash down her form and rinse off the soap. With a moment of great focus, I snap back into reality and ignite my wings into existence to quickly buzz past her. I launch over the shower curtain and out of there. I catch her beginning to turn in the corner of my gaze as I whiz past, but I was fairly sure she had not seen me.



The bathroom door is closed and I didn’t have the means to open it, so I quickly scan for a place to hide. I can feel my wings already starting to fail me and fizzle out of existence. I try to direct myself over to the dirty-clothes hamper, where I could soften my landing. I barely make it that far, and land with a bouncy plop on one of her dresses. At least the hamper’s perforated walls would be easy enough to scale. I figured I had best hide here until she left.



I pull a length of fabric over myself and lay beneath it. I am finally able to take a moment to collect myself. I breathe heavily, attempting to retain some degree of focus and calm my fast-beating heart. Auburn’s scent is heavy in the cool and muffled dark of that pile of clothes. I breathe it in heavily with little else to occupy my senses.



She takes a long shower. Eventually I hear the water stop and then the sound of her fumbling about and using that hair drying machine. I patiently remain bundled beneath her clothes, careful to not move or make any noise. Rather suddenly, I feel gravity shift around myself as the hamper is lifted. All I can do is twist and spasm in frantic rage as she carries me off in the pile of clothes. I desperately try to focus. Even if it meant flying right out in front of her, I wasn’t going to get stuffed into the washing machine.


Eventually she sets me down. I lay as still as I can. If she started digging through the hamper there would be little I could do but wait for an opportunity to dart away. I had to be careful with my limbs and such as well, as humans could easily hurt me by mistake, or in a frantic motion of surprise. Most of them did not immediately and deliberately attempt to kill faeries.


The hamper doesn’t move for a long time, but I can still hear her shuffling about just beside it. The sound of one of the machines being opened gets me moving, and I work my way slowly towards the surface in preparation of an escape. I had no way of knowing if she was looking away or right towards where I’d emerge, but I was as prepared as I could be for either scenario. Finally my face pops up from the leg-hole of one of her panties, and I peer out in the hopes of quickly determining the best course of action.



She is facing the other way, clothed in her bathrobe, loading clean dry clothes into a hamper adjacent to my own. Her focus is not on me. When she was done, she would doubtless load this hamper into the washing machine. So I did what I had to do, and lept immediately from the dirty clothes into the clean clothes.



She piles warm and clean clothing on top of me and notices nothing. I can hear her faintly humming. I breathe heavily and again try to plan my next course of action. The extended stress was making it impossible to focus on anything other than escape. I had seen humans handle their clothes, but I still had no way to be certain what she would do with this hamper. She may dump it out on her bed, or leave it here, or go through it piece by piece and fold it. I consider making a climb for the top of the pile as I had before, but the hamper begins to move again.



All I can do is lay there and try to steady my mind. A few moments pass. I estimate that we have passed the bathroom and gone over towards Auburn’s room or office. I know there is a sack of berries and an open window just a few tantalizing feet away, but I couldn’t push through the clothes now if I tried. A hear a door close behind us.



Suddenly everything lurches to the side as she empties the hamper out. Amidst the torrent of clothing falling with me, I can see nothing.
 This must be it,
 I think to myself.
 Guess I’m going to meet her.
 All I could think in that moment was that there was no way to escape this room, and no way out without her seeing me. I could likely plead with her. I could explain myself and get her to open a window. I could try to swindle her somehow and slip away. I could promise magical gold or something. Anything.



I land with a plop on what must be her bed, and more clothes lands on top of me. I would not wait here for her to uncover me. I meant to make for the surface and ascertain if there was any way out. When my head finally pops up I see that I am near the end of her bed. There is a TV facing me in here, a computer over to my right, and a door to my lift. Auburn stands stark naked between me and the computer desk, having shed her bathrobe. She has something in her hand. It was a silver container of makeup of some manner - no - nail polish. It was a bottle like that I had stolen long ago.



She takes it in hand, adjusts a chair near the bed, and backs up with a relaxed swagger. As she approaches the bed ass-first I frantically wiggle out of the rest of the clothes and try to ignite my wings to no avail. I look left and right for a way out. I expected her to turn and spot me and so, with a proud but defeated manner, I stand myself up straight and prepare for the confrontation.



But Auburn doesn’t turn. She lets out a long and soft sigh and suddenly that massive ass begins to descend down towards me. All I can do is stare with wide eyes as her chocolate cheeks came down from above right towards where I stood. I try to backpedal away and fall on my rear. The last thing I see before the smothering darkness is the still damp surface of one of her perfect asscheeks, and then it smushes me against the bed with her full weight.



I can not even struggle against the tremendous weight of her. I feel the smooth damp warmth of her pressed tightly against the entirety of my naked body. She shifts herself on me for comfort, entirely ignorant of my presence beneath her. I could smell the scent of the body wash she had used on her, and her own fleshy scent. I hear the TV click on but it was as though the sound were in underwater. Surely she could feel me under here? I do everything I can to wiggle just enough for her to realize there was a PERSON beneath her bulbous ass, but I am pressed tight against the bed.



It’s all I can do to turn my head to the side and take a sharp gasp of air. I let out a loud shriek, but with no magic to amplify my voice, I may as well have been buried alive deep underground. This giantess of a woman rested her ass on me in the most comfortable and relaxed way, wholly unaware of my frantic struggle. She sat there nude and damp from her shower, watching the television. After some moments she lifts a leg to the chair she had positioned nearby and begins to paint her nails. Everything she does is slow and relaxed and unconcerned.



I manage to get enough air to remain conscious by breathing in from the gap between her cheeks. Every time she slightly shifts her leg I seem to slide deeper into her crack. I can see nothing, but the thought of getting squished right up against her pucker was an inevitable torment.



It feels like an eternity, and when she finally switches legs to paint her other foot’s toes, I slide right up against her asshole. I am pressed face-first into it, wedged deep beneath her cheeks and pinned against the bed. I can’t get so much of a gasp of air.
 Is this how I die?
 I think to myself. I knew the queen would shame my memory for all the other faeries. They’d make an example of me.



I try everything I can to get free. I try to wiggle, but with my arms bound at my sides I can barely manage to move my face. But in desperation, that’s exactly what I do. I shake my face back and forth and motorboat her asshole as vigorously as the limited movement allowed me. I knew that even like this, I could barely tickle her. Still she somehow manages to remain completely ignorant of me. She heaves a contented sigh and giggles about something on the TV, and I feel the tremors of her chuckle shaking through her ass.



Finally she partially lifts her ass from the bed, if only for a moment to adjust her sitting position. A scramble frantically back and away from her, heaving heavy and short breaths. I can’t even bother to hide myself once I am out from under that ass and instead just lay flat on the clothes behind her, face up, trying to get ahold of myself. At least nothing seemed to be broken.



She’s sitting there naked, content, and as relaxed as a goblin in a cow pie. I could have died under that ass and she wouldn’t have known it until she was done with her nails. My head exhaustedly falls to the side, looking over at the room’s windows. They were closed. There was a vent in here somewhere, but I wouldn’t be able to fit through it. I finally muster the energy to roll my head the other way. The door was closed. I could potentially squeeze under it, but it seemed unlikely. Once again, to my dismay, I was going to be forced to wait it out.



My wake-up call should have come months ago when I stole from the house of that crazy cat lady. I had plenty of experience with things getting out of control quickly. But dammit, robbing human houses was addictive. They always had the most bizarre fancy things. This was one close-call too many, for me, however. If I made it out of here, I was leaving the burglar business.



When my strength returns to me, I slowly walk over to the side of the bed and hop onto a counter there. I sit myself right down behind an ornamental dragon and huff a frustrated sigh.
 It’s over. Just be patient,
 I told myself. Auburn takes a long few moments to paint her toenails, and eventually goes about putting away her clothes. Once I am able to relax, I find myself stewing about my lost dress. I could still get the berries, but I didn’t know if I even wanted them now.



Auburn lays nude on her bed once it’s free of the clothes. For a moment I worry that she will take a nap and leave me stuck here for even longer, but her intent soon becomes clear. She slides one of her hands deliberately along the length of her body from breast to crotch and gently uses her fingers to part the folds of her sex. At this point, I could muster no further frustration for her. Nor could I truly manage to feel guilty watching her. I was the victim here, to be sure.



And she was compelling. Now that my life was no longer in danger, my mind is left free to this titillation. She masturbates in this slow and leisurely manner, allowing her fingers to gently slide in and out of her damp pussy with serene rhythm. I peer out from behind the dragon figurine with little fear of her spotting me, enthralled as she was. She was indulgent to herself, pleasuring the folds of her slit and gently nuzzling her clit with a finger. Her fingers quickly go slick and shine with her fluid. It isn’t long before I feel my own petals grow wet with arousal from that which I observed. Perhaps the taboo and naughty nature of my secret presence added to my lust.



I bite my lip in an uncertain way. Being here felt so wrong, but there was so little I could do about it. I can hear her heavy orgasmic breathing as she pleasured herself for a great length of time, slowly quickening her pace. I watch as her fingers slide in and out of her wetness with a sloshing sound, and her other hand cups her breast to stimulate her nipples. It’s impossible for me to not imagine intimacy with her, in whatever manner we manage to make it work. I contemplate securing my mouth around one of her nipples, and whether or not I could even manage to get the firm perky nub inside. I wonder then if humans can even feel attraction to faeries, the way we sometimes do for them.



How would we truly even be intimate? Sure, I could approach her sex as she lays, lick her massive clitoris and stimulate her labia with my hands. She could perhaps gently use her finger to pleasure me in turn. I didn’t even know if she liked girls. Before my mind could truly contemplate it much further, I am distracted by her spasms and groans. Her orgasm was a lively and beautiful thing, and the view of her body splayed out in ecstasy was unique. I had never observed such a thing from another aerie.



When she is finally still I return to my alert state. I was unsure what she would do next but I had to be ready. She lays there and breathes heavily in post orgasmic bliss, relaxing on her bed for a minute or two, and then gets to her feet. Auburn is holding her hand at her side and pointedly not touching anything with it, and I observe that it’s absolutely coated and shining with her vaginal lubrication. She makes for her door and turns the knob with her dry hand.



When I see my opportunity to escape I feel an immense surge of focus and compulsion. I ignite my wings and immediately take off, intent of flying right through the door when it was opened and making right for the window to escape. I didn’t care if I was spotted at this point; not after what had happened.



Somehow, after all her earlier ignorance, Auburn is immediately attentive to the sound of my buzzing wings as soon as I take off. She turns sharply towards me, stares right at me as I fly at full speed towards her and the open door, and raises a hand at me in a defensive and startled way with a flinch. I didn’t have time to think about it. I fly up and try to shoot past her, knowing it was too late for hesitation or stealth.



She throws her hand at me in a swatting motion and the impact nails me directly. I screech noisily as my wings as dismissed by the blow and I freefall to the ground. I land there on my back and slide along the wooden boards, discombobulated by the force of her strike. Black dots swarm my vision as I frantically try to scramble away. I hadn’t broken anything, thankfully, but in my dazed state I could see the human step towards me.



Faeries actually had a generalized plan of action for a human encounter, but all I could think to do was hiss at her aggressively as I tried to get escape. I see her flinch at me, surprised by the angry little noise. My hiss immediately turns to a screech of fear when I see her raise her foot, though. Surely she wouldn’t just stomp me? From what I knew of this human, I would not have expected such cruelty. I see her foot lift up and move towards me and I scream in pure panic, raising my hands defensively.



Her foot pushes me flat against the floorboards, and I feel the force of it gently pressing down on me. She’s not stomping me, at least, but has pinned me firmly and holds me there against beneath her. I wiggle out as much as I can and end up with my head between her toes, staring up at her.



Auburn stares down at me with these big attentive eyes, balancing most her weight on one foot so as to not accidentally crush me. I screech at her aggressively. I consider biting her toe but I worry she might squish me in retaliation.



“I knew it!” she says, her voice loud with surprise and realization. She stares down at me past her breasts, looking at my little face between her silver-painted toes. I grimace at her and grunt beneath the weight of her foot. “I knew there were…” she softly starts to say.



“Faeries, out there?” I ask her, trying to keep my voice as calm as I can. I didn’t use magic to amplify my voice, and I couldn’t really get a good lungful of air beneath her foot.


“What?” she asks, clearly unable to hear me. She awkwardly starts to attempt to squat. Despite her efforts, she puts way too much weight on the foot that pins me, and I gasp as the air is squeezed out of me. “Sorry!” she blurts out, though she seems more confused and uncertain than anything. She lifts her foot off me, and I immediately try to scamper away. I’ve only gotten a few inches when she secures her hand about my body. Her hand is still slimy and wet from touching herself, and I shudder as I feel that slick fluid coating my naked body. It’s a weird sensation, to be grabbed like this, but her grip is gentle so I resist the urge to bite her, for now. I twist and turn in her grip to face her, and call upon magic to amplify my voice.


“Release me!” I shout at her with all the confident authority I could muster.



She moves her other arm across her chest to cover her breasts, and stares at me in a perturbed fashion. “What are you? What... are you doing here?” she asks in a curious manner.



“Release me and I will tell you,” I lie, wiggling gently in her grasp. I figured I might be able to slip out if I was sudden enough about it. The wetness of her hand and my body made it hard for her to keep a good grip without squeezing harder.



She pauses for a moment, standing up straight now and holding me closer to eye level. “Tell me first,” she says suspiciously.



I clear my throat and again try to muster some power to speak commandingly. “I am a person! Release me now! You have no right to hold me!” I say.


She furrows her brow in an irritated manner. “You were in my house!” she says.



Suddenly I sink my little sharp teeth into her finger, biting as hard as I could. At the same time, I try to kick out and free of her grasp. She lets out a sharp yelp and squeezes her grasp just as my body gets free, taking secure hold of one of my legs.



“OW!” she yells at me. “Stop that! Calm down!” she says, dangling me upside down by my leg. She swings me closer to her face to glare at me.



I heave several heavy breaths, staring down at the wooden floorboards far below, and then looking along her body from foot to face until I meet her eyes. “Okay, okay!” I say through my teeth, shaking with frustration. I can taste a bit of her blood in my mouth.



“That really hurt,” she says in a calm whiny tone, peering at the tiny bite mark on her hand. “It stings.”


“Yes!” I shout. “I am poisonous! Release me if you want the antidote!”


That doesn’t even phase her. “Liar,” she says, and I flail about in frustration as I dangle from her grip. “Are there a lot of you?” she asks as she slowly walks over to the window that I had intended to use for my escape and peers out.



“I’m the only one around here,” I lie. At some point in my life I had been taught to say this in the event of a human encounter. Our great village was only a few miles from the nearest human settlements. It had to be protected.



“Tell me the truth,” She says.


“That’s the truth. Release me! What - what do you want? I can give you things!” I frantically suggest to her.



She is silent for a moment, dangling me still. “Sometimes people spot your kind. But I’d never heard of concrete evidence or… taking one alive?” She says, seeming to think it through as she speaks.



“That would be a huge mistake!” I tell her, keeping my voice amplified so she could hear me clearly. “You need to let me go.”



Auburn actually appears conflicted now, but begins to walk back towards her room. “I will not tell anyone I found you, yet,” she says, clearing trying to determine the best course of action as she spoke. “But I can’t let you go. I want to know things! I want to know about the… Faeries.”



“Listen, listen,” I say squeakily. “If you let me go, we can talk. We’ll talk, and I’ll tell you some stuff to satisfy your curiosity. But then you have to let me go. That’s the deal, take it or leave it. Otherwise I won’t tell you anything!” That was unfortunately the best threat I could really muster. It’s not like I was capable of causing a human any real harm.



“Okay,” she says. “We’ll do that.” But she doesn’t let go of my leg.



She goes into her room and closes the door behind her. I resist the urge to groan in frustration as I am again left without a way to escape. And is if that were not enough, I see her go to a an empty flower vase, and pick it up. “Do not put me in that!” I complain at her loudly, already sensing her intent.



“Just for now,” she says. She stuffs me into the vase and turns it over so that the open end faced downwards. Then she places it, with me trapped within, on her computer desk. I stand up to face her and slam my fist against the glass.



I figure that I could push the vase off the table. I could potentially be severely injured by the shattering glass if I was unable to fly out of it as it fell. Though from this height, it might not break. But the big issue was that even if I escaped, I had no way to get out of the room. Perhaps I could find a way to break the window.



“I am going to get dressed and… wash my hands,” she says, staring at me momentarily, and then looking away with a flush. She was doubtless realizing that I had been in her room as she pleasured herself, but she still had no idea the extent of the experience.



I huff in a distressed manner and don’t reply. I knew this mess was far from over. If she told her people she had spotted a faerie here, they would search the woods for us. We were good at evading them, and the village could be hidden with magic, but it was still an extreme risk.



And it was my fault.



Auburn opens the door and quickly closes it behind herself, heading back to the bathroom. I grumble to myself about how this upside down vase setup didn’t even have air holes for me. I would be obligated to remain here and answer some of Auburn’s questions. Once I had the chance, I would flee here and warn the faerie village that more humans may be searching for them on account of spotting me. I could just keep the details of my forbidden actions to myself.



And perhaps if Auburn was talkative and it would aid me to gain her trust, I would inquire some about her and the other humans. I admit I had my own curiosities. Much of my affection for her had been soiled by her swatting and pinning me, but truly she could not be held responsible for all that had happened. As she said, I was the intruder here. I tried to remain optimistic. Perhaps, in the end, this would become a mutually enjoyable experience for both of us.
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“Ow. Be gentle,” I tell her with a little huff. Auburn had taken hold of me and began to examine my body. She turns me over in her hands and I stare at the floorboards in a helpless manner. My face is flush from all this intrusive examination.



We had talked into the night about humans and faeries, but Auburn had eventually insisted on getting a good look at me. She didn’t seem quite able to believe her eyes at first. She held me first by my arms and turned me about slowly.


“Where are your wings?” she inquires.


“I don’t have them right now. They come and go,” I say, kicking in the air gently. When she rotates me so that my bare back faces her, I call upon magic to conjure them into existence.


Auburn jolts and then giggles cheerily. Her giggles fade within a short moment, however, and she holds me facing away from her for several long moments. “They’re… beautiful,” she softly says. I can feel the warmth of her breath against my back.



My wings were constructs of magic, but the complexity of them matched the beauty of any other winged creature. An intricate webbing of ethereal energy composed four delicate feathered wings. I feel her finger beginning to stroke one. “Gently,” I remind her. Any significant force would disrupt the magic.



“Why don’t you just fly everywhere?” she inquires.



“Because it’s exhausting. Faeries must call on a pool of magic to fly,” I tell her, already sensing what further questions that would invoke.



But instead, Auburn is silent for the moment. She brings up her other hand to hold it flat below me, and gently lets me down onto it. I sit down on her palm and cross my legs, staring up at her with a neutral expression.



Auburn lifts a finger towards my head. At first, I am instinctively compelled to flinch away from her. Her size still intimidated me, despite her generally gentle mannerism. Even still, I lean back towards her to permit her explorative touch after a moment. She gently takes a fingerful of my hair and nudges it over my shoulder, admiring the colors. The blues and purples flow over her finger like magic, and come to rest silkily across my chest.



“Such colorful beauty, Cerysa. Like nothing I’ve ever seen.”



The smile I show her is soft and shy. Though she spoke amiably, I still wasn’t quite sure how to reply to such a compliment. I wasn’t truly sure of her intentions.



I remain silent still as her fingertip gently nudges the side of my head, and slides along the tip of one of my short pointed ears. My face scrunches up as I resist the urge to emit a small ticklish giggle.



Auburn smiles down at me in a genuine and warm way.



“Sharp ears,” she says, in an almost musical manner. “And teeth!”



I can’t help but grin, showing off my small and pointy set. “Sorry about that,” I say after a short moment, gesturing vaguely at the bite mark on her fingers.



“It’s… okay. You were scared.”



I nod lightly.



“I don’t want you to be scared. I was unsure of you. I felt vulnerable too,” Auburn explains softly. She gently sits down on her bed as I remain there on the palm of her hand, my wings fluttering idly.



“I had always been curious. I have been in people’s homes, but it was always far too dangerous to talk to one,” I tell her, peering up at her face. She had rather beautiful amber eyes - something I had not noticed before.



“Why do you go to their homes?” Auburn inquires.



This makes me hesitate for a lengthy moment. I did not expect her to be angry with me if I confessed to my crime, but I did not want her to think of me that way. Eventually I decide on the truth.



“I sometimes take food from human homes. Or other small items. I usually take things that wouldn’t be missed.”


Auburn appears more curious than angry, but there is a perturbed emotion creeping upon her face.



“I had taken berries from your fridge. They’re… actually hidden right outside your room,” I confess softly.



“Are you hungry?” she asks, without a hint of anger.



“Just a little,” I admit, ashamed. To tell it true, I was starving.



Auburn stands up and slowly walks over towards her door. She peers down at me for a moment, and I understand what she is thinking.



“I won’t fly off,” I tell her, dismissing my wings as I speak. I meet her gaze and hope that she can hear the genuine tone in my voice. “Actually… I am enjoying getting to know you. I think some part of me always wanted something like this - with a human like you,” I say, though I myself am uncertain exactly what I meant by that.



Auburn nods at me lightly and I can tell that she trusts me. It is a strange thing to be treated with such earnest affection and trust, given our circumstances. I had already used lies to attempt to escape. Some part of me is inherently mischievous, and is tempted to take advantage of her trust. But I could not bring myself to punish her goodwill.



The truth was that she fascinated me. This circumstance I had unwittingly found myself in was an opportunity to learn and experience things I never could have before. And as we slowly open up to each other, I realize that many of my fears were misplaced. I can only hope that I am not wrong.



She opens the door and heads out into the hallway. I watch her look about for where I could have hidden the berries for a moment or two without success. I roll over in her hand and lay myself flat against her palm. I had done it without thinking, just so I could point to where the berries are. Now I find myself with my naked body against her hand and can’t help but flush heavily and adjust the way I layed. It was weird to think of the hand-platform I laid on as being part of a person. I stick my finger out towards the heater-machine, and she stoops low to fumble behind it and grab the sack of berries.



“I would have given you food if you needed it,” she says earnestly.



“It’s not so simple. Faeries can’t just ask humans for things,” I say. She seems to understand, at least.



Auburn sets the sack of blackberries on her hand beside me. They’d warmed up by now but were still plenty fresh, and my mouth begins to water as I inhale the sweet scent of them. I go over and pluck a berry from the sack, immediately picking a druplet from it and taking a large ravenous bite. Inevitably, the juice splatters on myself and on her open hand, though she doesn’t seem to notice.



“I’d gone to your bathroom to try to clean myself,” I say. She seems confused. “Of berry juice, I mean.”



I explain to Auburn what had happened, excluding the part of me being stuck underneath her ass. I lie and tell her that when she masturbated, I looked away and waited. Auburn often looks mortified as my story continues.



“How did I not see you? You must have been right by me.”



“I am pretty sneaky,” I say with a small shrug. Faeries were naturally stealthy creatures, but it was still surprising I got as far as I did without being caught. I pluck another drupelet free of the blackberry I held and munch on it contently. The more I spoke with Auburn, the more comfortable I became. Although I sat nude on her hand, and was slowly making a mess of myself with berry juice yet again, I did not feel particularly self conscious.



“Do faeries do this a lot?” she asks.


“We’re not supposed to,” I say. After a moment I add, “For obvious reasons.”



Auburn plucks a berry from the sack and eats it. We watch each other attentively in silence for some moments. I didn’t feel any rush to get my questions out.



Finally she speaks. “Will you come back?”



I consider the question at length. I knew what the smart choice was. I knew that I should be abiding the code of faeries and escape this place, never to return. But as she asks the question, I can not stay away the truth.



“Not to steal,” I say softly.



Auburn watches me for a moment longer, seeming unsatisfied by my vague answer. She reaches gently to pluck another berry from the sack, but I take one and hand it to her.



“But… yes. For you,” I say.



The smile that creeps across her face is warm and affectionate and I suddenly feel embarrassed. It was obvious that I had some degree of interest and compassion for this human, but now I had to question if it was something more. I fill the conversational gap by eating another drupelet off the berry I held. Again my mind wanders as I contemplate the possible ways a human and a faerie could copulate.



Auburn takes another berry in turn, eating it quickly while she watches me. I notice that the tip of her finger is red with blackberry juice. I take a dainty balanced step across her hand to it, and secure one of my own hands on her finger. Auburn takes the sack of berries and sets it gently on the window-sill nearby, to give me a bit more space. I lean, rather comfortably, against her fingers as she curls up her hand slightly.



I lean against her finger and lick at the blackberry juice there, cleaning away the little splatter with a couple of laps. She giggles excitedly, covering her face with her free hand. I can’t help but giggle in response. It must have felt pretty ticklish. I lean down slightly and lick along the base of her finger and then about the middle, behaving teasingly to draw some more giggles out of her. Her smile was a suave and elegant thing, and it made me feel at ease.



She tilts her hand slightly and begins to close it around me. The way she does this is slow and deliberate, providing me plenty of time to avoid the grasp, as though she were asking permission with the gesture. I allow her to talk hold of me, peering up at her curiously as I rest my arms on her thumb and face her. Auburn slowly lifts me up to eye level, and then brings me close to her mouth. I can smell the sweetness of blackberries on her breath, and the scent of her floral perfume on her skin. I give her an awkward finger-wave and wait to see what she intended to do. It was impossible to not feel some degree of intimidation when faced with her immense potential strength. I was entirely in her power, and that in itself was an unusual sensation.



Auburn moves in and I wonder if she will kiss me. I instinctively flinch as the encroaching presence of her lush full lips. She opens her mouth slowly and lets her tongue loll out towards me. Her hot breath washes over my face in a gentle wave. And then she extends her tongue to lick along one of my arms where it rested against her hand. My face feels hot as she licks along my arm with incredible gentleness, cleaning it off the splatters of blackberry juice there. I can think of nothing to say to her, but she seems uncertain in response to my blank stare. Unable to think of any way to respond, I extend my other arm for her to clean as well.



Auburn’s wet tongue slides along my arm and licks the sticky blackberry juice off with ease. The warmth of her grip around me grows comfy as she adjusts her grip to compensate for my movements. My lip curls up in a smile, exposing a few of my little pointy teeth.



“Do I taste good?” My question seems to amuse her.



“So very sweet.” Her tone is lascivious.



I stay with her gaze as I pluck another drupelet from the berry in my hand. Though I’d eaten a good portion of it, I hold the rest of it up for her to take.



Auburn leans forward and opens her mouth wide. She engulfs my entire arm and gently squeezes down on it with her soft, lush, lips. I can feel the wet warmth of the inside of her mouth and her tongue all along the length of the limb. My hand slides free slowly from her mouth, leaving the berry behind. A lengthy strand of her spittle drapes down her chin and hand and between us.



The sensation of lust I feel is impossible to disregard. It no longer seemed possible that Auburn was merely being friendly or curious. She was attempting to initiate something. And as I come to realize that, I also realize that I desire the same thing. Perhaps this entire experience had been leading us to this moment. Perhaps it began when I first observed her working in her garden, and felt that stirring of attraction.



I bring the last drupelet towards my mouth and bite through it, intentionally allowing the juice to drip onto my upper torso and breasts in a carefree and clumsy manner. I pretend to not notice, but Auburn notices blatantly.



Whether or not it was deliberate, I had committed to her with that gesture. She moves her mouth forward again, and extends her tongue out towards me. I move my arms aside and allow her access to my chest. The tip of Auburn’s tongue gently grazes my neck, and then retracts to touch again at my upper chest in an experimental manner. I do not resist her, and the sharp little breaths I emit likely make it obvious how eager I was for her mouth’s exploration.



Auburn’s progression is swift, and soon her tongue gently grazes the underside of my breast. She lifts it tenderly with her licking motion. I let out a soft and squeaking moan in response to the strange but pleasurable feeling of the texture of her tongue against me. Auburn seems encouraged by my response. Her tongue lolls gently across my tits and laps up the blackberry juice that had dripped there. I can feel the squishy texture of her tongue sliding over my small breasts. The sensation on my nipples is initially almost overwhelming, and I gasp sharply.



My hand darts out to secure itself upon her chin in a motion that would be best described as bracing myself. Auburn’s tongue licks along my arm and against my breasts again, the tip of it gently teasing each of my perky mounds for a long moment. Her hand remains snugly around my lower body. She holds me as if I were a tasty treat for her to enjoy.



“Do you like this?” Auburn asks, staring down at me attentively as she halts her licking for but a moment. There is spittle on her chin and hand, but my entire upper body is coated in it.



“It’s - yes. I like it.” I say. The feeling was indescribable.



Auburn drags her tongue along my stomach, between my breasts, and then curls up to gently nudge my chin and lift my head. Then her tongue retreats into her mouth, and she slowly purses her lavish lips.



I don’t even bother puckering up in preparation of her kiss. When her lips press against me, my entire face is buried in those soft, wet pillows. The smell of blackberries on her lips and spittle is made even more pleasant by her own scent, and I relish the warmth and unique closeness. Auburn’s lips part slightly for me, and I can’t help but let out a small gasp as my head slides partially into her mouth. I feel her tongue press directly against my face and then lick upwards, slicking back my hair and drenching me with saliva.



When Auburn pulls me away the thick spittle absolutely coats my face and streams down in long strands onto my torso and her hand. She looks and me and giggles noisily, and I can’t help but laugh in response as my hand darts up to wipe my face.



I take a breath and clear my throat, collecting myself in a cheery manner as my laughter subsides. “I admit I’ve… thought about this before.” I say, letting out a last giggle. “But I’m still not exactly sure if it would work.”



“You mean us doing something together? Or being together?” Auburn inquires, her expression becoming contemplative.



“Both,” I say, raising my shoulds in a light shrug. “I have been with other faeries but that which we have done wouldn’t exactly work here.” I say, chuckling in a bashful manner.



Auburn seems uncertain and is silent for some moments. She watches me as I attend to my face and hair with my hands lightly. I looked quite disheveled after that bit of licking. “I don’t know either.” Her voice is soft and attentive, and her eyes focused on me observing. “But this is something that you want?”



I nod slightly and speak up after another lengthy pause. “I think it would work. Both us being together and us… copulating.” I grimace slightly as she giggles at my word choice. “The kissing works,” I assure her playfully.



“There is time to experiment.” Auburn’s voice is suave and confident, and the smile on her face expresses a lack of concern. “And you can come here whenever you wish. I’ll make sure to keep my windows open.”



I smile at her in an excited and enthusiastic manner, and then recline in her hand with my arms folded behind my head, and breasts out and facing her. It was a vague attempt to mimic the confident manner she displayed. Auburn seems to take this as an invitation.



Auburn adjusts her grip around me to hold me more loosely, and guides her pinky-finger between between my legs. I stifle a small gasp as I feel her approach. Even her little finger was too large for me to take, and for a moment I imagine her shoving it into my sex. But Auburn is gently, and merely strokes along my slits ever so slowly with the tip of her finger, careful to keep her nail angled away from me. I bite my lip gingerly and look between her finger and her face, but she was focused looking down at her work. She stimulates me slowly with gentle, precise motions of her finger, massaging and rubbing my tiny vulva.



Auburn takes me up in both hands now. Each of them gently holds a side of my upper body, nestling my arms between her thumb and pointer finger. She tilts me back slowly as she raises me towards her mouth. I can only loll back my head and allow my mouth to fall agape as I realize what was coming. Auburn wastes little time bringing the tip of her tongue against my sex. I feel the large wet presence pushing apart my legs tenderly and lapping at me in an imprecise manner. With my legs guiding her, Auburn soon narrows her focus so that the tip of her tongue played upon my petals and clitoris perfectly.



She raises me slightly and lowers me onto the tip of her nose, permitting me to grind myself against the spongy softness. I rock my body against her face in a quick rhythm, pleasuring myself there and dribbling spittle and my own fluids on her face in a messy fashion. Auburn’s eyes cross to focus on me as I hump her nose energetically, and she breathes in a rhythmic, passionate manner.



I can detect the horniness in her mannerism. She breathes heavily and stares at me with enthralled lust, following my every movement. I grin at her cheekily as I continue to rock forward and backward on the tip of her nose, and wink at her slyly. She had the perfect view of my petite naked body pleasuring myself right before her eyes. I begin to increase the length of my humping movements so that I would slide up and down the bridge of her nose, rendering the length of it slick with my cunt-cum.



She can not simply keep watching. Soon she lifts me again my my arms and lowers me back to her mouth. She opens wide for me, permitting my legs to slide into her mouth as her tongue raises to support me between them. I set my hands on her cheeks and brace myself, and wrap my legs around her tongue to avoid sliding in. The thought of her swallowing me by mistake crosses my mind, but I was too caught in the moment to be concerned.



When my legs have wrapped securely around her tongue, I find myself riding its movements. The wet flesh of it grinds against my pussy and ass rhythmically as I struggle to stay on. Auburn makes a pleasurable open-mouthed noise and I feel the vibration of her voice passing through my body as I straddle her tongue. Her hot breath washes over me from below, causing my hair to flutter and my body to remain soaked as sweat adds to the wetness of her saliva.



It is all I can do to cling with my legs and attempt to retain some degree of control. The pleasurable sensation of her tongue lapping along my lower body is indescribably arousing, and I feel my excitement growing steadily.



Auburn is growing more excited as well. Now that her hands are freed up, she goes to gently massage her breast through her dress. Her focus is on me entirely, and she seems to take great pleasure in watching the upper half of my body wiggle about between her lips.



Soon enough I can feel the mounting pressure within. I roll my eyes back in my head and focus entirely on the stimulation and pleasure her tongue provides along my sex. The moan that escapes me is long and high-pitched. Auburn’s eyes focus upon me but I do not meet her gaze, being so enthralled with the encroaching orgasm. It hits me heavily and my entire body spasms in waves. It is all I can do to remain secured around her tongue as my legs convulse and my body tremors. Sparkles of arcane magic erupt from my fingers as I momentarily lose control of my power, and Auburn giggles ecstatically at the ticklish sensation of the energy sparking along her face. My convulsions cause me to squirt in her mouth, and she laps it up with the same hasty motion of her tongue she had used up until my orgasm began.



My convulsions continue for several long moments as she ceaselessly continues the movement of her tongue upon me. When at last I feel the release and regain control of my senses, I lift my head back up to stare passionately into her massive eyes. I grin at her cheekily as I heave several deep breaths.



Auburn leans down slightly and I push myself slowly free of her mouth. Her lips slide along my waist and then my legs as I slide free, sucking her spittle off my body and relishing in that last taste. I fall free of her and she catches me swiftly in her hands. Auburn takes a moment to swallow heavily before laughing sensually. “So that seems to work,” she teases.



“Yeah,” I exhaustedly agree. The muscles in my legs throbbed from the effort they had put into riding her tongue, though I was only just noticing it. “And I think I have some more ideas.” I say, meeting her gaze as I lay wet and sprawled out in her hand.
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The surface of Auburn’s stomach is unfathomably soft, and the warmth of her in the afternoon sun is incredibly pleasant upon my skin. She lays on a floating bed in her pool, and I lay, in turn, on her. We had spent much of the afternoon sunbathing together.



Auburn and I were growing close, and quickly. I had returned home early the next morning after we first met, but as soon as I had rested and cleared my thoughts, I felt the urge to see her again. She enthralled me with everything she did, and the very thought of her had left a sweet ache in my chest.



She was excited to see me back. She told me she was afraid she had dreamt our encounter, or that she would never see me again, even if it had been real. “I had been left to wonder my whole life if there were people like you out there,” she had told me, “and once I knew there were, I could not imagine life without you.” It was a passionate statement that caught me off guard. I knew Auburn’s feelings for me could not truly surpass infatuation, as we had only met so recently, and yet it was evident that she had a passion for faerie-kind long before she had ever met one. It was, perhaps, an emptiness within that I had filled.



She shares her food with me in the morning, making tiny cuts of fresh produce and allowing me to try all manner of unusual treat she kept within her ‘fridge’. I giggle at the name of it, and relished in the free access to this massive supply of berries, nuts, and sweet treats. I knew that Auburn could show and teach me so much. The humans understood so many things that faeries could not begin to know. We did not have their great machines, their devices, or their resources.



I knew it was my duty to share that which I learned with my people, but doing so would incriminate me. Intentionally interacting with a human in this way was strictly forbidden, and I had also shared much about my own people with her.



One thing I had not shared with her was the location of my home. Even though I trusted Auburn, I could never put my people at risk. Auburn, thankfully, was not inclined to press me for details about my people or village; she was mostly curious about me.



In the afternoon she changed into a swimmer’s bikini and inflated a floating bed to relax on. The gentle sway of the pools water allowed me to slip into a deep state of comfort, and the water about us practically steamed in the summer’s sun. I had slipped on an old leaf-dress of mine before coming to her, but already found it to be much too hot for the weather.



“I need to fashion some new clothes,” I say softly into her stomach, as I laid face-down.



“When I first saw you I assumed Faeries just stayed naked all the time,” she says, laughing cheerily. “Shame you lost your dress. I would have liked to see it.”



“I will make a new one.” I tell her, folding my arms and resting my chin on them. I stare up towards her, but all I can see is her chin between her breasts as she looks skyward. Her sunglasses reflect the sun into my eyes and I soon direct my gaze back down, burying my face in the warm dark of her tummy.



“Maybe I can help?”



“It may be hard to do with your big fingers,” I say, my tone playful and teasing.



“I can give you some fabric.”



The thought was exciting to me. Human material was much more durable than petals or leaves, and I expected I could fashion something rather beautiful out of it. “Only if you have some to spare.”



She laughs heartily at me, we both look up slightly and she lifts her sunglasses to meet my gaze. “Please. I have plenty of clothes I never wear.”



I am silent for a short moment. “I’ve got two outfits. This one and a winter one,” I say lightly, again returning my face to the smoothness of her skin. Auburn is quiet for some moments before responding.



“Actually, I have an idea.” Her voice is contemplative.



I make a small curious noise, bidding her to continue.



“I will go and buy some doll-dresses. I mean… like clothing for toys. I’ll find something that can fit you.”



I look up again with wide eyes. I hadn’t considered something like that, but having a dress of human style made for the size of my body would be rather fabulous. “That would work!” I say gleefully. “Something good for this heat, I think.”



I slowly push myself to my feet, balancing on the gently swaying surface of her stomach. The water shimmers brightly in the sunlight. I wander the length of her and stride between her breasts before plopping down to lay between them. Propping my arms up on their elbows and resting my head in my hands, I lightly kick against her and contently watch her face. After some moments, she relaxes her head and rests back against the floating bed’s pillow again.



She reaches up and slowly runs her hand along the length of my back, petting my leaf-dress gently and feeling at the back of my exposed calves. Then she brings her hand back to my head and gently smooths my hair over and down my upper back. I make a pleased noise to indicate that I was enjoying the little one-finger massage, and she continues to idly touch me.



“You deserve the best,” she cooed soothingly, her voice practically a purr.



“I agree. But I used to have to steal it.” My tone is playfully snide.



“Well not anymore.” Auburn gently rubs her fingertips in circles at the small of my back. “I mean to spoil you.”



I roll over and look skyward. On either side of my vision, the sizable mound of one of her breasts rises up beside me. I squint my eyes and nestle up against one until it partially blocks the sun. “Obviously,” I say as Auburn continues her massage on my stomach.



“Are you comfortable, Cerysa?” Auburn asks as I cuddled against her sun-warmed tit. My toes idly played with the bikini strap that held her breasts together in the front.



“Yes. It’s a beautiful day.” My tone is incredibly lax. “Very warm, though.”



Auburn reaches towards the water and allows her fingertips to dip into the pool. She gently moves her hand across the surface, and the floating bed slowly turns. Auburn’s fingers lift from the water and I hear the droplets plopping against the otherwise still surface. She brings her hand over her breast and I jolt slightly as a large drop of water lands on my upper back, and then two more on me head.



“Hey!”



“I’m just cooling you off,” she laughs.



I scoff at her and shake my head out, scattering speckles of water on her chest. My attention is drawn to a single drop of water on the height of the breast nearest to me. It reflects the sunlight with a vivid glare and slowly slides down the slope of her boob, crawling at an ant’s pace. Auburn’s skin is perfect and without blemish. The creamy dark of her radiates warmth and an incredibly pleasant human scent. I raise my arm and gently move my hand across the soft surface of her cleavage, feeling the squishiness of her perfect breast.



Auburn seems attentive to my touch but remains reclined and relaxed. I put my face against her breast and breathe in deeply, relishing her scent.



“Your tit is bigger than me,” I say, my tone a mock-complaint.



Auburn laughs. “Much bigger.” It was true - I was only perhaps six inches tall. Her breasts dwarfed me as I lay between them.



She adjusts herself on the floating bed and reaches underneath her back, idly undoing her bikini-strap. I purse my lips and watch her attentively, already feeling a deep sense of excitement welling up inside me as she starts to unclothe. When the strap is undone, she returns her hand to her side and leaves her breasts covered loosely.



“Are you getting naked?” I ask, the question more of a request.



“Mm. Will you help me?” she asks in turn.



I huffed haughtily and stood, using her breast to support my balance.



I get a grip of her bikini and begin to tug it free. At first it won’t give, but she wiggles slightly to allow the straps to come free from under her form, and I am soon able to pull the article off of her. I let out a little victorious scree, and Auburn laughs at me in clear amusement. She takes the bikini from her stomach where I had tugged it and tosses it lightly to the poolside.



The water droplet’s little trail had already evaporated in the sweltering summer heat. Auburn’s dark breasts rise up on either side of me, soaking in the sun. I take the time to admire her dark areolas and firm nipples for a lengthy moment, but refrain from touching, for now. My feet carry me between her tits again and I lay on me back, reclining with a pleasurable sigh as the sun beats down upon us.



“Will you give me some shade?” I ask, my tone absolutely dripping with lavish pose. I figured the queen never had it this good.



Auburn lets out a soft hum and brings her arms up towards her chest. First she fashions me a nice little roof between her tits, interweaving her fingers to block out most the sun. But after a few moments her hands slide away. I loll my head back as if to inquire why she was taking away my shade, and then I see what she was doing with her hands.



Auburn slowly squeezes the massive mounds of her breast together, and I feel the squishy mass of them encroach from either side of me. I let out a surprised little squeak, and before I feel myself being pressed between her breasts. I’m completely smothered in the warm dark between her heavy tits, and she massages them firmly against with her hands. I can barely see any light as I look up and towards her chin, and I hear her laughter muffled through the surrounding bosom.



Auburn moves her body side to side as she massages her tits left and right, rolling be about in the blissful trap. “Nice and shady in there?” she asks tauntingly as I wiggle about.



This wasn’t like being trapped under her ass, though. I wasn’t frantically struggling for my life. This was more like a ride.



Auburn allows her breasts to move apart and together rapidly, producing a little slapping noise. I tuck my arms across my chest and laugh noisily as the breasts collide with me repeatedly with a tremendous jiggle.



She pins me again, but I manage to wiggle up enough for my head to poke out from between her tits. Auburn leans forward and laps at my head with her tongue as she keeps them pressed tight.



“This is real fun for you, huh,” I say, laughing noisily at her.



“You know you love it,” she teases warmly, releasing her breasts and allowing them to slump to their natural position.



I rise to my feet in a disheveled manner, a little tousled from that titty smothering. I’m good and sweaty from the heat too, and so I waste no more time undoing the ties of my leaf-dress and removing it.



Auburn stares at me with a suave attentive manner. “Let me see your wings.”



I conjure them into existence, and then hop up onto one of her bare breasts with a little show-offy flourish. Auburn twirls her finger in a playfully commanding way and I spin for her, displaying my body and wings. My foot lands on her perky nipple and she lets out an audible little squeak, surprised by the sudden sensation. I can’t help but grin ear to ear at this response that was so unlike her.



I turn to face Auburn again and gently prod at her nipple with my foot. I draw my toes around it and tease her areola tenderly, balancing most of my weight on my other foot on her breast. Auburn spasms and giggle-snorts loudly. “That tickles.” Her tone makes it sound like the sensation was a tad overwhelming.



I stare down at her perky dark nipple for half a moment, decisiveness washing over me along with feelings of lust and excitement. The idea that had come to me was simple, but I already knew I would enjoy it. Auburn’s gaze is on me like a hawk, as though curious as to what I would do.



I lower myself to my knees and spread my legs on the soft slope of her breast until my vulva rests against the tip of her nipple. Auburn lets out a surprised little groan as I begin to grind against her, the stimulation seeming almost unpleasantly strong. Her breasts must be sensitive. I admit I took no small pleasure in having found a way I could pleasure her and myself at once, as I had wondered if it would incur some difficulties between us. Auburn’s breathing is heavily as I slowly slide back and forth on on her breast, rubbing my slit along her nipple. I slide a hand down my body to gently massage my clitoris as I do, and use my other hand to stabilize myself on her jiggly breast.



From up here I have a better angle to observe her, so even as she relaxes back against the floatie’s pillow I can see the ecstasy on her expression. Her nipple had begun firm but now lengthens and hardens slightly beneath me in response to my movements. It was large enough that I wouldn’t have been able to get my hand around it.



I was surprised and encouraged by how much pleasure I was able to bring her by stimulating her nipple alone. My gaze follows her hands as she moves them to her hips to under the bikini straps there and free herself up. I still must wonder how much I’d be able to pleasure her there.



The wetness of my pussy has quickly coated her nipple, and I slide easily against it with every humping motion. I stop my movements for a moment to reach down and take hold of the nipple, rubbing it slightly with my hand. Auburn gnaws her lip and watches as I slowly guide the nipple into myself, penetrating my sex with the length of it ever so slowly. When I begin to move again, I move up and down to fuck myself with her nipple. The bounciness of her breast guides my motion, and I let out a loud moan as I am entirely filled by the length and girth of her teat’s tip.



Auburn’s breast jiggles below me as I bounce rapidly on it, fucking myself with her nipple. My eyes roll back as I feel it sliding in and out of me rapidly. I had pleasured myself internally but never been filled like this, as I had only ever been with women. I did not expect any male faerie had a cock to match the size of Auburn’s nipple either. I was only able to fit the entire thing as it compressed slightly within me, perfectly filling my internal length and stimulating my inner walls intensely with its texture.



My lithe tits bounce up and down with my energetic motion, and I bring my hands up to sweep my hair back and out of the way. The arousal upon my expression was clear, and I make sure Auburn has a good view of it as I ride.



Auburn has removed her bikini bottom and now pleasures herself with her fingers. Her other hand attends to her other breast, twisting and turning the nipple in her hand as she softly moans out her enjoyment. I turn my gaze to watch her hands work on her own body, and then stare down at her nipple as I repeatedly fuck the length of it.



I slowly pull myself free of her breast, my cum dripping onto her nipple as I rise. I wasn’t done yet, but I had an idea for something new. I hop and skip down her body and walk along the side of her arm, following it down to her pussy. I even give her hand a little shove aside, as if to indicate that I would take over. To be entirely honest I still wasn’t sure what I’d be able to achieve, but I was going to try my best.



I lay myself down on her stomach with my feet towards her. I crawl a few inches along the surface so my face is held above her clitoris. Auburn moves her hand up and sets it on me, gently pressing me against her vulva and guiding my head down towards her sex. I feel the warm pressure of her fingers against my back, already wet from pleasuring herself.



I begin to lick and rub at Auburn’s clitoris with my tiny hands. I can tell that the focused stimulation is almost too much for her immediately. I lift her clitoral hood with one hand and gently slide my arm and hand alongside the nub beneath, pleasuring her as best I was able with my tiny form.



Auburn’s hand begins to close around me, and I feel her lifting me off of her vulva slowly. At first I wonder if she was not enjoying what I was doing, but soon I see what her intentions were. She turns me in the air so that my head faced in towards her vulva, and slowly moves me towards it. I can only tuck my arms at my sides and straighten out as I near her, entirely uncertain of what the experience would be like. Auburn puts me inside her pussy headfirst, and I can feel her inner walls against me as I slowly slide in.



Everything goes dark as my face plunges deep into her pussy. I am almost overwhelmed by the scent of her cum and I can hear the sound of her blood pumping all around me. I am squeezed tight by her inner walls and I keep myself straight with my arms folded across my chest tightly. Auburn slides me in gently until the entire length of my body is deep inside of her, and leaves me like that for several long moments. I wiggle slightly with her fingers holding my legs, and I feel her body rock up and down with me deep inside.



The sensation was like nothing I had ever imagined. It was as if she was using my entire body like a living dildo, and all I could do is move about in an effort to increase the pleasure she received. The thought of her using my entire body to fuck herself was immensely arousing.



When I begin to struggle for air my wiggles grow more frantic. Auburn seems hesitant to pull me out but eventually tugs on my leg to free me. I gasp heavily, entirely drenched from head to toe in her thick cum. She allows me little time for recovery before sliding me back in, and continues to pleasure her clit with her other hand. She pushes me further and further inside until my head is squeezed tightly against her cervix, and all I can do is squirm.



Over and over again she slides my body in and out of her soaking wet pussy, sliding me through her folds and deep within and leaving me there until I nearly suffocate. I squirm wildly for her pleasure, stimulating her as much as I can.



When at last I hear her moaning orgasmically through her body, I feel the walls of her sex clench down on me firmly, and an extra cush of cum seems to flow out from all around, drenching my body entirely. Her hand seems to have lost grip of my leg entirely and I can only helplessly wiggle within her. Her body spasms and rocks up and down with fervor, and she fails to pull me out for several long moments as her orgasm seems to carry on nearly indefinitely.



I feel the walls of her pussy press more and more tightly against me, squeezing slowly and pushing me out of her inch by inch in the slowest manner. When I finally slide free and land on the floatie directly under her sex, her fluids drain onto my head in an excessively massive quantity, the flow keeping me pinned. I gasp heavily for air and lay on my back, absolutely plastered by her cum.



Auburn slowly sits up, and the shadow of her washes over me. I look up to see the ecstatic grin on her face and grin back at her in a disheveled manner. I can only return her gaze with my own baffled expression, and that seems to amuse her to no end. Auburn wiggles her hips lightly, causing her dripping pussy to sway above me teasingly. She purses her lips and speaks in a smug and suave way. “I think you and I are going to have a lot of fun.”
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She was a dream of a dream. Every day the quiet feeling flourished a little stronger within me. I nourished thoughts of Auburn deep within my heart, treating them both to lustful fantasies and genuine anticipatory fear. What had once been a desire to satiate my curiosity was now becoming a paramount fragment of my soul. I was beginning to love her in the way that only a fool can. The moments I spent at home among my own people, who were cautious in all things, served as a ceaseless reminder of the forbidden nature of my actions. To them, humans were a monstrous part of a hostile world, and the horror had only escalated in recent years.



Lyssa lies beside me. Her body is in evident repose, but her eyes are sharply focused on something encroaching below. I crawl an inch along the surface of our tree branch, directing my gaze to the forest floor. A dusty path cut through the autumn detritus below, cleared of all obstacles and trod smooth by the feet of giants.



The sound of human steps is audible when Auburn is still a good ways down the path. I knew she would come this way, and I was not concerned of her seeing me. But Lyssa did not understand the nature of what this was. She had come with me under the premise of catching a quick and safe glance of a human up close. She did not know that Auburn and I knew each other. I wanted Lyssa to see Auburn. I wanted to be able to talk, if only a little, about Auburn to someone I knew. I wanted to know if she found her beautiful. I wanted to know if she would have desired to meet her, as I did.



Lyssa stares down at Auburn as the human walked below. “Careful,” she says to me as I slowly stick my head out to catch a glimpse of her. “She might see you.”



“Don’t worry,” I say, “humans aren’t really that attentive.” It was at least true in my experience thus far. I didn’t expected Auburn would catch a glimpse of the golden head of my friend from thirty feet below, considering how long I had hidden in plain sight about her before my capture. Nonetheless, Lyssa seems quite nervous.


“You’ve done this a lot?” I can’t help but gently nod in response before being able to manufacture any lie for her. It was not in my nature to be dishonest, and I was not good at it. I rush to softly explain myself.



“I have seen them often. They walk this path sometimes.” That was a truth-to-hide-a-lie, but this whole adventure had been built on one.



Lyssa points down at Auburn. “You’ve seen her here a lot? Are you curious of her?”



The question made me nervous already. I had evidently already given away more than I intended, and Lyssa knew me too well. I did not want it to be obvious that I had any sort of close encounter with this human, so I try to excuse it. “A little. I’d never go near one of course,” I lie, the words almost making me cringe.



“They are curious things. But really I figure they’re just bigger, crueler versions of us. They’re too big, and so they see everything else as so small.” Lyssa didn’t despise humans to the extent many of my people did, but I doubted she would be impressed by the elegant precision of human lives. My curiosity and desire had made me risk everything in a way she never would.


“Have you ever been
 spotted
 ?” I inquired softly. It was a rather taboo question in our culture. To imply that a faerie had been seen by a human, even momentarily and without great consequence, could be regarded as a strong accusation. It suggested that the faerie was clumsy and careless to such an extent so as to threaten their entire people.



Perhaps that indicates the severe and unforgivable nature of what I’d done.



“One might have seen me, when I was a girl.” Lyssa’s reply comes after a bit of hesitation. She wasn’t mad, of course. We had been close for years and, between the two of us, I was blatantly the careless one. “They looked at me, and I bolted immediately. I do not know if they really realized what I was, but I was pretty close. I did not wait around to see.”



“They probably just thought you were a bird,” I say. Lyssa’s wings were golden and gleamed, but from a distance the eyes can deceive.



Auburn’s path slowly takes her away from us, and I stand to gently leap into the air. My wings carry me to a branch further along in her path. Lyssa follows me, settling down as quietly as she can, and gives me an anxious look once she lays at my side again.


“We shouldn’t follow. She is going to hear us,” she says warningly.



Running my hand along the length of her back in an affectionate calming gesture, I allowing our eyes to meet for but a moment before directing my gaze back down below. So many of our adventures had begun in this way, with Lyssa warning me to be cautious and me ascertaining her everything would be alright. In my defense, we’d always gotten away so far.



“What do you think she’s like?” I ask. It was hard to hold the words back, although this ordeal felt increasingly foolish as it progressed.



Lyssa give me an accusing look that is not as playful as I initially assume, and the cheeky smile fades from my face. “You need to stay away from this human, Cerysa,” she says.



“Lyssa, I’m not-”


“Listen, Cerysa. I can tell you’ve been thinking about this person. I don’t want you to do anything… dumb.” She hesitates with the word, but it does not offend me. The truth of her words instilled a pang of sorrow in my chest. I had been deceiving her for a long time, but still I knew I could not tell the truth.



“It’s alright.” My voice is soft. “I was just watching from afar. I’ll stop.” It was another extension of my great lie. I felt guilty.



I’d been seeing Auburn for a few months then. I reminded myself to never be careless, but the truth was that our love was relaxing. I could not dwell on fear and uncertainty when I was with her. I could not help but think there was no other place I should be.



Auburn was the sweet gentle warmth after an evening stuck in the cold. All that she did was suave and soft and slow, and her gentleness was firm and comforting. I could no longer associate her with fear.


Lyssa keeps her eyes trained on the human’a progress away from us. I ignite the wings upon my back to fly after her again, but Lyssa swats them off my back with her arm. The magic scatters into the evening air. “Let’s go back. I’m anxious.”



I do not complain. If Lyssa wasn’t enjoying this, I had no enthusiasm for it. I smile at her warmly and re-ignite my wings again, but allow them to unfurl slowly to indicate my calm nature. I wait for her to rise and call forth her wings as well, and then we gently fly for home. Blue and yellow sparkles descend to the lush dark below, lingering in the air like lightning bugs in the two faeries wake.



“They are interesting,” she admits to me as we round a massive oak tree and head deeper into the forest. I do not offer any response other than a small hum of agreement, as my confliction distracted me. The cool evening air rushes past us as we make quick pace for home.



I turn to Lyssa and watch her as we fly together, contemplating her feelings. Although we had never regarded ourselves as a couple, I had laid with her many times before Auburn ever entered my life. I remember holding her close as we relaxed nude on a lily pad, the celestial ceiling above us seeming to glow in a way I had never experienced before. I’d plucked a pink petal from the waterlily aside us and gently passed it along her soft, bare flesh. She had giggled in such a pure and unrestrained way, seeming so comfortable and genuine with me. Now, the sound of her giggle echoed in my mind every time I saw her smile.



When we arrived at our tree, Lyssa and I said goodnight to each other and quickly went to get some rest. I lay awake and draw on my favorite memories of Lyssa and I, but I find my thoughts turning to Auburn before I fall asleep.
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The regular morning bustle stirs me from my sleep. Sliding out of the hammock I’d rested in, I walk out to stretch in the morning sun. My home was near the edge of the hidden faerie city, but when I looked to the gently illuminated brush below I could see faeries flying quickly to and fro, going about their business. Each of them had made a home near here, having turned just about every hidden nook and cranny into a place to call their own. My home was little more than some leaves and branches bound together to form a protective ball amidst the high canopy, but it was sturdy enough to keep my meager few possessions safe.



I did not keep any human items in my home here. I stored them safely further from our city. Such things could get me in major trouble.



Amidst the chatter I hear that the Faerie Queen was about, visiting this part of the city with her guard. Her progression slowly advanced across the forest floor as she greeted each faerie that approached her and offered them gentle and encouraging words. Her guardsmen each rode a large squirrel, but her own mount was a corgi with pure white fur. The dog looks about cheerily, panting and wagging his tail. I had seen the queen and her canine mount before, but I did not have any particular wish to get close this morning.



The queen’s new dress is even more beautiful than the many others I had seen her wear. It is lavishly crafted of pink and white and adorned with enough ribbons to be nearly cumbersome. I can only assume part of her reason for going about today was to show it off. I suddenly recall that Auburn had once mentioned acquiring me a doll's dress. I do not regard myself as a vain creature, but I admit the thought of secretly owning a dress even more beautiful than the queen’s did entice me quite severely.



I resolve to make way for her house and pay her a visit. I say a quick goodbye to Lyssa and leap from the branch, igniting my wings as I fell and taking flight. The buzz of my wings is noisy as I weave between the branches. At first I head west a ways, so that any who saw me might assume I was travelling to the nearby lake, and then I divert my path south towards the nearest human dwellings.



The cool morning air upon me is a gentle reminder that summer was truly done. I had met Auburn early in the season but it already felt like an eternity ago.



Auburn’s house is a good distance from the faerie city, but my wings carried me with haste, and the dwelling came into view before too long. I already felt the strain of exhaustion upon me from maintaining the magic of flight, but the exercise of the frequent trip had enhanced my endurance. I circle the house once, casting my gaze down at her garden and pool to see if she was out and about in either, and then I pull up and direct my flight into her upstairs window.



The window that I had intended on using for my escape when I first visited here was now a permanent place of access of my visits. Auburn left it open all throughout the day, in case I should want to visit her or take shelter in her home. I settle down gently on the sill and dismiss my wings with a tired huff. Auburn has left a little bowl of snacks there for me by the window. There were nuts, raisins, and chocolate candies. I help myself to a little of everything and settle down with my legs hanging from the ledge, allowing myself the chance to relax.



Auburn was probably in her room or her office. She might be out of the house, but if she was I expected she would return soon. She never really tended to leave for long, and when she did go, it was often just to grab some groceries or painting supplies.



Her profession, I had found, pertained to the creation of art. Auburn would paint beautiful scenery and fantasy landscapes on canvas, and then sell them. People came to her home to see it, but they also looked at pictures of it on her computer. Technology was something I was coming to understand better these days, but I admit the extent of it remained baffling.



I sometimes had to be careful coming around here, in case Auburn had visitors. They were fairly rare, however, and today the house was quiet. Eventually I set aside my partly eaten treats and take flight again, coming to hover before her office door. I amplify my voice with magic so she could more easily hear me.


“Auburn?”


“Hey Cerysa! Just a moment.”



There’s audible movement inside as she comes to the door, and I flutter back away as it swings open. Auburn smiles at me warmly and I grin widely at her in turn. She extends her hand for me, and I gently settle down on it, allowing my wings to fade again.



She wears an apron that is absolutely plastered with paint of every color. She’s gotten a fair bit on her grey yoga-pants too, but I expected that the freedom of messiness was part of her creative process.



“I was hoping you’d come by.” Auburn’s voice is soft and loving, and she adjusts her hand to hold me gently as she returns to her office, carrying me like a precious object near her chest.



“I saw you walking last evening, but I was with a friend so I couldn’t come say hi,” I tell her.


“Ah! I was wondering if you were somewhere about,” Auburn says. Although I was honest with her with nearly all things, I couldn’t tell her the exact location of my home and the faerie city. I was fully willing to entrust her with myself, but I would not make that choice on behalf my people.



Auburn returns to her canvas. Though unfinished, the view portrayed is beautiful. It is the perspective from a large bridge of the setting sun during the solar eclipse - a phenomena that was surely rarely captured in this way. The event had been only a few weeks ago, but we had an excellent view of it here. To faeries, the event was symbolically sacred.



“That looks incredible,” I say, smiling up at her affectionately.


“Thank you. I think it’s coming along pretty well.” Auburn takes up her palette again, and I hop onto it from her hand, standing in an empty spot amidst the paints.



I observe for a time as Auburn works. It was a joy to watch her create. Truly, I enjoy watching her do anything. Auburn generally moves in this lazy and contented way, but also seems to add great attention to any action. It is as though her every movement, even away from the campus, is part of her art. The progress she makes on her picture is slow and steady, as she gently adds detail to the rocky cliffs aside the bridge and the shadows they cast. I eventually sit and relax there on her palette, her brush occasionally touching beside me as she takes up a dab of paint.



“I had been wondering about dresses - like dresses for human dolls.” I ask after some time had passed. Her attention drifts to me as she purses her lips contemplatively.



“Mm, oh yes!” she says after a moment. “I did look at some. I figure we could get them to fit you.”



“I am good at tailoring. I can size them for myself, I think.” My tone exemplifies my excitement.



“What sorts do you like? I can pick you out a bunch.”



“I’m not really sure! Perhaps something good for fall? I like white too.”



“Like your petal dress, mmh.” She softly muses the idea for a moment.



Auburn takes up the canvas of her unfinished painting and gently sets it aside, and soon replaces it with a blank canvas. She takes a moment to add a few more little blobs of paint to her palette, watching me attentively all the while.



“Will you model for me?” she asks as she takes up a clean brush in her hand and gently passes the bristles against my chin. “Let’s come up with some ideas.”



I let out an excited squeak and am on my feet in the blink of an eye. Auburn appears bemused as I try out a few poses.



“Just like that,” she says when I hold myself in a particularly elegant and showy way. “But,” she adds, her tone teasing, “you should be naked. You’re modeling for clothes, after all.”



It was not as though I needed an excuse. I take a short moment to undo the ties of my dress and Auburn takes it from me, setting it carefully out of the way. Now fully bare, I pose again as I was before. Although I was not particularly self-conscious of my nudity, the exaggerated suave sexuality of my positioning makes me flush. My chest is pushed out and my hand is secured on my hip, my gaze directed away in a model’s disinterested fashion.



She has me hold this pose for some time as she composes a painting of my naked body. Then she has me pose in a different way, and paints me like that as well. She does this until she has a small collection of paintings of me from various angles in various poses.



Turning to watch the canvas now, I observe as she paints a dress onto each naked depiction of me. The first one she paints on is similar to what I had worn before. It is a leaf dress of vivid green color that fits my form rather snugly. Following this, she paints a white and gold dress onto the second pose. She seems to design it from memory, paying careful attention to the intricate gold design and patterns of the fabric. I adore it quite immediately and I am able to picture wearing it in a vivid way; the image she constructed presented me quite flatteringly. The next dress she paints is entirely black, but she uses bits of white to indicate its glossiness. It looks curious to me as faeries did not ordinarily wear black, and yet I am compelled by its unique design. Auburn creates a few other dresses in this manner, painting at a leisurely pace as we chat and share our thoughts on each.



“I should like something that is form-fitting and tight,” I tell her, running my hands from my torso to my hips.



“Something that looks like it’s painted on?” she jokes playfully. Auburn gently swipes her brush across my stomach, leaving a smear of paint across my skin.



I laugh at her cheerily and rub at the paint. “But warm enough for the fall.” I say, stepping forward on her palette until my feet are placed in one of her paint splotches. I wiggle my toes in the blue paste.


“I’ll get you a bunch. I’ll have to look online for some cute things.” Auburn swipes the brush around my toes, gathering up the paint with the bristles, before sliding the brush up along my leg and up to my rear. I giggle ticklishly at the cool sensation, and twist where I stand to look down at the back of myself. Auburn quickly brings her brush up and touches it against my breast, covering the little mound with color before I can react.



I scoff playfully. “I should paint on you. You’d be quite a canvas.” I reach up and gently massage the paint against my breast, smearing the mixed colors over my bare skin. Auburn touches her brush into the pool of pink and then dabs it against my other breast, watching me smear the colors about. Pretty soon my entire chest is a myriad of vivid colors.



“You should help me with the tiny details.” She punctuates her retort by tapping her brush on the tip of my nose, and I sputter from the paint on my face.



“Isn’t that cheating,” I say, attempting to rub the paint off my face and making it much worse. She scoffs at me in amused response.


“You can’t cheat at art,” she claims.



Auburn takes hold of me and lifts me from the palette. Her hands are very messy with paint and her torso is practically smothered in the multicolored acrylic. She gently tucks me between her breasts, turning me so that I could cling to the apron and rest comfortably in her cleavage. I gently kick my legs against her, contented. The warmth of being tucked in her massive bosom seeped through me, and I casually relished in the presence of her massive pillows jutting out on either side; This had become my favorite way to travel.



“Time for us to wash up, hmm?” she inquires, glancing down at my place between her breasts as she walked, and they softly bounced.



“Thanks to you.” My tone is playfully snide.



Auburn giggles heartily at the sight of my poor paint-plastered face, and enters her bathroom.



“I’m going to rinse this paint off and then I’ll run us a bath.” She says cheerily, setting me down on her sink counter. Since I was already undressed, I take the opportunity to watch her strip nude. She takes off her paint-ridden shirt and pulls down her form-fitting yoga pants. Auburn stares down at me attentively as she undoes her bra-strap and exposes her sizable breasts. She bends towards me and allows them to hang near enough to touch as she pulls down her panties. I reach out and slide my hand along the hanging presence of her tit, feeling the warm surface of her smooth skin. My hand cups her nipple and gently squeezes it before she lifts her upper body again.



Her dark and curvy body never fails to take my breath away, and I feel myself sway on my feet as I get that first glance of her fully exposed form. It had been too long. Thoughts of lust already creep into my mind, and I can only offer her a small ready smile as she lifts me again, stepping into the tub. I turn myself in her hand to look upon her face, her soft brown eyes drilling deeply into my soul. The purity of her softness tore through me, and I melted in her hands.


After tuning on the faucet, Auburn steps beneath its cascading pressure. The pounding force of warm water beats my back in a massaging manner. I stare ahead to observe the clear flow across Auburn’s chest and breasts. The marks of paint about her neck slowly wash away, and the paint from my body mingles in the draining water with the paint from her hands.



Auburn takes up a bar of soap in hand and gently applies it to her neck and breasts, lathering herself with the soapy water and washing away the stubborn bits of paint that remained. She passes me into her soapy hand and slowly squeezes and massages me there, smothering my entire body with the suds of her soapy grip.


“That’s slippery.” I squeak, feeling myself sliding in her hands as though she’d lose grip of me at any moment. Auburn looks up and puts her face to the water. She casually rubs at her pits and torso below the tits with her bar of soap, and then brings me forward in the same manner, with her other hand. 



Auburn smothers me against her armpit and then wipes my slippery soapy body across her tits. She uses me like a bar of soap, scrubbing her body and making small satisfied humming noises. I pass over her smooth skin without resistance, keeping my eyes and mouth closed as she haphazardly smothers me against herself. She mingles me in hand with the bar of soap again, and then sets back upon her body. She slides my body slowly between her cheeks, using my body to soap up her crack and rubbing my face gently against her pucker. I slip back and forth against her and she gasps pleasurably, clearly getting a lot of pleasure out of this demeaning action.



There’s barely enough time for me to take a little gasp of air before she runs me under the water for some moments. Auburn bends down pulls the drain plug, as well as directing the water back to the lower faucet from the shower. The bath slowly begins to fill. Auburn adds several soapy mixtures to the bathtub, and soon enough a layer of bubbles begins to form and slowly grow over the surface of the bath at her feet. Auburn slowly sits down with me in hand, relaxing her body against the warm enamel of the bathtub, and heaving a heavy and relaxed sigh.



I step out of Auburn’s hand to stand on her thigh as the water and the bubbly surface slowly rises. I wobble slightly to catch my balance as she adjusts herself, struggling to keep my footing on the slippery surface of her skin. Auburn slowly stretches out and reclines comfortably in the tub, and the warm water of the bath laps over her stomach and thighs. I make way for dry ground, walking the length of her body and climbing up onto one of her large breasts, as they rose above the water's surface and provided me a little place to sit.



My legs slide to either side of Auburn’s breast as I straddle her nipple and use it to help secure myself on her tit and not slip off. I can feel the perky point of her nipple against my slit and I wiggle back and forth playfully, rubbing myself against it. The warm soapy water of the bath covers most of her body, so that only her head, breasts, and the tips of her toes point out from the bubbly abyss. She raises a foot slowly to turn the water off, and heaves a heavy and relaxed sigh as she rests there in the relaxingly hot water.



Eventually I slide down from her and into the water. When I stand on her stomach, it comes up nearly to my breasts. I fall forward and swim slowly down towards her legs, putting my face beneath the water’s surface and observing her naked body underwater. Suddenly I feel her hand around me as I am pulled from the water and held aloft again. She offers me only a short moment to breathe and then submerges me again, moving me in hand towards her crotch. Under the water I let out a small aquatic squeal before she begins to rub me against her submerged pussy, scrubbing me against it rhythmically. I feel my face sliding against her lower lips and eventually my head is forced inside momentarily, the sloshing of water drowning out all other noises as she pleasures herself with my body.



When I begin to struggle for air, all I can do is wiggle vivaciously in Auburn’s grasp. She raises me from the water and giggles at me as I catch my breath. I shake out my hair and turn myself in her hand to face her.



“You know, there’s a spell to prevent suffocation,” I say snidely, and Auburn immediately laughs heartily.



“I’ll bet we could get quite a lot of use out of that.” She brings me towards her and presses her lips to my face, kissing my head softly. “Do you know it?”



“Yes - but it’s a whole thing. Couldn’t do it in the bath.”



“Can’t use a breathing spell in water?” Auburn’s tone is playfully taunting.



“Well. You just have to be prepared,” I say.



Auburn gently sets me down, and I tread water between her legs. I turn around and look at her toes, and then begin to swim over that way.



“Are you ticklish?” Auburn immediately lifts her foot away from me in response to my inquiry.


“Oh no you don’t. Not with those tiny hands.” She laughs at my heartily, and places her foot behind me.


I turn around in the water to face her, raising a brow. She slowly presses her foot towards me, coming against me in the water and then pressing me gently against the enamel of the front of the bath. She lifts her foot slowly to that I am held firmly against the tub and out of the water, my head between her toes. I can feel the weight of her foot pushing against my body snugly, my naked body against her.



Her eyes are upon me attentively as I gently struggle against the force of her foot, and a wry smile creeps across her face.



“I like the way you squirm.” Her words drip with pleasurable intonation, as though the very sight of me filled her with arousal.



“Maybe you ought to pick on someone your own size.” My comment comes with a huff as she gently presses against my body, making it difficult to take a full breath of air.



Auburn relaxes against the bath and casts a lazy glance at my still struggling face between her toes. She gently lets one of her hands into the water, parting her petals with her pointer and middle fingers and gently nuzzling her clit with her thumb. “That’s not nearly as fun,” she says.



Gently wiggling her foot back and forth against me, Auburn keeps me firmly pressed against the enamel of the bath. My toes just barely touch the water. Auburn’s fingers slide in and out of herself beneath the surface as she pleasures her pussy to the sight of me. She could likely feel the little firm presence of my breasts against her foot. She runs her fingers along the length of her slit and encircles her clitoris slowly. I watch as she reclines back and directs her gaze upwards, giving my head a tiny squeeze between her painted toes as she lets out a soft moan.



Auburn’s other hand attends to her breast in the way she was fond of. She gently strokes and massages it before setting upon her nipple with gentle circular motions of her finger. I can hear her breathing quicken, and her foot inadvertently presses against me more firmly.



I let out a small grasp, and give up struggling for a moment. My attention is focused on her as she masturbates, and I am enthralled by the slow and steady movement of her hands. The view I get of her pussy beneath the water is partially obscured and leaves me longing desperately for more.



Auburn presses against me and makes a disapproving grunting noise. “Keep squirming,” she commands. I oblige her and continue to wiggle and writhe beneath her foot, by face squeezed between her toes.



Her pace quickens gradually, and she reclines her head back in a relaxed manner, feigning ignorance of my presence. The water stirs as her arm moves back and forth repeatedly, the sloshing noises in sync with her gentle gasps.



When she orgasms, her convulsions cause her to unwittingly press against me with significant force, and I let out a little squeak of discomfort. She rocks up and down in the bath, causing the water to slosh violently and completely submerge me several times. I see her continue to stimulate her pussy rapidly all through the orgasm, and when it is finally done, she slumps and relaxes, allowing me to gently slide free of the foot and into the water. I take a moment to get my breath back.



“Have fun?” I ask, a tiny bit of irritation in my voice. “You gave me quite a squeeze.”


“Sorry.” Her tone is exhausted as she recovers from her orgasm. I can’t help but grin at the sight of her in such a disheveled state, when she was ordinarily so collected.



We relax together in the bath for some minutes until she pulls the drain and stands. As the water drains, I stand beneath her at her feet and stare upwards at her massive naked form. She takes a towel and dries herself off, and then picks me up from the tub and dries me in her hands with the towel as well.



Giggling quietly to herself, Auburn takes me back to her room.
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“So tell me how it works.” Auburn’s voice is soft and curious as she holds me in her hand, resting on the edge of her bed. She had taken the time to finish drying off once we were back in his room, but we both remained nude and slightly damp.



“Well, I am not much of a magus,” I say with a little grimace. “But it’s not a difficult spell. Just requires some ink or - or paint, and a smooth surface.”



“You’ve got to draw some magic runes and such for this?” She seems interested, and I have a momentary concern about the extent of her curiosity. For Auburn, learning that faeries existed must have been fantastical. I trusted her with that, but if she truly understood the extent of our power, she may be tempted to make use of it. There was a reason humans could never know about faeries, after all.



After a moment's pause, I nod at her. “Perhaps you can grab a brush? I can make the marks… on your stomach.”


“I’ve just got out of the bath,” she says with a laugh. “I’ll find you a marker instead.”



Auburn reaches over to her computer desk and selects a silver-colored sharpie. She pops the cap off with her thumb and then hands me the marker as I stand in her opposite palm.



The marker was nearly my height and rather heavy, but I find myself able to work it well enough. I did not expect one of her brushes would have been any easier.



“For the breathing spell, I use three runic markings and a circle.” I tell her. I awkwardly draw a circle on the palm of her hand, and stand within it.



“This mark means
 air
 , this mark means
 body
 , and this mark… well - it doesn’t translate well, but you could call it
 time
 .” Auburn appears fascinated as I slowly and very precisely mark each of the runes. Not only would a mistake force me to start over on Auburn’s other hand, but a small error in the runes could drastically change the spell. “When they are used together they… sort of prevent the body from needing air for a while.” I was being intentionally vague.



“So not just drowning, then. It protects from suffocation?” Something about the way Auburn asks this makes me gigglesnort in an amused fashion.



“That’s right. For a few hours.”



Her eyes are fixated upon me as I call upon the magic. The gentle ignition of arcane power runs along the circumference of the runic circle I had written, and Auburn’s hand twitches slightly beneath my feet.


“It’s ticklish.” She says.



“Sorry.” I hadn’t really considered that the magic might be uncomfortable. Runic markings were rarely made on living entities, but when I was done there’d be nothing left of the magic.



I feel the power seep into me from each of the runes. The ancient spell weaved its way into my lungs and my veins, oxygenating me and ascertaining I did not want for air.



“Is it working?” Auburn’s voice seems to reverberate as my body shudders from the arcane effect.



“Should be,” I say. I was pretty certain, but there was no reason to forgo caution. I close my mouth and pinch my nose.



Auburn watches me for several long moments, as if expecting something to happen. Perhaps she thought this was just a visual trick and I was going to be forced to take a gasp of air at any moment, but I expected she understood that what I was doing was real.



Eventually she seems convinced. “Looks like it works!” Her tone is cheery as she raises her hand to examine me more closely, and I remove my hand from my nose without any need to gasp or recover. It was a strange sensation. I didn’t feel any different; I could breathe normally. I just didn’t have any urge to.



Auburn is quiet for a lengthy moment, but her gaze upon me seems contemplative and curious. I can easily imagine what questions might be passing through her mind as she contemplates the potential of magic. In the same way, I had some often contemplated the grand capabilities of technology. The parallelism is not lost on me.



“I suppose magic helps us in this world the way your machines help you.” My voice makes it clear that the assumption was an invitation for debate. “You have… very large structures and powerful tools. Faerie’s just don’t have the means.”



“So why have we never come to cooperate? Is it not evident that both species would benefit from it?”



I frown slightly and ponder how I might address this idea. In my own society I had been extensively educated about the reasons we could never interact with humans, but how could I convey that to Auburn? She was not the monstrous giant that had been described to us. The threat did not describe her. “Many fear human’s would detain us and use us for our magic. It has happened before.” It was true that in some instances ancient kings and ‘wizards’ had managed to attain faeries and employ their power.



“But what if it was to mutual benefit? What if the human’s helped faerie’s in turn?”



I lift my shoulders in a small shrug, looking up to meet her large brown eyes. “Most faeries want for little. We don’t necessarily need these great and splendid things humans have. It’s just… all very big and impressive.”



Auburn smiles softly down at me. “I suppose that makes sense. Your kind have lived peacefully for - well, forever. Surely.” She raises a brow slightly. “But this was not true for you?”



Again, I shrug. “I am curiously natured. I was enthralled with the precision of human lives, and infatuated with the beauty of their creations.”



“Does it seem wasteful to you?” Auburn inquires. The question surprises me because I had tried not to indicate to Auburn how many of my people saw humans.



“It does to many.” I hoped the truth would not make her self-conscious. “Faerie’s live rather simply, despite our magic. And human expansion threatens us in a lot of ways.”



Auburn’s head tilts just slightly in a subtle nod. “We take much from this world. I suppose the places where your kind can make a suitable home are… disappearing.”



“There is much forest here,” I say quickly, unwilling to allow our exchange to be tainted by any guilt. “There is room for everyone. Even the very large!”



Auburn giggles affectionately and the smile creeps back across my features. “You wanted something more, though, didn’t you?” Auburn’s voice is soft as she inquires. I look down slowly from her eyes until my gaze settles upon her plump lips, and nod gently.



“I guess it was a slippery slope. I observed humans, and then became jealous of them. Became filled with desire.”



“Lucky for me,” Auburn retorts suavely. “Well I’m glad you were so overcome. I am glad to have someone to share this with.” She says, gesturing vaguely about with her free hand.



“I expect I was not the first to fall victim to your world’s charm.” I say softly, a small grin still on my features. I gently run my hand along the length of Auburn’s finger, and she draws me up closer to her face.



“I am surprised the secret is still kept so well.” Auburn’s breath rolls across my face and torso as she speaks, the warmth of it pleasant on my bare flesh.



I watch her in an affectionate manner for some long moments, taking in the details of her face from where she held me. She had a small beauty mark just aside her lip on right. It was little more than a freckle, but my close proximity allowed me to ascertain some detail about her features. I had explored Auburn’s body and memorized many of her features, and in turn she had held a magnifying glass to me to better view the subtle nuances of my face.



“So your… spell is still working?” Auburn cocks a brow as she inquires about it again, and I realize that I hadn’t had any need to take a breath in our conversation.



“Yep. Working fine. It should last just about all day.”



“Shall we test it?” I can know for certain what Auburn has on her mind as she asks, but I can certainly imagine a few things.



“Well I didn’t cast it just for show,” I say teasingly, and Auburn purses her lips in an amused fashion.



Auburn brings me to her lips and presses them against me with a degree of tenderness, allowing my face to rest against the soft plumpness for a gentle moment. I inhale deeply as the warmth of the breath from her nose rolls over my back, and nuzzle into her lips gently in a comfortable manner.



I feel her lips slowly parting to accept me, the wetness from within touching my face as we shared our kiss. There is little I can do to reciprocate with my mouth, but I lean into her and relax into the connection to indicate my intimate comfort. Auburn’s hand encloses around me in a snug but gentle grip, and I allow myself to relax in her grasp. The warmth of her hand seeps through my body gently.



Auburn’s tongue laps against my head as I slide further into her mouth. The warm wetness of her lick slicks my hair back against my head and covers my face in her saliva. I sputter and giggle, but Auburn was already sliding me deeper into her mouth, headfirst. Soon my shoulders are against her lips and my entire head is inside.



I can hear her making a noise of enjoyment as she tastes me, holding me in hand like a some manner of sweet treat and licking at my head. She keeps me like this for some time, but I am not uncomfortable.



Auburn slowly slides me deeper into her mouth, until my breasts pass her lips and my upper body has slid in. Her tongue laps at my tits and torso, slobbering all over me in a clumsy but massaging manner. I extend my hands to brace myself on her teeth, but I suddenly become concerned she might bite me reflexively. I imagined she could do quite a bit of damage without intending it.



I lean forward as I am slid deeper into her mouth and wrap my arms around her wiggling tongue instead, wrestling it as I attempt to maintain my grip. She licks around my stomach and waist as I ride her tongue, laying flat on top of it and trying my best to keep a hold. Auburn retained her grip on my legs and I was not concerned about sliding in further by accident, but the slippery sensation and downward angle was disorienting.



Finally she slides me in so that only my feet remain outside of her mouth. My head has come to rest near the back of her throat and her tongue laps and lips along my entire naked body.



Once, I had had a nightmare of being eaten by a human. It had been a horrific experience. But now as I was engulfed in her mouth and gently battered by her tongue, I contemplated the thought in a different way.



With magic I could survive it, so there’d be no fear of an agonizing death in the depths of her stomach. I still could not comprehend what the experience would be like, or if it would be pleasurable for me or Auburn.



She begins to draw me from her mouth after a time, seeming to have gotten enough of a taste of me. Her lips press firmly against me as I am drawn out, sucking off her spittle and pulling my hair into a spike when my head pops free.



She looks down at me and laughs heartily at my wet and disheveled appearance, and I grin up at her as I fix my hair and wipe some saliva from my eyes.



“Did you enjoy that?” Auburn asks.


“It was… something,” I say, though my tone makes it evident that the experience had not been unpleasant.



Auburn slowly reclines back onto her bed, bringing me back from her mouth. “We’ve still a lot of things to try.” Her tone is speculative, and her chin comes to rest on her other hand in a contemplative gesture.



“Humans know of faeries, even if they don’t know we’re real. I’ll bet people have thought of it.” Auburn had told me about some of her culture’s popular fantasy.



“Thought of fucking them?” she inquires.



I snort heavily. “I don’t know. Do you think?”



Auburn doesn’t need to think about it long. “Definitely. There’s probably porn of it. Or like, stories describing sex acts between tiny people and big people.”



“People write about that?” I ask skeptically. I could understand pornography, but really,
 reading?



“People have strong imaginations.” Auburn lays back on her bed and rests her hand against her chest, keeping me in her grasp between her fingers and breast. “People think about fucking everything imaginable.”



“Someone must have saw faeries way back before cameras and machines. Sort of gave humans the idea of them without proof.” I am uncertain of it as I say it, but it seems logical.



“That must be true. But what of the other fantasy creatures?” I can’t help but scoff at Auburn’s description; she thinks humans are the norm. But then I contemplate her question a little further.



“Humans know of many?” I ask.



“Sure. Faeries, elves, mermaids, goblins. There’s all sorts.”



I didn’t know about these species, but the fact that humans regarded them as the same category of thing as faeries filled me with curiosity. What if, in another secret place in this world, these other entities also existed? What if they remained a secret to us the way we were to humans?



“Do you think they’re real?” I rest my chin on my arms as I lay against her breast with her fingers resting on my back.



“Truly, I’ve no idea. I didn’t think faeries were real.”



“But you were suspicious,” I say. Auburn had seemed to be when she first encountered me.



“Yes. Sometimes in the woods near here I… felt like I caught a glance. I never really saw one I just always sort of felt like something might be around. A growing suspicion.” She furrows her brows slightly in a contemplative manner, the memory seeming peculiar to her.



“I suppose we need to be more careful.”



“I guess so. Most people don’t wander out as far as I do.”



Auburn closes her eyes and lays quietly for a long moment, and I can think of nothing more to say on the subject. Of course some part of me was curious about the eventuality of humans discovering faeries, and I knew Auburn was too.



“I need to get some groceries for dinner tonight.” Auburn lifts her head slightly as she speaks, looking to me at her breast. “Want to come with?”



I am surprised by the question and snort lightly. “Obviously I can’t,” I say, assuming that she was just being playful.



Auburn lifts me up again and stares at me for a moment. “Is your magic still working?” she inquires.



“Yes it’s - it’ll last a few hours more at least.” I say, raising a brow at her.


“Then you can come with.” Auburn begins to move me away from her face and towards her lower body as she says this. I let out a surprised little gasp, looking over my shoulder at her crotch as I approach it.



“Are you serious?” I ask, laughing shrilly. “Auburn, someone is going to know.”



“They won’t know!” she insists.



“You think you can walk around with a person up in your pussy and not be obvious about it?”



“We’ll be subtle about it. Just don’t wiggle when I’m talking to someone.” Auburn lowers me between her legs and brings her other hand between her legs to help guide me in. “Besides, you’re not going in my pussy.”



My eyes widen as I look between her and her ass, but Auburn quickly directs her gaze away from me and stares towards her ceiling instead. Her fingers help to spread herself as her other hand turns and angles me in, directing me headfirst towards her pucker.



Auburn exhales heavily, a soft hum emitted from her throat as my head nudges against her asshole. I was still slick and slimy with her spittle, and I feel myself begin to slide slowly in, guided by her hand. I instinctively take a breath before my face passes into her, although I’d have no need of it.



She moans and gasps as I enter her, my body slowly sliding an inch into her anus. My vision becomes dark as my head slides into her rectum, and the sound of her gasping moans becomes muffled by the flesh around me. I was not disgusted, but the suddenness of this full body encompassment was a little shocking. It took me a moment to really come to terms with the fact that I was
 inside
 of a woman’s ass.



I had lusted over the thought of it before, however. Since Auburn had slid me into her pussy on the pool floatie I had been curious of it. There were many things I had contemplated Auburn and I doing together.



Auburn continues to push, and I continue to slide deeper into her ass. Soon enough only my feet stick out from her, and she takes two fingers and pushes them in, guiding my body all the way inside. Her fingers follow me an inch or two, getting me good and deep inside of her ass, and then draw themselves out from her. I am engulfed in warm darkness, and I hear her breathe out a heavy pleasurable moan. The sound of her voice emanates through her entire body, and I shudder within her.



“Mmm…” Auburn’s voice emanates from all around me when she speaks. “Are you alright in there?”



I clear my throat, a little scared to open my mouth for the moment. Auburn was extremely clean, but this was a
 butt
 afterall. “Yeah uh - it’s… very snug in here.”



I suddenly feel the walls of her ass press down against me as she clenches, and wiggle helplessly as I am squeezed.


“Good and snug. Comfy?” she asks.



I wiggle around a little to adjust myself so that I would be, and I hear her let out a sharp gasp and then a noisy moan. “Oh, I’m comfy.” Having said that, I begin to wiggle much more aggressively within her, and I feel gravity shift around me as Auburn thrusts her waist into the air and generally spasms.


“GUH,” she blurts out loudly. “That’s - wow.” I can only imagine the sensation she must be feeling.



Now gravity shifts around me again, and I realize Auburn is standing up. I cease my wiggling for a moment, wondering if I might slide out of her once she was upright, but I find myself rather firmly squeezed in place.



She takes a small step away from her bed, and I feel her ass tense and squeeze me from either side as she walks.



“Mmm… that feels good.” Auburn’s voice reverberates around me, and her tone carries heavy pleasure. “Keep wiggling for me,” she softly commands.



I oblige her, continuing to gently turn and wiggle within her ass.



“You’re going to be up there while I shop.” Auburn says, obviously finding the concept extremely arousing. “Just keep wiggling for me, little lady. Pleasure my ass while I go about my day.”



Determined to please her, I continue to move and stimulate the inside of her rectum as she gets gets dressed. I imagine her pulling her panties up with me inside, snugly locking me within. Though I do not see it, I feel Auburn bending over and lifting each leg as she slips into her tight jeans.



I was going to have to be quiet in here when Auburn was going about her business. I’d just relax and gently squirm to pleasure Auburn’s ass until she took me out. Auburn makes her way down the stairs after getting dressed and gets on her bike. With every turn of the pedals, I am firmly squeezed by the walls of her ass. Auburn’s chores were going to take the better part of the afternoon. I can only hope my breathing spell lasted.
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