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    An untamed stretch of brilliant coastline is the perfect escape for elves, trolls, and all those seeking to avoid the turmoil of a world again at war. Shazzy is a bright-eyed goblin apt to charm and tease. Her friendly and flirtatious personality soon earns her two miniature suitors. 
 
      
 
    They are native fairies of the wilderness that would not ordinarily approach the larger races. Each is infatuated by Shazzy's playfulness and wit, finding it easy to trust her. After getting a taste, both fairies seek a way to get close again. 
 
      
 
    Shazzy figures she might have struck a nerve with those tiny magical women. If they’re so bold as to find her again, they’ll get what they’re after. She thinks it’ll be fun to be the big one for a change. In fact, she’s fantasized about having a fairy (or two) of her own for quite some time…  
 
      
 
    Tags: Erotica, size difference, lesbian, fairy, goblin, living insertion, boob crush, mouth play, vacation, group sex, living sex toy, wholesome, fantasy, size play. 
 
      
 
    Word Count: 5250 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    [image: ] 
 
      
 
     
 
    The heart aches for paradise. Those who flocked to the Mojo Straight and its luxurious, tropical beaches seemed to come alive with bright spirits and bright grins. Nowhere else in the world was found such a variety of people at peace. Elsewhere, the war had again shown its cruel face, and as such, the resort was filled with those that could afford to abscond from the hardship. At the center of it all, it seemed, was a goblin-owned club. It was there, where strange and wonderful modern music coaxed all arrivals to dance, that the blue fairy Rosil was drawn. 
 
    She was mercurial, and though made timid around the comparative giants of other races, she felt a flair for adventure simmering within. It waited on her bravery, and as she fluttered toward the entrance, she felt like something grand was set to begin. Mist, illuminated pink and purple by lights within, flowed out between grand palm leaves, and Rosil was hardly noticed at all as she glided inside. 
 
    The bassy music tickled her wings. The ancient copper-hued stone that lined the walls was set down in the past age. Perhaps it had once been a luxurious suite for highborn trolls, but now the old rock and vegetation lent its beauty to a bar and spa. An area for dining and one for dancing were the elevated sections, and from there, large steps descended into a clear pool of steaming water. There were many guests, and they all towered over Rosil. The elves and trolls, particularly, were like monuments, and she had a mental block toward greeting any. There were goblins, and a human too, gathered near a table across from the dance floor. She drifted toward them like a mote of dust, kicking off tiny sparks of magic from her toes. 
 
    They were playing a game that drew her eye. The cards depicted warriors and magi from great wars past, and it struck her as odd that they did not avoid such things now. The human and her opponent, a bright-eyed goblin with pale turquoise skin, alternated between merriment and true competitiveness, jesting, taunting, and occasionally conceding that the other had wit. 
 
    Rosil only spectated for some moments. The music was curious to her ears but deafening and a hindrance to her thoughts. Still, she felt at once compelled to approach and descended by relaxing the buzz of her wings, until her faint blue glow reflected against the glossy playing cards. 
 
    “How is that slow play going for you?” The goblin gal asked, putting down two cards which each revealed a fierce and foreign beast. She seemed to be in a grove as she took several actions during her turn. “Intoxicated Looter attacks!” she rolled a dice. “Destroying your hippogryph. I cast Get Goons with the rest of my power,” she declared. 
 
    “Oh… hi,” the human’s voice came softly. Rosil actually thought the human was speaking to the new challengers on the board. Her attention snapped up after a moment, and she stared toward the human’s eyes, far above her. 
 
    “Looks - Hi!” she fumbled for a moment with her words. “Some kinda game?” 
 
    Rosil heard the goblin behind her gasp sharply. The sound had an intensity to it that made the fairy flinch, but she landed on her heel and spun with a flap of her translucent wings. 
 
    The goblin’s stark violet eyes were affixed on Rosil with strength. It was a curious look, with unabashed interest and affection, like how one looks at a pleasant critter. Her shaggy yellow hair looked aglow in the strange lights, and she was heavily endowed and beautiful all over. She held silence as Rosil considered her, slowly bringing a finger near to her lip. 
 
    “Hi!” Rosil chirped again. She felt a rush behind her tongue that let her conjure a few words. The fairy was about ten inches tall, perhaps a fourth of the goblin’s height. 
 
    “Are you… a fairy?” At once, the goblin set her hand face-down on the table and leaned down to study Rosil. The fairy flew up an inch in an instinctive flight response but quickly settled right back into place, and did a little pose to make it look like it was on purpose. 
 
    “Yes! I’m Rosil, a sapphiric fairy,” she said, folding her wings against her back. 
 
    “A sapphic fairy?” The gobliness asked with another surprised gasp. 
 
    Rosil didn’t understand she’d been misunderstood. She wore a bright grin on her face as she let those surrounding the table take in her appearance. The display was a signal for attention, which fairies often craved. 
 
    “You’re radical!” the goblin exclaimed. “Come here, play with us,” she invited, beckoning with a fingertip. Rosil skipped over to the table's edge and looked over the cards again. She turned her head up to the pretty face of the goblin woman, who seemed most interested in her. At once she flew up and onto her shoulder, perching there skillfully. 
 
    “I’m Shazzy! That’s Alison,” Shazzy said. Her teeth looked sharp as she angled a grin toward Rosil, and then turned her eyes back at the game. 
 
    In truth, Rosil didn’t pay much attention to the rest of it, though she gave out little cheers at Shazzy’s tactical victories. It was apparently a good round, with lots of turns to make them holler, but she dwelt in the moment dreamily, thinking only of Shazzy and how odd a joy it was to rest on her minty-green flesh. How sweetly she had looked at her. That moment under her eyes would last forever in Rosil’s little heart. 
 
    She was prodded to give the occasional advice, and ‘help’ Shazzy with her decisions as she took on the others. Rosil’s serenity was blatant, and she soon deigned to recline against Shazzy’s collar and curl up there with trusting affection. Only once did Shazzy’s finger come up to stroke her body, but it was enough for Rosil to feel precious and secure. After the play had gone on a long time, she closed her eyes and did not stir until she felt Shazzy shifting beneath her. She had walked away from the others and neared the club’s exit. 
 
    There was a new music playing, and it did not seem so overly potent to Rosil’s ears. There was an emotion and harmony to it that she had never heard, but at once understood, and felt in her core like a fish hook. Her tired eyes looked up at Shazzy as she sat upright and for a moment, she dreaded that they would part. 
 
    “Did you have fun?” Shazzy asked her, speaking just louder than a whisper. “I thought I was gonna have to keep you,” she teased. 
 
    It was a tease that reached deep into Rosil’s spritely core. She couldn’t know it, but Shazzy truly might have made Rosil her own. She who many overlooked had already become akin to a goddess in those minute blue eyes. “Yes. You made me feel right at place,” she told her with a small smile. 
 
    “I like you there,” Shazzy said playfully. “My little fairy guide. A fae to whisper me secrets,” she continued. “You ought to be at home here. They told us fairies are all about these parts, drawn here long ago by the greatest beauty of the world.” 
 
    Rosil was charmed but felt timid again. The words that came to her mouth were all too emotive, too forceful with feeling like a magic spell. “I will tell you one secret,” she finally said. “You are most beautiful of everything I’ve seen.” 
 
    Even Shazzy’s quick tongue was given pause by such a proclamation, but with a tilt of her head, she showered Rosil in her golden locks and brushed her with her cheek. “Aren’t you a little pearl,” she said gently, her voice having a hint of wistfulness. Rosil grabbed hold of tufts of hair and dangled as Shazzy raised her head, and the goblin brought her hand up to gently grasp her. The embrace was warm and precise with its gentleness, but Rosil had a shiver as she was lifted up before Shazzy’s eyes. 
 
    “Just a tiny temptation,” Shazzy seemed to decide, her dismissiveness teasing. “You are bold to flirt so. Don’t you fear being squashed?” She said, but while Rosil showed her surprise, Shazzy slowly pressed her heavy breasts together with her arms. The fairy could not help but laugh as a pink glow appeared on her cheeks. 
 
    “I’ve little bravery. But for how you look at me, I would dare,” she said, stifling her giggles. 
 
    Shazzy paused and looked her over, and then suddenly opened her mouth wide and stuck out her dark-purple tongue, exhaling on Rosil until she gave out a cute squeal. Shazzy’s shark-like teeth snapped shut with a grin. “Dare you?~” she repeated playfully. “Well if you dare, come say hi again. I’ll be around. Maybe your bravery will be rewarded.” 
 
    Shazzy went out of the club and tenderly set Rosil down on a broad leaf. The fairy’s faint glow was pretty in the night, and Shazzy smiled as she got comfortable, looking like she would sleep there. She had a feeling she hadn’t seen the last of that shy little sparkle. 
 
      
 
    When the sun rose again, it rose with fury. The waters along the shore were packed and blankets and umbrellas adorned the expansive beach. A magus gave out iced treats as fast as she could conjure them, and surfing trolls dazzled the guests, their bodies formidable and athletic and unabashedly displayed. So bright was the sun that Eyva felt invisible overhead. She wouldn’t ordinarily approach such a mass of people, unable to predict what they might do, but there was something about the revelers here that made her trusting. 
 
    They had put up a great net between two posts. If it was meant to catch birds it was a poor work indeed, Eyva thought, and perched on one of the upright logs. Under her, there were three people on either side, and they seemed to square up against each other. 
 
    “That seems a little complicated, Shazzy,” an elf remarked. She had a ball in her hands and threw it up and down readily. 
 
    “Fine, just play how you like,” Shazzy said with a laugh. She had been trying to explain about passing the ball and setting up your teammates. The game was new to the green fairy, and also to some of the players, but Eyva was at once captivated. The ball was hit over and the troll beside Shazzy stopped its momentum, sending it up and back. Shazzy took off like a thunderbolt and got under it, and in return, bumped it back toward the troll, who then easily pummeled it into the opponent’s sand. 
 
    “Well it makes sense when you do it like that,” the elf conceded with a laugh, jogging after the ball. 
 
    “Woo!” Eyva cheered. She didn’t expect to be heard, but Shazzy’s ear twitched. She alone turned her eyes up the post and caught sight of Eyva’s little green wings. The fairy dangled her legs and sat there contently, and Shazzy smiled widely at her. 
 
    “Looks like we have a little cheerleader,” Shazzy said, pointing. It took the others a moment to detect Eyva. 
 
    “Another one. Oh my gosh, so small,” the human on Shazzy’s team remarked. 
 
    “Hey fairy!” the elf greeted. “Be careful up there! Watch out for the ball.” She wasted no time serving again. Shazzy and the human were again able to pull off the return, but this time, the elf immediately swatted the ball back into the sand as soon as it came over. Their game was tied. 
 
    Eyva was fascinated and lay her belly on the post, watching the players. Sometimes, the pretty goblin looked up to check if she was still there. Eventually, Eyva found herself watching her specifically. She always put such effort in for her team and emoted her vigor with hops and claps. The grin rarely left Shazzy’s features and while she was competitive, she also seemed to be driving the fun. 
 
    It was then that the ball socked Eyva’s post so forcefully that she was sent tumbling to the sand, seemingly so far below. She had no fear of the fall and let herself drop, perhaps because she thought it might be funny. It pleased her that Shazzy immediately rushed to her aid, and she sat upright so that the goblin would see she was alright. Nonetheless, Shazzy threw herself onto her knees and reached down to cup Eyva between her hands. “Oh no! Tiny-one, are you okay?” she asked, close enough for Eyva to feel her breath. Making her hands a stretcher, Shazzy quickly walked away from the court and set Eyva down on a mossy rock. 
 
    “I’m fine! You can keep playing!” Eyva said with a little giggle. 
 
    “We shouldn’t rough-house around you,” Shazzy said. She investigated Eyva closely, thinking of how she was much like the other fairy she had encountered, Rosil. There was a lot of interest and some intensity in those large, violet eyes. 
 
    “You’re good at the ball game,” Eyva told her. She didn’t know why, but she was blushing quite intensely. She gathered up her long green locks and swept them back behind her shoulders. She had little clothes, but markings and a small piece of frilled silk for her waist. 
 
    “I wanted to show off a little.” Shazzy stood upright and her color was vibrant in the direct sun. She wore a top that matched her eyes and had just managed to keep her weighty breasts from bouncing free. Her baggy shorts cast a shadow over Eyva on the rock, and the fairy looked up at her, feeling, gradually, enchanted. The fairy knew of none like this, in any land. Her senses denied that Shazzy was real. 
 
    “All for me?” Eyva asked. Shazzy had put on a show, but Eyva never would have thought such mind was given to her little eyes. 
 
    “I thought you might like to see some shorty-power,” Shazzy explained with a laugh. Eyva snickered. It amused her that Shazzy compared herself to one so tiny. She hopped down and peered the long way up to Shazzy’s eyes. 
 
    “You’re some shorty!” she teased playfully, though it was a compliment. 
 
    “But I guess to a fairy, everyone’s a giant. Fee fi fo FUM!” Shazzy said, gently lifting and stomping her feet nearer to Eyva. Laughing, the fairy drew her hands up in a mock plea for her life. 
 
    Shazzy dropped on her arms and knees and enclosed the space above the fairy, trapping her. “You’re lucky I’m a gentle giant,” she said, looming in close until her nose bumped Eyva in the chin. Eyva let out a gasp at her changed tone and the way Shazzy had sealed her off from everything else. Suddenly, Shazzy pursed her lips and moved them against Eyva, pushing her back and pressing her against the sand with a kiss on her belly. It was swift and there was no halting her strength, but very tender and gentle, and after a moment Shazzy pulled away with a noisy ‘Mwah’. “All better?” she asked, slowly lifting her torso and letting the sun come back down on Eyva. 
 
    “Uhh huh huhuh…” Eyva laughed dumbly. The kiss had smote her and she lay in a happy stupor. She had never known touch like that. 
 
    But with a giggle of her own and some haste, Shazzy scurried away from her. She rejoined her friends who were preparing to hit the spa. Eyva was delighted, but she would not let that be the end of it. She at once believed Shazzy was playing hard-to-get, and squeezed her tiny fist in determination to feel those lips again. 
 
     
 
    A pair of heartstrings had been plucked. Shazzy had been fun and loose all throughout her stay, but even as her friend group enjoyed the spa, lunch, dancing, and performances with dinner, she had in her mind the two little fairy women who had seemed drawn to her. There was something in their eyes when they looked at her that Shazzy didn’t see anywhere else, and admittedly, she was curious about being the big one for a change. 
 
    On the third day, Shazzy made an effort to allow herself to be found. She walked along the main beaches and checked in at the club. There was no sign of the fairies then, but she had some time left in her stay. Taking her pack, she hiked a long trail that lead up a river called the Er’leta, which meant something like ‘lazy friend’ in trollish. Once she had gone past a few gentle dips in the river she got out an inflatable rubber tube and began to blow it up. 
 
    From there the winding river went slow and far and through such scenic and wild lands that dreams did not compare. Shazzy relaxed on her floaty and breathed deeply as the cool air off the surface of the water dried her sweaty skin. She let go, releasing every tension and went with the river for some time. 
 
    Shazzy didn’t have any sense of being watched. In fact, she felt utterly alone, yet she imagined for some reason that there might be fairies darting in and out of the bushes, curious of the drifter in the heart of their jungle. Once, she thought she saw a tiny glimmer of blue between some smooth rocks. Shazzy smiled to herself and curled her fingers under her top, peeling it overhead. In the sun her heavy breasts looked macha green and they splayed out on her chest in a way that seemed to relieve her. 
 
    She stuffed her shirt into her pack and used it as a pillow, closing her eyes. Over the sound of churning water, she almost heard a tiny giggle but convinced herself it was just her mind. Only when she felt a small weight upon her toes did her eyes jolt open, and she knew the truth. 
 
    They both stood there, Rosil and Eyva, each perched on an upturned foot. They were openly looking at Shazzy with a comical appreciation. Shazzy laughed. “Hey!” she gave a little shout, knowing they expected her to shoo them. What mischievous little sprites. “Come here!” she demanded, making her voice big, though the threat was amorous. 
 
    Eyva was bolder. She skipped up Shazzy’s legs and onto her shorts. “We got you now!” she declared. 
 
    “Back for another kiss?” Shazzy asked and grabbed Eyva at once. She put the fairy on her chest, gently pressed by either breast. She knew just what the fairies had come for and no longer felt any reservation. Rosil still showed her shyness but put a hand on either of Shazzy’s feet beside her, staring at her with a heated grin. 
 
    “I didn’t get one,” Rosil said. Her complaint was playful, yet Shazzy knew Rosil had surely been thinking of it much, and could imagine the words the two fairies had exchanged prior to their ambush. 
 
    “Kiss me, then,” Shazzy said, but immediately put her foot down on Rosil and pressed her against the inflatable. Rosil let out a little muffled squeal, her breath tickling Shazzy’s sole, and the goblin made sure Eyva was snugly pinned between her breasts, too. 
 
    “Now I’ve got you!” Shazzy told them. “Two fairies all to myself. And most people never see one!” She let Rosil escape the pin of her foot and was pleased to see the blue fairy giggling and blushing. “Kiss it.” She repeated to her, and Rosil knelt and smooched Shazzy’s foot and then her toes as they were presented. 
 
    Eyva’s arm stuck out from where she was sandwiched and Shazzy let her breasts part. The fairy still had to squirm and crawl to escape, and Shazzy huffed giggles at her and stuck out her tongue. Eyva again showed that happy and stunned look. It made Shazzy happy that she could swallow up all of Eyva’s senses with a gesture. She figured her body was quite a playground for the fairies. Rosil, who had until then retained some semblance of dignity, was now licking and kissing between her toes, and gently resting her soft and curvacious body against her sole. Shazzy enjoyed the feeling of her. She wasn’t so tiny that she couldn’t be played with. 
 
    Eyva flew up and spun in the sun. She wasn’t verbal, but instead, danced for Shazzy, as a fairy can not contain it. “What music makes you move so?” Shazzy asked her, entertained. She flicked her hair back with a jerk of her head and then leaned up and near Eyva’s aerial stage. 
 
    “Your heartbeat,” Eyva told her, the answer for some reason caused Shazzy to be also at a loss for words. 
 
    What to do with the funny little things? Shazzy had come up with ideas long ago, and thought of how she might treat them. Her own desire was simmering hotter, and she felt the urge to go far and hold nothing back in a moment that felt so right. They need not confess what they wanted. 
 
    “Come here, my little blue, little green,” she said. She put her hands out and caught them both, and looked at each as she brought them near her face. Her eyes landed on Rosil. “Don’t be abashed,” she told her with a grin. Shazzy brought Rosil to her lips and kissed her face, letting it get lost between her plush lips. She felt Rosil swoon in her grasp and gave her a lick. 
 
    “You’re wonderful,” Rosil told her dreamily. “I wanna always be close,” she said. Her adoration was so unveiled that Shazzy thought she saw her as a goddess. The fairies seemed driven by a powerful lust but it had a heart of real affection. 
 
    “I’m going to put you in my pussy, okay?” Shazzy told Rosil, running her thumb over her tummy and breasts. “And you…” Her eyes fell on Eyva. “You show me what you can do.” 
 
    Each fairy seemed all too eager and Shazzy showed her teeth in a vigorous grin. Rosil glowed pink and wiggled in Shazzy’s grasp, looking over her comparatively gargantuan body and to her hips. “Go on, explore,” Shazzy said, holding off from stuffing her right into her privates. She tucked her snugly into her shorts and against the dark purple lace of her panties, and let her stew there. 
 
    Eyva was deposited on one of Shazzy’s breasts and found herself faced with the broad pale disk of her areola, as sizable as the fairy's torso and pleasantly puffy. It rose in a pleasant swell around her nipple, which was rounded and did not protrude far. Eyva didn’t consider the prospect of pleasing Shazzy impossible, though she knew her work was as much for the mind as the body. She perched on her teat and happily humped against it. “Feel this?” she asked, working her tiny hips back and forth. 
 
    Shazzy did like the sensation and growled a pleasurable note that made her chest shake. She used her hand to tease her other teat and took in Eyva’s appearance as the small fairy discarded what little clothes she had. Rosil could be felt happily indulging in the dim. No doubt it was a cozy placed, tucked and shaded in those shorts, with Shazzy’s warm intimacy to greet her. All blush and giggle, she couldn’t be made to do the work alone. Shazzy raised her legs and pulled her shorts down, making sure they didn’t float away. The tiny blue fairy was clinging to her panties and laying along her groin. 
 
    They were all surprised by a sudden dip in the river, splashing water over Shazzy and sending Eyva tumbling to her chest. Shazzy laughed and quickly tucked Eyva under her boob, letting the weight of it keep her in place while she sat up. “You ready, Blue?” Shazzy asked Rosil, pinching her between two fingers. With the thumb of her other hand, Shazzy pulled the waistband of her panties forward and revealed the plush and fat lips of her pussy. 
 
    Rosil’s readiness was obvious. Her small foot kicked back against the inner tube and she seemed to try to leap right in. Shazzy let out a heated giggle and dropped her into her panties, letting the fabric slap a tight hold on the fairy. She pushed her down and then used her fingers to slightly open the way. The wet nectar beneath her clit slather over Rosil’s face. At once, the fairy began to lick and kiss her and used her whole body to rub and cuddle Shazzy’s sex. 
 
    Shazzy genuinely delighted in the sensation. It was as strange and ticklish as it was pleasurable, but Rosil’s eager immersion was stirring her deeply. She had gotten to toy with and worship larger partners before and knew the bliss of being both secure and physically dominated. After a time she freed Eyva from under her breast and brought her in close to whisper teasing words. “You’re just too small for it, huh!” she told her with a playful laugh. “What to do with little you?” 
 
    Eyva had certainly put an effort in and she knew Shazzy was only calling her useless in jest. In truth, it amused the fairy what little she could do, and afforded her the chance to attempt it all with flourish anyway. She flopped down and lay between Shazzy’s breasts, supporting her chin with her hands. She gave Shazzy a look of warm adoration and saw the pleasure in her eyes that the other fairy caused. Rosil, as though dancing, rhythmically bounced and swayed her body and it was no subdued sensation. Shazzy let out a small gasp and Eyva’s brow shot up happily. She felt as though she could sense the pleasure working its way up through the body she lay upon. “Where would you like me?” she asked casually. 
 
    “I had better put you somewhere,” Shazzy agreed. She picked Eyva up and held her to her face. “I need a little snack,” she mused and opened wide to display her sharp teeth and long dark tongue. Eyva couldn’t take it stone-faced; her eyes went wide and she let out a gasp, and soon, was tinted warm by a blush. There was trust but not enough to silence the excitement as Shazzy brought Eyva headfirst into her maw. Her hot breath washed over the fairy's body and she slowly enclosed her lips down around her torso. Eyva let out a muffled squeal as she was sealed in Shazzy’s mouth, and at once assailed by licks and slurps that traversed the whole top half of her body. 
 
    Shazzy felt a little tingle in her toes. They were not at a rushed pace but the pleasure was mounting, and she knew that if she gave herself a bit more, these little fairies could actually make her cum. The craving for it spurned her on, and she peeled off her panties and laid her palm over Rosil. Rubbing the fairy against herself, she made sure she was good and slick before lifting her up and turning her headlong toward her pussy. The fairy was not so tiny to disappear inside of her altogether, though her body would be a wonderful toy. Shazzy slid her in, moaning at the surprising sense of that happy wiggling body filling and pressing against her from within. 
 
    Eyva was drawn out from her lips and allowed to take a proper breath. Shazzy curled her long tongue up between her thighs. With one lick she made the fairy squeal a moan as those bumpy taste buds grazed over her sex. “Tasty~,” Shazzy said. “But I think I need you down there.” Her words came a little tensely, and Eyva could see the rising pleasure in her eyes. 
 
    “Anything you wish!” Eyva told her with a heated giggle. “How about… in your butt,” she said and then slapped a hand over her mouth as though to silence herself. 
 
    Shazzy laughed. She thought the fairies were goofy but in truth, she appreciated how raw and earnest their desire was. In the back of her head, the thought of having Eyva squirming about high up her rear seemed divine. “Here we go then,” she said and rolled onto her side, the inflated tube lolling back and forth. 
 
    Shazzy brought Eyva down along her body and wasted no time in rubbing the green fairy's soft head of hair against her butt. She lifted a cheek with a hand and guided her right in, her face sliding against the soft and clean swell around her anus. “Take a deep breath or something,” Shazzy said vaguely and then stared forward over the water as she gradually worked Eyva inside of herself. 
 
    Rosil never halted in her squirms. As if the fairy could sense Shazzy was getting close, she was using all her energy to squirm and rub and tease her from within. Shazzy took hold of both fairies by the feet, pushing them in and working them around a little. 
 
    Shazzy huffed and rolled onto her back again, her rear dipping into the water. She felt the inevitable course of an orgasm set upon her and was drifting toward it with pleasure that redoubled in each instant. She bounced her hips and squeezed the fairies inside of herself, tensing around them. “You two…” she moaned out softly. There was little that could be done to prepare them. “Here comes!” Shazzy again rolled over wildly, flopping onto her belly and staring at the water as the first wave of orgasm bliss came crashing through her. She arched her back and raised her rear, where Eyva’s little feet stuck out and kicked wildly. Reaching down, she repeatedly pushed Rosil deep up into herself, until climax thundered within her, and she felt herself squirting all over the the fairy. Eyva was squeezed tight enough to gasp as Shazzy couldn’t help but clench her in there, her whole body bucking and twitching. She tried not to capsize. 
 
    A deep and all-encompassing sense of contentedness came over Shazzy as the climax ran its course and her pleasure simmered to a wonderful steadiness. The fairies relaxed and drank in her bliss, dwelling in her warmth until she gently fetched them, and deposited either onto her belly. Rosil splayed out nude and dried herself in the sun while Eyva was fixing her hair, and still staring at Shazzy with that look of undiluted adoration. 
 
    “Will you stay with me, for a time?” Shazzy asked them. She didn’t want to see her tiny friends fly away at once, in fact, she disliked the thought that they might go at all, and how unlikely their paths would be to cross again. 
 
    “Can we stay with you, all the time?” Rosil asked, turning her head back to smile at Shazzy. Eyva laughed at her heartily but then concurred. 
 
    “Can we always be by you? Always beside you?” she asked in a romanticized but sincere way. 
 
    “Be my fairies?” Shazzy asked them, her ear twitching with excitement. “And come along in my pockets, for all sorts of adventures?” 
 
    “Yes!” Rosil hopped onto her feet. She clenched her fists and pumped her arms. “Yes!” Eyva got up also and did a little hop and then a summersault. 
 
    “The goblin’s fairies!” she declared cheerfully. 
 
     Shazzy grinned, hugged them both gently to her chest, and kissed their heads. “Then you are mine.” 
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