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A picnic with her pixie plaything was sure to be a pleasant pastime. Lana is a giantess compared to the tiny eight-inch tall fae, Zahri, but that does not deter them from getting into all sorts of mischief. Few humans ever encounter fae. For these two, it appears a fated match, for just as much as Zahri adores her towering futa companion, Lana enjoys her little toy of a lady. They’ve made a pleasure of pushing the limits, as pixie magic enables them to enjoy an ecstasy otherwise unobtainable.
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The sun and breeze, along with a picnic basket loaded full of treats, put the cyclist in good spirits. She made way to her favorite spot, following an uneven trail under trees that provided an alleviating intermittent shade. Lana’s wavy brown hair fluttered lightly behind her as she followed the old familiar path, taking particular care over the bumpy bits.



“You’re going to love this spot,” she appeared to speak aloud to herself. But a moment later, the lid of the jostling picnic basket was pushed open, and a tiny sprite with a strawberry in hand peered out from its dim.



“I’ll bet! Always great to have your own secret places out in nature. Wouldn’t want someone to walk in on the two of us,” Zahri said, propping her elbows up on the rim of the basket as it’s lid flopped back onto her head. The pixie was less than a foot tall, which was quite a benefit when trying to be incognito.



“I’m sure that’d cause quite a ruckus!” Lana laughed, using a finger to prop the basket lid up for Zahri. She soon pulled down a narrow path, and progressed steadily through the overgrowth, nearing the lake. “Is there some protocol for when people spot fae?”



“Oh yes. It’s not a mere bit of spellwork, though. The very order of our world puts barriers between fae and householding peoples. The mind turns the memory into a dream, and then it’s forgotten,” Zahri said, splaying her fingers out with a little ‘poof’ noise escaping her lips.



“How terrifying! To think I might just forget you,” Lana slowed her bike down as she coasted down a small rocky slope, and they suddenly emerged from the park forestry out into an open patch of grass beside the water. The view of the lake was gorgeous, and they could see the entirety of the shoreline.



“You never will! It’s only for brief and chance encounters, that the mind does this.”



“And shall I ever meet other fae friends of yours?” Lana inquired, stopping her bike and setting its kickstand. She dismounted, breathing heavily as the wind licked against her pale and somewhat sweaty skin. She was sparsely clothed in light and comfortable attire, wearing a salmon pink lace top that was really merely a bra, and white panties with pink polkadots. While Zahri nibbled away at the comparatively massive strawberry, Lana set about laying flat a plaid blanket for them.



“Perhaps! I mean, it is not forbidden. They may not all trust you to be gentle as I do. Some pixies and fairies are truly averse to the idea of being held in hand.”



Laughing at her warmly, Lana soon returned to her bike, and unstrapped the basket, carrying it and its passenger over to the blanket. “I’m sure you’d tell them how gentle I am,” she said playfully. “Although, I can understand why they’d have their concerns. I can hardly imagine being so small as you, and not always worrying for myself!”



Zahri grinned at her warmly. “I feel safest when you’re around. Although I’m not so fragile as I appear!” There were dangers for a smaller fae in the lands of the householders as well as their own, but quickness and inherent caution protected them well enough.



Lana gently set the basket down, and let Zahri step onto her palm, gently ferrying the pixie to a spot on the blanket between her legs. She let her off there and then began to set out the foods they’d brought, including berries, honeyed nut clusters, strawberry lemonade, pepper jack cheese with crackers, and a cinnamon scone. Each item had a small portion set aside, carefully prepared in small servings so that Zahri might manage it.



Zahri settled down contentedly, resting on the blanket as she peered up toward Lana. The human towered above her, reclining back with an arm to support herself. On either side of Zahri, Lana’s legs enclosed her like walls, and the pixie could feel the warmth from the proximity of her thighs. At just eight inches tall, Zahri could barely peer over them, standing. She enjoyed the intimacy of their nearness, and let her eyes peacefully shut, basking in the sun from her place of security, sheltered in as she was before Lana’s lap. Her wings fluttered gently to fan herself.



“Here you are, little love,” Lana said, offering a tiny plate, like that which may support a teacup. On it she had set Zahri’s tiny proportions, arrayed with care. A mug, taken from a dollhouse, was filled with a splash of lemonade.



Zahri looked up at her affectionately, endeared by the human’s efforts for accommodation. It made her feel rightly spoiled, that someone so massive should dedicate their care to tasks of precision in her service. “Much appreciated, grand friend,” Zahri told her playfully. Lana looked radiant in her nearness, the sun making her pale and unblemished skin aglow. Zahri felt some desire to touch her, or lay on her body as she often had.



For a time they ate. Even in her loose covering of knotted pink silk, which formed a robe of many breezy windows about Zahri’s form, she found herself growing hot. Eventually she strode over and settled herself down against one of Lana’s thighs, laying against it and in its shadow. The warmth of her meant that the shade did little to cool the pixie. “We’ve picked a lovely day for it. I’d go for a swim, were there not bass and toads about,” Zahri said with a giggle.



“Need to cool off?” Lana inquired implicatively. She took up her glass of strawberry lemonade and set it gently between her thighs.



Zahri chuckled at her with amusement. “My, I think a soak would do me well,” she said, and fluttered her wings rapidly, floating up to rise over the rim of the glass, which was foggy with condensation. The ice had long melted, and in truth, the chill allured as quite a refreshment. Her feet settled against the rim, and with the slight fluttering of her wings, she balanced there, and untied some of the silken knots that were bound about her. Soon the dress fell away, and she eased herself down into the beverage with a shuddering sigh. “Hope you had enough of your drink!”



Lana could not help but smirk widely at the sight of her pixie companion, relaxing nude in her drink as though at a jacuzzi. She swirled the lemonade with a finger and admired Zahri’s form, which was elegant and lithe, with delicacy exasperated by her tiny stature. Zahri’s skin was pleasantly nut-brown, and her hair done in a tight and intricate bun. Her little ears, barely longer than the tip of Lana’s finger, shot up into small points behind her head.



“I could use a sip more. I imagine you only make it sweeter,” Lana said with a sly grin. She grabbed the cup again and raised it near to her lips, the beverage sloshing around Zahri’s hips.



“Oh!” Zahri gasped, holding onto the rim of the glass. “Think so?”


Lana brought the lemonade to her lips, and took a deep sip. Grinning sillily, Zahri beheld her human companion’s pleased expression, feeling the warmth of the exhale of her nose. With a little jostle of the cup, Lana sent Zahri tumbling forward, and the naked pixie landed squarely on her face. Zahri laughed at her playfully, clinging to Lana’s cheeks as she tried to hold herself aloft. “I think you’re craving a different taste!” the pixie exclaimed.



“Why, you’re sweeter too,” Lana observed teasingly, her lips moving gently against Zahri’s legs. She leaned back, putting a kiss against the pixie’s belly, and coming to rest back against the picnic blanket with Zahri above her. “You’re right of course. My favorite,” Lana confessed, and opened wide to drag her tongue along Zahri’s nude body from her groin and up along her belly and then between her breasts. Zahri squealed and twisted her body about as the tongue lolled over her, it’s bumpy surface teasing with every motion.



“Oh, aren’t I just another snack?” Zahri asked, giggling excitedly. She hoisted herself up, tugging on Lana’s nose until she pulled her chest up over her lips. She planted a little kiss upon the spongy tip of the human’s nose, and moved her chest in to receive another kiss there. Lana’s lips gently parted around Zahri’s breasts, and her tongue worked out from between them, rubbing itself generously across the pixie’s tiny tits until she squealed from the stimulation. She could feel every little taste bud dragging itself along her sensitive teats and nippes, which were so small that Lana could hardly give them precise attention. The human’s tongue massaged her chest with some pressure, making her groan from the sensation.



“A snack, a toy, a fun and precious thing,” Lana mused. She let her tongue slide down from her lips and hooked it up gently between Zahri’s thighs, dragging it up between them until it slid over the pixie’s slit. Zahri squealed with pleasure and clenched her hands tightly against Lana’s nose, hoisting herself up for support as the comparative giantess firmly dragged her tongue along her pussy. She moved it slowly, and the pleasure was ceaseless, as the wet and uneven warmth of Lana’s tongue moved with steady ease. “Think you’re ready for me, little lady? I’ve been wondering just how much you can handle,” Lana said, crossing her eyes to behold Zahri’s face before her.



The pixie gulped down her excitement, wondering herself if she could manage it. She knew what kind of fun Lana had in mind. So long as Lana was gentle, the pixie’s magic would enable her to take all she could offer. Still, the sensation of being filled and stretched beyond what was ordinarily possible was a pleasure intense enough to intimidate.



“I was wondering when you might ask. Ever since you learned about my magic, I’ve been your own little personal pocket-pixie, haven’t I?” Zahri asked with a noisy giggle. Though she played coy in her bashfulness, she was actually full of desire, and quite enjoyed the way her small size enabled her to be always available for Lana’s companionship and relief. Being with the human had revealed all manner of unexpected pleasure, but among the most intense desires Zahri felt was the urge to serve Lana at every moment of her need.



“There’s nothing quite like you,” Lana told her warmly. She sat upright slightly, and puckering her lips, put another kiss against Zahri’s belly, pushing her gently free from her face. Zahri squealed happily as she fell down Lana’s body, sliding between the human’s massive breasts and down toward her lap. She landed on the cushiony presence of Lana’s bulge. Already the human was excited, and her cock strained within the confines of the polka-dot panties, bouncing gently beneath Zahri.



“I just love the little weight of you there,” Lana said, tensing. The pixie rode her cock as it bounced her up gently, craning her neck to beam a grin up at the towering human.



Zahri could hardly hold a facade of reservation, then. She felt the warmth of Lana’s girlcock as it strained against the tight fabric, eager to emerge to greet them, and was filled with an intense lust. She could spend days delighting in every inch of Lana’s body, for the human had so much to explore, but it was the massive presence of her cock that made the pixie excited in the most primal and overwhelming way. Without fear of discomfort from her, she could surrender to the total bliss of being stuffed and stretched to an almost unbelievable extent. Before they had managed some penetration, but Zahri was convicted now, and intent on serving Lana to the utmost.



“Shall I help you free your friend?” Lana inquired. She reached down and hooked her fingers under the band of her panties, tugging them down slowly. Zahri was pulled off the bulge of her junk, but stared forward with lustful anticipation, watching the member bend against the band until it suddenly burst free. Lana’s cock was flung from it’s confines when the band of her panties passed its head, and aimed upright, standing itself nearly as tall as Zahri did.



“You must really feel spoiled, having such a treat all to yourself,” Lana said with a sultry sigh, repeatedly tensing and relaxing about the groin as her length approached it’s firmest. For a moment, Zahri could only admire her, salivating from the sight of Lana’s immense and perfect cock, which called to the pixie with the allure of its aroma, and the taste she had known before, and now craved.



“With humans, things are so … abundant,” Zahri remarked with a flushed smirk. She crawled up over Lana’s panties as the human continued to pull them down, revealing her heavy ballsack, which flopped its weight onto the picnic blanket. Soon the pixie had perched herself upon Lana’s nuts, and laid her bare body along the underside of the woman’s macro cock. She planted her little kiss upon it, feeling the smoothness of Lana’s skin under her lips. It was almost baffling to her how good Lana’s cock tasted, as though all other pleasures in life had pointed her toward this. In that moment it was all she wanted, and she opened her mouth wide, licking clumsily around Lana’s shaft. The human laughed boomingly, finding the sensation pleasurably ticklish. She leaned back again, and strained her cock so that it pointed skyward. Soon Zahri stood beside it, and wrapped her arms around it as though she and the femcock would dance. It was large enough to embrace, and gently throbbed with the beat of Lana’s heart.



“What a delightful warmth,” Lana observed, propping herself up on an elbow to admire Zahri as she cuddled her cock and placed kiss after kiss against it. Zahri stood on her tippy-toes to secure her lips around the edge of the underside of Lana’s cockhead, and squeezed it gently between them. “Ah!” Lana exclaimed with surprise, finding the sensation quite intense despite Zahri’s tiny size. She was sensitive down there, and the pixie was already learning how to make best use of her means.



“Why, I think I’m getting the hang of it,” Zahri said with a giggle. “But feel free to help.” She knew well what the offer would mean. Quite enthused to release control, Zahri knew well what satisfaction Lana could bring about.



“Shall I? Or let you struggle a little longer with your weighty task?” Lana inquired teasingly. “I do quite love how you play with my cock. You may find yourself more of a panty-pixie than a pocket one,” Lana told her with a warm chortle. She reached down and wrapped her fingers around both Zahri and her length, squeezing the pixie against her cock in hand. “Yes that sounds rather fun. Shall I stuff you down under my cock and balls, and take you on adventures like that? What fun to go sightseeing with a secret little passenger,” Lana said with a happy groan. She began to move Zahri up and down against her cock, stroking herself off with the pixie’s body. She had become slick with the wetness of the strawberry lemonade, and Zahri could taste it’s sweetness as her tongue ran along Lana’s length.



“Keep me wherever you want,” Zahri offered her eagerly. “So long as I’m with you. That would be a pleasure for us both,” she said. The thought of spending hours in the hot confines of Lana’s panties sent a surge of arousal through Zahri. She had no reluctance to be like a toy for the comparative giantess’ pleasure, gently teasing her all through the day. She slobbered over Lana’s cock as she was hoisted up and down at an increasingly rapid pace, delighting in the sensation of that smooth and hot firmness sliding along her body. When she had first grown curious about humans, contemplation of pleasure such as this had wormed its way into her thoughts, but she never imagined she’d meet one like Lana, who seemed so perfectly made for her. Before they met, the human didn’t even know of pixies or fae, yet her affinity for the smaller woman had been immediate. Perhaps she knew, even then, what potential there was in their immense difference of size.



“You’re right where I want you, now,” Lana assured her with a sultry chuckle. A drizzle of precum moistened the tip of her cock, and soon Zahri’s face was brought up against it. Zahri put her lips against Lana’s opening, and the human held her in place, gently rubbing the pixie in against herself. Soon Zahri’s face was drenched with the smear of early release, and she eagerly licked about Lana’s urethra, delighting in her taste.



“You get me so excited with your every little wiggle,” Lana told her. She secured her palm against Zahri’s back, and worked the pixie along her cock again, jacking herself off with the softness of her little lithe form. The human's grasp was tight, and Zahri felt snug between the warmth of that pressure and the firmness of the cock she was pressed into. Her legs rose to wrap around it, and she embraced around the girth with her hands as well, keeping herself stable as Lana hastened her pace, and rushed unrelentingly forward in her pleasure. Only when her cock throbbed powerfully against the pixie did Lana slow her pace, groaning with an intensity as she fought down the rising urge to orgasm. Fully stiff, her cock bounced with its head firmly flared, and for a moment Zahri thought she’d surely fail in her effort, and send her load up like a fountain. In a moment she had managed down the rising wish for release, and now slowed her pace, smirking knowingly down at Zahri. “I hope you’re ready, little lady. I mean to give you my all,” Lana told her sweetly.



Zahri gave a big but uncertain grin at her, stooping forward to put a kiss upon Lana’s drenched cockhead. “I’m up for the challenge!”


Lana was smug and pleased in her expression, and called Zahri with the curling of her finger. “Come on up, then. Have a seat.” She relaxed her grasp around Zahri and let the little pixie slide back down onto her balls. Unfurling her wings, the pixie fluttered up, and seated herself upon Lana’s leaking cockhead, nestling it up between her thighs. She shuddered with anticipating excitement as she felt that immense presence pushing up snugly between her legs. Lana’s cock was in itself almost as wide as the pixie, but with her magic, even this was not impossible. “You’ll be well rewarded in short order, believe me,” Lana said with a warm laugh.



“Oh I’m so very glad just to serve,” Zahri told her. “Although I do not doubt your… immense generosity,” she said with a furious fit of giggling. She began to work her hips back and forth, and so massaged her groin against the wetness of Lana’s cockhead, relaxing herself against its powerful presence. Her smooth thighs rubbed gently around the edge of Lana’s cockhead, making the human squirm and tremble about the hips, the tension within her remaining unsettled.



“You like being used, don’t you? I mean, I have to help some, but you really like to be worked like a living cocksleeve,” Lana told her teasingly, knowing well she was right. “You do a good job. I could let you tease me with your tiny tongue and tush all day. But I think it’s time I took control.” Lana gently took either of Zahri’s legs between her thumb and pointer finger, and parted them widely, pushing up with her hips as she gently thrust against Zahri’s groin. The bit of pressure just began to stretch her wide, as the magic always acted before any discomfort was felt. “Is that alright with you, my toy?” Lana asked her, gnawing on her lip as she began to feel the slick warmth of the pixie’s tight pussy, already wide beyond what was ordinarily feasible as only half of Lana's cockhead had been pushed in.



“Oh please,” Zahri begged, pleasure arriving with a surging force upon her consciousness. The magic which removed all discomfort did little to dampen the immense and ecstatic sensation of being stretched wide, and so completely filled that her very capacity to experience pleasure was expanded. “I want you to fill me right up,” she groaned out, groaning out a high-pitched moan as she tried to relax to the overwhelming feeling of being stuffed like so.



“I’m gonna pump you up like a balloon,” Lana promised her, shuddering stiffly as she began to gently tug Zahri down. The pixie looked wide about the hips, with such an enormous cock advancing between her legs, and yet the feeling within her was a perfect and tight softness, bidding Lana ever forward as she felt Zahri’s body adjusting to receive her. She knew she could really go to town, working herself in and out of the pixie like she was made of mere silicone, and have no fear of harming her. She knew how the pixie enjoyed to push the limits, and meant to fill her as she never had. Soon her immense cockhead had made its way into the pixie, and Lana released her legs, taking hold of her little lover around the body instead.



Zahri’s mind was awash with an ecstatic physical pleasure, and the pace of her heart quickened with excitement. The giant woman’s hand was firm but gentle around her, and soon applied a steady downward force. The pixie howled out a blissful moan, feeling her pleasure multiplying with each moment, as the immense femcock advanced, stretching her pussy wide and deep to encompass it. “Just say if it’s too much~” Lana told her, turning her head back as she happily groaned. Her hold was tight, and her immense cock soon pressed up past Zahri’s hips, ascending into the midst of her stomach and chest, and causing her torso to bulge with its presence. “Wow, you’ve taken so much already! Hanging in there?” Lana inquired. She had never managed to fit so much of herself into her stretchy living sex toy, and moaned as she felt the snug warmth encompassing even the base of her cock. With a final effort, she secured Zahri’s hips down against her groin, and was fully sheathed in her.


“Uhngh,” Zahri groaned meekly. Lana could practically see the shape of her cock within the pixie, whose whole body seemed now dedicated to the human’s pleasure. She was more cock than pixie with such a presence within, and drooled blissfully as though in a total stupor of bliss. The experience of being so absolutely filled overshadowed all other thoughts in the pixie’s mind, and she immersed herself in the sensation, knowing that she would only be driven to yet higher states of pleasure. “Fuck me,” she pleaded between her orgasmic moaning.



“As you wish, missy,” Lana gently played with her breast with her free hand, and lifted Zahri up her cock, allowing the immense length to slide partially out of her. Then she drove herself up again, pushing up with her hips and down with her hand, and swiftly filled the pixie in her entirety once more. Falling into a rhythm, she began to jerk herself off with the living cocksleeve that was her girlfriend, easily manipulating her up and down at a steadily increasing pace. The pleasure was immense, and Lana found herself moving more easily within the pixie, as her powerful thrusts seemed to soften her resistance. Still, the expanded pussy of her micro companion remained tight against every inch of her enormous length and girth, and she felt herself throbbing excitedly within her beloved toy. Zahri was moaning in an ecstasy of bliss, and probably already nearing her own orgasm, for she seemed pleasured beyond the point of speaking as that cock began to work her rapidly. Lana meant to give her all that she wanted and more, and wondered if ever the pixie could get used to being used and filled like a living condom. Already the human imagined relieving herself with Zahri’s aid day after day, whenever the moment suited her. It would be a convenience and unspeakable pleasure for them both.



Zahri seemed absolutely fucked silly, and her vocalizations collapsed into a series of wild moans and groans. Soon Lana was working her cock rapidly in the pixie’s depths, each thrust causing nectar from the pixie’s pussy to spray out from between the tight seal between Zahri’s taughtly stretched sex and the massive futa cock within her. Lana’s thump pushed against the pixies stomach, feeling her bulging presence moving inside of her. The pixie’s flesh seemed thinly stretched when she was thrusted to her deepest, and Lana could not help but imagine her brave beloved to be like a condom, ready for her filling. She did not let up, but reached a fast and powerful pace, rapidly moving Zahri up and down her length as swiftly as she could. Soon her own moans joined the high pitch squealing of the pixie, and the powerful urge to cum rose up again. Knowing now that Zahri could truly handle whatever she offered her, Lana went with the urge to orgasm, and let that powerful euphoria rise up within her until at last the first immense bursts of cum erupted from her cockhead.



She pulled Zahri to the hilt, burying her girlcock to its deepest, and let her release flow in powerful surges. Zahri was sent over the edge by the sensation of that thick and hot warmth pumping into her, stretching her belly out even further, such that her pleasure became obliterating, and she swooned in a blind stupor of total ecstasy, moaning dumbly with each new pulse. The quantity of the expulsion was immense, and soon the little pixie’s belly was drastically distended, the visible weight of cum making her look beyond pregnant. Lana grinned with a long groan escaping her lips, satisfied to see Zahri so awash with bliss, even as she seemed to reach her capacity, and excess cum forcefully escaped her, spurting out from her pussy in pressurized bursts.



When at last Lana had emptied her weighty sack into her fucksleeve of a partner, she slowly withdrew herself, and let that great flow of girlcum escape from Zahri’s pussy. Moaning with total disregard for herself, the pixie gradually emptied, and soon resumed her ordinary form, although yet more cum drained from her pussy in little bursts as she breathed in her recovery. “There’s truly nothing you can’t manage,” Lana praised her warmly, lifting her up to her lips. She licked about Zahri’s pussy, and drank up her own release from there, teasing the fae back into reality.



“You can’t imagine how that feels,” Zahri said with a soft moan. “It’s like my every sense is overtaken by bliss. I could hardly think of or feel a thing beyond you.” She sweetly planted her kiss upon Lana’s nose, smiling at her in a lingering relaxed stupor. Lana shared in another kiss with her, and cleaned Zahri’s body with her lips and tongue. She rose up, and stuffed their goods in the basket, preparing to abscond.



“You and I will have so much fun… I thank my stars that of all humans, I was the one who chanced to meet you,” Lana told her warmly. “I’m going to keep you extra close for all the days we share. I don’t imagine you’ll easily get used to the sort of fun we have,” Lana said with a warm laugh.



“Never,” Zahri said with a ditzy giggle. “But it might get easier. I do not think, even with magic, I could have managed all that the first time,” she said with a sultry huff.



“Good that I’ve been gentle then. I wouldn’t want to hurt my little pet pixie,” she said, gently scratching Zahri’s scalp with her fingernail. “Although I see what a tough thing you are,” she laughed. Lana looked between her bike and the pixie in hand, and smirked mischievously. “Now I’ve got a perfect place for you. I hope you don’t mind getting extra close on the way home~” she said sweetly.



“I should much prefer it than to be away from you for a moment,” Zahri told her, curious as to what lewd machinations the towering human had in store. Lana moved Zahri behind herself, holding the pixie aloft above her hip, and as she pulled her panties back up, she let the pixie drop between the fabric and her plump ass. Zahri squealed indignantly as the polka-dot garment was pulled snugly up around Lana’s waist. The pixie soon found herself pressed snugly between the human’s asscheeks, and trapped in that warmth with barely room to wiggle.



“Now that’s a good spot for you,” Lana told her assuredly. She settled herself down on her bike seat, pressing Zahri yet further into herself. Delighting in the sensation of the pixie’s body squirming against her asshole, she began to ride homeward.
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