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    Azela has a hand among the stars and a hold on Bea’s heart. The younger Thalosi has known power her whole life, but the arcanist makes her feel helpless. When words fail, a tasty treat may do the trick, so Bea plots to leave one for Azela in her home. 
 
      
 
    The break-in is a cinch with a bit of shrinking magic, but Azela returns before Bea can make her escape. Caught red-handed in the act of professing her love, Bea finds herself under the adoring stare of a woman many times her height. 
 
      
 
    Everything is laid bare at last, and Azela is determined to reward her brazen suitor. She’s going to keep Bea that way, as she can think of many things to do with the delicious little elf. She might end up a treat herself since Azela can’t help but stuff her in one place or another. 
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 Her Treat 
 
    Bea sensed big things were to come of this secret meeting, though her servants knew nothing about it, and her mother, the Archmage, wouldn’t say a word. She dressed in her best finery, accented by trinkets, charms, and the tiara that proclaimed her a magus of noble blood. In the night, and with failed discretion, many carriages had arrived bearing diplomats, magi, and champions. The guests were as exotic as birds of paradise though, as a rule, more deadly. She was unsurprised to hear the sounds of strife as she entered the arcanum. 
 
    Everyone was gathered in the observatory. Elves and men, smallfolk, and many sorcerers were locked in a debate. 
 
    “The void is cursed. We still bear that curse like an infection from touching it,” An old pyromancer said. 
 
    “Nor is it for us to be the guardian to all worlds!” A halfling said. 
 
    “But our eyes should be open to that which is around us. I do not propose being hasty.” Bea recognized Azela’s voice at once and saw her in the center of the room beside an obelisk. 
 
    “But we will observe and understand so that all may lay plans accordingly.” She was able to settle the crowd after some moments of soothing speech. The arcanist was beautiful and taller than most. Her hair was in a bun and shone with violet color, as did her dress. Her eyes fell on Bea and she smiled. “Lady Thalosi the younger.” She cleared her throat. “Lords and ladies and magi, allow me to present the big picture,” she said by way of introduction. 
 
    All light was put out, and they were in total darkness. A glow revealed Azela’s hands upon the obelisk and then extended outward. In the dark, points lit up suddenly and shone with color until a cosmos was revealed. 
 
    The sight was new to many of them, and the scale that dwarfed their tiny world was enough to invoke a gasp. Others observed the pattern in color the stars and worlds created. Many were hued with the distinct red of infernal magic, and that glow seemed to enclose vast dark spaces where other lights should have shown. Elsewhere, there was the distinct blue light of the Accord worlds that had united to defeat the Eternal Legion. But lesser lights, shining in all colors, speckled the room. These were the signatures of different kinds of mana and told much of each world as a whole. 
 
    Those present made many observations about how the Legion had scarred their realm and left it to smolder. Bea found herself looking at Azela closely as she was cast in red and blue light from either side. She looked divine, standing among the stars, and Bea wondered what plans she could have that reached beyond their world. 
 
    “These are lost in a sea of rising darkness,” Azela said, delicately touching a planet with her finger. It was surrounded by arcane fire and the smoke of desolation. “The heavens are still at war with hell.” 
 
    “Blasted demons, is there no end?” Someone said. 
 
    “It is the very power they wielded. The Legion is gone, but infernal magic allows for the conquering of worlds. Another Legion, or many legions, may one day arise of these embers.” Azela made the cosmos spin and pulled another place into view. “But there is the Accord, yet enigmatic, and other hope. Behold this rainbow coalition of worlds,” she said, gesturing to several spheres of dim light. “Starting anew as though in the wake of a wildfire.” 
 
    Her words stirred much discussion, but Bea began to pay little attention. In her thoughts, she glided through the stars and beheld these many strange worlds, each struggling to build up their little light. “We may one day reach them, with hope and knowledge. A point of magical contact…”Azela’s voice tickled her ears and echoed through the dark. 
 
    Daydreaming, Bea saw her caressing a world and sheltering it against her breast. 
 
    She was immense in Bea’s mind and over formless waters where the noble elf drifted. Then Azela dropped a sugar cube into the void and let it dissolve into uncountable stars swirled up by her finger. 
 
    But the restlessness of others took Bea from her fantasy. The discussion had turned to the demons of their own world and could not be put to rest, for they were not of the Legion but forever tied to its power. 
 
    Bea left. She put the fire and cosmos behind her and went out into the ordinary light. All was quiet around Stellare Arcanum and the fresh air fueled her thoughts. 
 
    Azela served her family but could be held beneath none. Her eyes were laden with the wisdom of unseen things and she moved so surely, as though in the motions of a familiar dance, always. Bea felt mad, and she gasped aloud, struck with a peculiar desire. 
 
    She went to the old bridge, which was tried and true for settling her thoughts. She threw stones at pieces of lumber that were drifting in the water. “The moon rose tonight in chains. I never thought that she could be enslaved,” Bea began to sing a wistful song. “‘Til someone came in the bright of day and stole the light of the night sky away.” She went down from the bridge to a trail and walked beside the water. She then stood completely still and silent, watching the reflection of sunlight in the water. 
 
    “You do impress me, miss Sappir,” Bea said to herself as though in rehearsal. 
 
    “My brightest little pupil. What a treat… to teach a noble soul,” Bea said in the role of Azela. 
 
    I must hit on her, Bea thought, pounded again by a forceful feeling that drove her nearly manic. Just something. 
 
    She went into the village, where it was very quiet, though some of the locals bowed or curtseyed to her. She went to Leah’s bakery. There her eyes were caught by what appeared to be the perfect offering: a glamorous, sapphire-creamed cupcake that glimmered like magic. She bought it and then went hurriedly in the direction of Azela’s home. 
 
    Bea’s thoughts were still catching up with her, but she had the beginnings of a plan. Sweet words did not come to her so easily but there would be little doubt with this. Then, she did fear the possibility of rejection. Azela was so kind to everyone that the tender signals she had given were not entirely trustworthy. 
 
    Bea was before Azela’s door before she knew it. There was still no sign of the arcanist returning, nor eyes upon her, but she remained frozen there for some time. Entering was trivial; she only considered what manner of note or signature she should leave, and what Azela would think when she first laid eyes upon it. 
 
    Bea shrank herself and what she carried until her stature was as miniscule as a fairy’s. Then she was easily able to levitate herself upward and used such telekineses to squeeze through Azela’s keyhole. She got stuck for only a moment, and her heart rushed as she glided in and landed on the central table. Setting the cupcake down on a little plate there, she let it swell up to its normal size. 
 
    She stuck her tiny finger in the cream and had a mouthful. It was a perk of size-altering magic that one could indulge in excess. The small treat could have been a whole wedding cake to one of her present stature. The table shook beneath her feet as someone suddenly yanked on the door. 
 
    Azela did not hear the tiny shriek of alarm as she came into her home, but she saw the cupcake at once and made a sound of surprise herself. Hiding behind it, Bea could hear her every footfall, and practically feel the shadow of the arcanist looming so far overhead. 
 
    “My stars, oh,” her voice was rich and warm. “Someone loves me,” Azela said with deep and hearty amusement. She picked up the cupcake and examined it, smiling as she recognized Leah’s work. She wondered who could have done this so swiftly and if they knew how much she needed it. The intrusion didn’t seem to bother her at all, though Bea remained yet unnoticed, gaping at her from below. 
 
    Her little face felt warm with a blush, and she wondered if Azela might take her into her hands, or even suddenly snatch her up on sight. Bea snapped to her senses and booked it while she could, feeling a rush of excitement and embarrassment and so sure she’d be seen. She jumped off the table and landed on the purple velvet cushion of a chair. She threw back her head to clear the long white hair from her face and look up at Azela, who was standing right over her. The arcanist still hadn’t noticed her scurrying friend. 
 
    “No note,” Azela remarked, tenderly replacing the cupcake on the table. As she leaned forward, Bea was treated to the sight of her rear overhead, titillatingly presented in a silk dress with open sides. She found herself biting her lip hard, and unable to think or move. 
 
    “Could it… Bea?” 
 
    Hearing her own name made Bea’s eyes go wide. Would Azela now go through the same inner turmoil she had felt? It would be a complicated affair at best. 
 
    “Mmm~” Azela’s voice rumbled with pleasure. Now she seemed full of sureness and moved at once to dig into her treat. Her unseen suiter was given little warning as her hips swung swiftly into the chair. 
 
    Bea only had a moment to yelp before the soft but smothering weight of Azela’s body rested fully upon her tiny form, and she was buried beneath her. The cushion compacted and lost its breath and she felt the silk pressing tightly to her body. It felt thin. Azela’s plush and pretty ass dominated everything and Bea could barely squirm, though she was squeezed near such an intimate place that she daren’t try. 
 
    Azela ate some of the cupcake in oblivious delight. Bea longed to know her thoughts but instead, there came a symphony of soft and happy noises. At least, the treat seemed to be to her taste. Bea felt a mixture of mortification and joy. She could not imagine how this would play out, and her heart rushed, yet her mind grew no better at solving. Her face blushed so warmly she felt sure Azela would feel the heat up her ass. 
 
    Azela adjusted her posture but only sat all the more laxly. Then she suddenly shifted to sit upright. Bea gasped as she was swung back and forth by a wiggle of Azela’s hips, her tiny body ground upon. The weight lessened, and Bea squealed as the large digits of Azela’s hand slid up against her. She was grasped and pulled out into sight. 
 
    “Oh!” Azela’s voice boomed as she exclaimed with surprise. She loosened her hold on Bea and stared at her with wonder. They were both too dumbstruck to speak for an instant. The massive, turquoise pools of Azela’s eyes were striking at such a scale, but she blushed and smiled just the same as Bea. “You!” 
 
    “Sorry! I…” Bea shook her head and huffed. “Didn’t mean to be under your ass!” 
 
    “Were you just making your getaway?” Azela asked, and she burst out in laughter. “I… didn’t… mean to sit on you,” she managed to say. She gently dropped Bea onto the table and sat back down with fitful giggles. 
 
    Bea fell and laughed, rolling around on the table and making a great and silly show of herself. It settled her nerves, and she looked up at Azela from her back and saw a bright and delighted grin on her face. Suddenly she didn’t feel unsure about a thing, but rather as though this had all been a work of art. “Well! Some treat for you,” Bea observed. “I figured you’d be craving it.” 
 
    “You are the cutest thing I have ever seen,” Azela said, finding some seriousness as she recovered from the surprise. “The sweetest treat…” she paused a moment, deciding to say what she thought. “I’ve yet to taste.” With her words came a warm shift in the air, and Bea felt herself tremble. 
 
    “Really?” she asked in a cheery and very small voice. “I like you too, Azela.” She could find no better words, and in truth, it was hard to even meet the stare of the woman who was then a giantess by comparison. “May I share in your cupcake?” she asked regally and leaned against it to sit there. 
 
    “Of course. It’s delicious, by the way,” Azela said, holding a fork-full toward Bea. “Stay like that,” she said. “Bite-sized.” 
 
    Bea’s ear twitched curiously and she leaned in to take a mighty bite of frosting, ending up with a glob on her nose as well as her thigh. Azela was watching her intently and Bea felt a potent giddiness inside. She wondered what she ought to say. “Maybe I should have jumped out from inside it,” she said. 
 
    Azela’s merry laughter boomed through her home. She came forward with a napkin and Bea rubbed her face there. Then she was grabbed again and held up near Azela’s eyes. “This is the nicest surprise I might have gotten,” she said. “But more than that… I am touched to know my feelings are shared.” 
 
    Bea’s little eyes were on the tender and rosy curve of Azela’s lips. “You deserve the best,” she said and found herself relaxing deeply to Azela’s hold around her body. The warmth of her touch gave pleasure as it seeped in from all around. “This is fun,” she said under her breath, sensing how Azela was fixated upon her tininess. 
 
    “You are as precious and pristine as ever, a doll, rightly,” Azela moved Bea nearer to her face and warmed her with her breath. “I think I want to play with you.” 
 
    Bea stared at her intently, feeling a strong and sudden compulsion. She was brazen enough for it but lacked the volition required to kiss Azela right then. “Bring me to your mouth,” she earnestly demanded. Azela’s lips curled into a fond and amused grin. 
 
    She did, but not the way Bea expected. She hoisted her up and sucked the frosting off her bare thigh and tenderly enclosed it with her lips. Bea squealed and kicked as the bumpy texture of Azela’s tongue made her giggle. She was left clean but slick with spittle. “I could put you about anywhere,” Azela said, but then Azela paused and fluttered her eyelashes. She seemed to consider Bea’s words again. “You want to kiss?” she asked, showing a rare bashfulness. “Do you want to be my tiny girlfriend?” 
 
    Bea had known women, but there was something seductive in the proposal, something different that Bea didn’t know she had been craving. It made her weak and made her feel small, and it was the best feeling she had felt in a long time. “I’d like to be all yours,” she said. It was so easy then to surrender entirely, and she swooned in Azela’s hands, chiming a note of excitement. “Your doll.” 
 
    “Tonight you may be my toy,” Azela told her candidly, knowing well the effect her words were having on Bea. “And tomorrow, we can wake in each other’s arms, and see where that leads,” she said. Slowly she brought Bea toward her mouth. The shrunken elf had thought herself ready for it, but the sight of Azela’s plush lips rushing to fill her vision set off fireworks in her soul. She writhed and squirmed into that kiss. Each lip was a pillow of warmth and they hugged Bea’s face, and then played against the softness of her body, brushing her tummy and breasts. 
 
    “I don’t know why this feels so good!” Bea exclaimed in a high and girly voice. Each kiss set upon her petite form was stirring, reaching inside to tickle her core. Azela pushed firmly against her and let her lips slide along Bea’s little body firmly enough to massage her, and she opened up wide, momentarily threatening to swallow her little lover up, though she only panted and licked her. 
 
    “I like having you this close” Azela said, her lips moving against Bea’s body. “I could just eat you,” Azela said, and she extended her tongue so that it hung down toward Bea’s thighs, but then withdrew it and smirked. “What should we try first?” she inquired gently. After all, the occasion would be forever special. “Ah!” She readily had an idea. 
 
    Bea felt exposed, held aloft and dangling between the delicate grasp of Azela’s fingers, and was gasping for air. Their first and oh-so-messy kiss had left her reeling but ready for any surprises. Then she was lowered into the welcoming valley between Azela’s breasts and tucked in there. Bea groaned happily as she felt her legs sink deep into the cleavage and soon the soft flesh of Azela’s breasts engulfed her up to the neck. The arcanist parted them and let them drop together. The resounding clap made Bea squawk a laugh. She felt she was being spoiled now. 
 
    “I’ll try to be gentle with you,” Azela said as an afterthought, casually pressing her breasts together and squeezing her little new lover between them. “Though I know you can take it.” 
 
    “All day!” Bea assured. She planted the first of many tiny kisses against the soft and jiggly boobs that encompassed her. Azela’s warmth was striking and Bea laid back to turn her eyes up at her. “You are making me silly.” Bea was amused to see the arcanist with her chin to her chest meeting her stare. She approached with her fingers and took hold of Bea’s sleeves. Slowly she pulled her dress up and off of her. 
 
    Azela giggled as she swung the tiny garment around. “Have a dip, Silly!” she said and pushed Bea down until she disappeared in her bust. “You can’t have known, but I imagined something just like this. It is magic that suits you,” Azela said, and Bea could feel her rising from the seat and going into another room. “I like that you like it. Let’s have some fun.” 
 
    This was a side of Azela that Bea hadn’t known but perhaps suspected. She lovingly toyed with others and always eyed Bea like a treasure. Bea swayed back and forth and spread out comfortably against one perfect and massive boob. The other pressed reassuringly into her back, feeling much like a heavy and heated blanket. 
 
    Azela’s lust was most surprising, and hearing her speak so surely of her intentions made Bea sweat. Actually, she felt a bodily arousal so potent that it made her feel fragile or unstable and just a touch away from explosion. Her panties were wet, her thighs twitched, and the muffled sound of her high-pitched groaning buzzed out from Azela’s breasts.`1 
 
    “You like being small, don’t you,” Azela said, but there was no question about it. Her own excitement made it hard to tease. As Bea’s world was swallowed up by Azela, Azela felt all her attention compressed on the little wiggling delight she had so close to her heart. She wanted to watch her indulge in the excess. She wanted to see the elf, as pretty as a princess fairy, worshiping her teats, her feet, and her pussy. 
 
    “Here is where I’ll keep you,” Azela said, and she put her fingers to Bea’s back and slid her around front of one breast. She tucked her against her areola and made sure her face was right up against it, and then let the silky cup of her top slap back in place. “You can sleep there later.” 
 
    Bea felt pleasure move through her, starting with her toes, and her whole body seemed to shout with bliss. She could barely keep a hold of her head. She purred and kneaded her hands in the softness around her, licking and kissing blindly, fervently, until she noticed Azela’s teat protruding against her belly. Bae slid down until she was faced with the sizable nub, and put her lips around it. It was a lot to swallow and filled her mouth with a funny salty warmth. She could never get used to it; she thought she’d never rest, but stay awake and serve happily wherever Azela wanted her through the night. 
 
    Azela had walked into her bedroom, and she laid a hand on top of where Bea was tucked. Her tiny tongue was ticklish, but Azela was pleased to sense her diligence. “You’re going to drive me nuts,” she exclaimed after a while, while Bae was kissing and licking the little bumps around her teat. “Are you ready to go all the way?” she asked. 
 
    Bea was more than ready and intrigued by the thought of what Azela might have in store. “Just don’t lose me in there,” she said teasingly, made to sound ditsy by her delight. 
 
    “Oh, I’ve got a plan. Just tell me if it’s too much,” Azela said, a rare note of trepidation in her tone despite an obvious eagerness. Azela peeled off her top and Bea found herself exposed, clinging to her teat. She stared at and admired the boob opposite of her, rising like a hill in her vision. “What do you think?” Azala asked, and Bea took a look around. 
 
    Azela’s bedroom was pretty and decorated in blue and purple finery. In her hands, there was a smooth and featureless dildo, made of an amethyst crystal and polished with a rounded tip. Mana glowed when Azela touched it with her thumb and showed that she could make it vibrate. She was sitting on her bed and her thighs were bare, as she had also removed her skirt. 
 
    Bea laughed. “That’ll help!” she said enthusiastically. “As much as I’d like to try with just my little hands and tongue.” 
 
    “I’ll give you plenty of chances for that,” Azela promised. She took Bea in hand and laid her out on the dildo, and then began to affix her there with a little strip of ribbon. Bea could only giggle and blush as she was tied up snugly to the sex toy and became one herself. 
 
    “Oh my… some plans,” Bea said, feeling her chest shake from excited reverberations — and the toy wasn’t even turned on. As she undressed Azela in her mind she shivered, and she could scarcely think ahead at being stuffed into her most intimate recesses. The thought made her gut tremble and words fail. She grinned ear to ear up at Azela, wiggling her toes and showing her readiness. 
 
    “There we are,” Azela said when she was satisfied Bea was secure. “Let’s experience this together,” she said, rubbing the toy and Bea against her breasts. She held it near to her face and pursed her lips, gently smooching Bea’s face. Then her tongue came out and slathered Bea and the tip of the crystal toy she’d been mounted on. Bea squealed and then giggled as Azela clamped her top between her lips and tore it away with a little snarl. She gasped and squirmed against the ribbons as Azela’s tongue encircled her breasts, caressed them, and then dragged along her teats. 
 
    She was able to do much so easily, and Bea knew she was in for a treat, though her relief would come later and was already a pressing need. Azela leaned back and pulled off her panties. As she casually rested the toy and Bea in her lap, it rolled to put Bea against Azela’s bare pussy at once, and Bea exclaimed a note of surprise as a wet lip brushed up against her face and she was greeted by Azela’s intoxicating aroma. 
 
    “Time to get really close,” Azela said with a soft chuckle. She aimed the toy toward herself with Bea facing up. After a little pause, Azela began to insert the dildo between her lower lips. It slid in easily, and she didn’t stop until Bea’s head was nestled directly against her clit, and ready to slip under there. Bea had closed her eyes in preparation for the plunge and Azela enjoyed the sight of her. She watched her new tiny girlfriend carefully as she moved the toy deeper. Once Bea’s head had slid inside Azela involuntarily jerked forward, made to convulse by her own carnal satisfaction. She laid on her bed and drew the toy out from herself for only a moment, getting comfortable and spreading her legs. 
 
    Bea was about to speak when she was plunged deep into Azela’s sex. This time she disappeared as much of the toy was taken inside. A wet and tender warmth enclosed her and she could hear the vibrations of Azela moaning and the dull thud of her heart beating, seemingly so far away. She wanted Azela to use her in every way she desired. It was a comfortable and sultry dark, and when Bea opened her mouth, she was greeted with the rich flavor of Azela’s nectar. Soon Bea was entirely drenched in that tangy lubricant. She was able to breathe easily enough though the sliding caused the fluid to splash and slosh over her. All she could think about was Azela’s bliss, rising and welling up in the walls around her. 
 
    “This happened fast,” Azela said, out of breath from her excitement. She began to move the toy at what she thought was a controlled pace, though Bea was flung back and forth so rapidly that she felt like she was going down a wet and squishy slide. Azela could barely help herself and felt little need to excuse herself. “But we’ll make it last. We’ll try everything. Want to get used to being that way?” she asked and listened to hear Bea’s tiny and muffled confirmation before erupting in a laugh. “Get used to being in my pussy.” 
 
    Azela activated the toy and it began to buzz, causing Bea’s body to jiggle. The ribbons had come a bit loose but Azela pushed Bae up against the ceiling of her sex and let her body vibrate against it. She had a leg and arm free and she squirmed, and Azela flopped on the bed, thrown back by the pleasure she felt. She could sense Bea’s little efforts to add to her bliss, but just knowing she was there was enough to send Azela over the edge. 
 
    Her body spasmed and her thighs closed together, and Bea was squeezed on all sides and then blasted with a spray of nectar that seemed to flow out directly onto her face. She could feel the forces upon her as Azela’s mighty hips jerked and swayed and sensed the pleasure echoing about her. She laughed in a high and merry voice and kissed Azela within, though her tiny lips may have gone unnoticed. Azela was groaning and moaning and the intensity of her pleasure shook Bea’s little world. When she was finally pulled back into the open, Azela’s nectar flowed out after her like a little waterfall and pooled up on the bed. The larger woman’s thighs trembled and she held on loosely to Bea’s leg, removing her from the fixings. 
 
    “I like the way you play, Azela,” Bea said, swooning as Azela lifted her and dangled her over the span of her body. She was brought to Azela’s face and let to fall land there with a wet plop, as Azela softly whimpered and breathed deeply. Her azure eyes soon crossed and focused on Bea. 
 
    “You are so beautiful,” she said, studying her like a rare bug. She put her hands to Bea’s back and licked her from her toes to her face. “I just got so excited when I saw you,” she exclaimed quietly, rubbing her lips and her nose against Bea’s little body. “There are so many things I want to do,” she said and whined as residual pleasure moved through her. 
 
    “I’d try anything with you,” Bea said, eager still to be subject to Azela’s salacious whims. She played with Azela’s tongue with her legs, encouraging the sizable muscle to lap up between them. Azela suddenly scooped up Bea’s feet in her mouth and then held her around the waist with her lips. 
 
    “Uh huh?” Azela said, her tongue jerking up against Bea’s butt. She squealed and slid further into Azela’s mouth. The arcanist gave her pussy a tiny lick but it was enough to make Bea squeak, and her hands grasped Azela’s lips firmly. She paused a moment, watching Bea squirm around as her tongue moved slowly back and forth. She sucked her in bit by bit, and then closed her lips beyond Bea’s head, and held her in her mouth. Soon Bea felt pushed into the softness of the back of Azela’s throat. She gasped as she realized what was next. 
 
    “Mmm~” Azela moaned happily and gulped. Her first effort didn’t take Bea down but she let spit accumulate in her mouth and swallowed again, this time causing the little lady to slip back and begin to slide deeper. Azela put a hand to her throat and had a bright smile on her face. She lurched forward some and gulped forcibly, and Bea was swallowed. The sound of her frantic little giggles could be heard descending down Azela’s neck and then growing fainter as Bea was dropped into her stomach. “Delicious.” 
 
    Azela laid back on her bed and was totally relieved and satisfied. She was in no hurry to teleport Bea out, as she could sense the little elf was quite enjoying the situation. Down in a messy dark amidst cupcake fluff and cream, Bea was touching herself and enjoying all the sounds of Azela’s body around her. She was crazy; they both were, and this was something she never could have dreamt up. Bea thought herself lucky to be the treat of such an adventurous woman. She didn’t want the ride to ever end. 
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