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In most places, a fairy and a human enchantress would seem a curious couple. Yira stands a mere three feet tall, easily dominated by the presence of her beloved, the enchantress Tiae. The two fit right in at the festival of Lilium, under the Strawberry Moon, where fae and humans alike gather for feasting, music, ceremony, and dance. Their plans for a quiet romantic evening are disrupted when they meet Holly, a thick and vivacious elf that has her own ideas for how to put Yira to use. Can Yira survive being smothered by two comparative-giantesses?
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Carrying a hint of mystery on the cool breeze, the aroma of incense and perfume alike greeted those that wandered in the wood, calling them to a festival where two worlds were joined with hands clasped. All myriad of revelers had come, from the initiated householder to the fair people of the wild, to be united for a night of song and dance. The clearing where they gathered was unfurnished, and illuminated by little more than moonlight, and yet the spirit of celebration charged the air with excitement enough to send a heart aflutter.



This was the Lilium fair, held under the Strawberry Moon, where ethereal light pieced the sparse canopy of old oak trees. Fira was from this world but the fare was new to her; as was the prospect of spending an evening around such a variety of strangers. Her date, a copper haired enchantress called Tiae, showed little of her hesitance.



“Good that this whole place has not been churned to mud,” Tiae said, hoisting her dark silks to keep them clear from the soil. “I suppose it’d be worse for you, though,” she said, turning her gaze down at Fira. “You’d be near up to your knees in as little as a puddle.” Her teasing voice prompted Fira to rush over to her.



“A bit of water and mud doesn’t bother a fae! You’re the one with a skirt that drags like a bridal gown!” she jested, taking up the deep blue silk in her hands. Though the breeze chilled them both, Fira could feel the warmth there, perhaps from those enchantments Tiae was so fond of weaving.



Their conversation halted as they arrived at the core of the bustle, with many fae and humans gathered around for the banquet and dancing. Trodden bark had been laid out in a clearing and provided a soft enough floor, though so many had arrived that there was little space to navigate.



“I’m walking here!” Fira yelped as a centauress eased up near to Tiae hardly seeing the fairy. Though she had grown to the limit of her magic, she towered a mere three feet tall, and slipped swiftly under the clumsy centauress, gently brushing the soft fur of her belly with her head.



“Sorry, tiny!” the centauress said with great amusement. “I’ll try not to trample you on the dance floor,” she promised.



Tiae softly chuckled, pulling Fira back against her side once more. These social situations were so much easier for her, for the humans knew this sort of party as well as any fae, and Tiae much better than her tiny lover.



“It seems the fun is already well underway… or at least the drinking,” Tiae remarked, stroking her fingers through Fira’s dark violet hair. The fairy’s face already looked flush from the mood and chill, though in a huff she cast her gaze over at the refreshments.



“You’re right. Let’s start,” she squeaked with some urgency, causing Tiae to bark a laugh.



“Yes, but then dancing. Don’t worry, I’ll keep you close,” Tiae promised her.



It was quite clear the festivities were well underway when they came near to the feasting. Two fairies in their diminished forms soaked together in a cup of warm brew, nude and obscured from other eyes by a bit of foam. Across from them, a dryad was using her magic to make the fruits mutate into strange and funny tasting shapes, and was presently engorging a blackberry to the point where its individual drupelets could be plucked and eaten like plums. It was not always the fae way to party in this style, letting loose how humans did in their cities, and no doubt many more had come who now lingered a bit further away from the bustle, grouped together for song and dance, or quietly practicing ceremony.



“I have never seen so many astounding fae, dashingly dressed and beautiful,” Tiae announced, coaxing wide grins from the other guests. There among them were also two satyrs, a few elves, and some other women that may have been humans or nymphs in that form.



“Careful with your compliments!” One of the elves said with a playfully warning tone. “It would be all too
 easy
 to drown you in them,” she said, smirking as she beheld Tiae openly. “Such silks as that are not common among my kind nor yours. You must be… a successful householder?” Many of the fae did not participate in the human project, which they saw as a way of cities and hoarding of wealth. To live in that world was to be a householder, and most householders lived without any awareness of fae.



“Yes, and a practitioner of the Arts. I’m Tiae,” she offered, reaching across the crude wood table to pour herself some wine.



“You’re mad rich then!” The satyr barked. She had a speckled face of white freckles against her soft amber skin, and her fur, beginning at the hip, was a warm bronze color not too far different from Tiae’s hair. “Bet you have a big house for dancing in.”



Tiae laughed at her warmly, sipping from her wine and helping Fira to reach the food, so she’d need not tread on the table.



Fira was enjoying the sight of the other guests, and relaxing some to the crowd. The two bathing fairies giggled and waved to her, and for a moment, she thought of shrinking down and joining them in the warm drink.



“It’s a fine house. Perhaps sometime I’ll invite you,” she said, directed generally.



“Are you two an item?” One of the fairies called out, almost unheard beneath louder conversation. Tira grinned with a wide blush, though she was startled by the bold queries. It seemed their company had loosened up some already.



“We are,” Tiae said, turning her cool grey gaze down to Fira. In one motion, she hoisted her up onto her lap, and wrapped her arms around her to hold her near to the warmth of her chest. “Fira has done much to introduce me to the world of the fae. As a householder, I began my practice before even knowing any. What a delight to finally be able to walk in this world,” Tiae said.



“How does that work?” The satyr lady asked.



“You mean, coming here to the world of fae?”



She shook her head violently and pointed down at Fira. “No! Being an item. Or with one of them!” she redirected her pointing-finger at the two fairies, who were now wrapped up and kissing. The chest of one rose above the surface of the warm brew, revealing her pale tits. They looked enormous on her body, which couldn’t have stood taller than five inches, though actually they were perhaps the size of grapes.



“We know how it works,” the other fairy said with a suggestive giggle, gently fondling her love.



“You’re asking me how we make love?” Tiae asked. She was not put off by the intrusive line of questioning, and although she could see the crimson on Fira’s cheeks, she seemed to find the situation entertaining. “I am certain you could use your imagination. Perhaps one of these will tell you,” Tiae said, gently scritching the head of one of the fairies in the nearby cup.



At once the satyr reached out and took the cup up into her hands, bringing it near to her face and beaming a wide and mischievous grin down at the two naked fairies. “Let’s hear it then. Tell me before I drink your bath and leave you shivering!” she teased playfully, taking a sip from the cup.



While that played out, Tiae turned her gaze back out toward the dancing, seeing another couple of musicians join the ones that were there. The fae loved music but not many of them fell into crowds to move their body in beat. She now noticed others sitting and resting near. “Shall we go out and have some fun? Judging by the skill of the others, I’d say don’t worry about your dancing,” Tiae told Fira. Their section of the feasting banquet was swiftly descending into chaos as the satye had taken a fairy into her mouth, and seemed to be eating her out with the lapping of her tongue, much to the delight of her fellow tiny fairy, who seemed to be waiting her turn.



“Best to, before everyone pairs off and goes into the woods,” Fira said with a snide snicker.



Tiae naturally approached the dancing area with confidence, letting her long azure silks float behind her. Under the light of the full moon, her gilded finery glimmered, and accentuated her pale but warm glow. A cool breeze moved those fabrics to give tantalizing glimpses of her soft unblemished legs as she walked, and although Fira was hesitant at the prospect of dancing, she eagerly followed along. The music, composed spontaneously by fae who seemed immersed in their work, had a wistful allure that accentuated the fantasy of the place, quickly working at the mind.



Entering onto that stage, they began to dance quite naturally, though the movements of either partner were slow and incomplex, they met the pace of the music. Fira felt quite smothered with the many taller figures looming overhead, many of them dressed in sparse and exciting garb. She could not help but grow excited. Still, her attention was wholly on her lover, who began to guide her through some steps in time to the ever-changing melody.



To have that sweet and still dance under the moonlight seemed a difficult prospect. Those dancing now had come together close, and some grinded hip to hip, or allowed their bodies to move together. Fira instinctively eased around to the side of Tiae to avoid getting smashed between two pairs of swinging hips, but Tiae kept her near and eased them toward the heart of the dance again.



“Someone might step on me,” Fira protested, glancing down at her sandals. Tiae laughed at her loudly and leaned down to say “Someone
 is
 going to step on you.” A promise, not a warning.



An elf, curvaceous and risquely presented, was gathering attention. The transparent golden silks that covered her rear did nothing to hide the motion of her soft and voluptuous body as she moved rapidly to the music, showing off and arousing onlookers. She was shorter than Tiae, and eased up near to her, presenting herself. Fira felt a flicker of initial jealousy to think she might lose her dance partner for even a moment, especially to one with so much to present. In truth she could hardly take her eyes from the elf, who excited with her every aspect and seemed to radiate an energy of sex. But before she could dance herself against Tiae’s body, the enchantress gently tugged Fira in, positioning her like a shield.



The fairy found herself face to face with the seductive elf’s ear, which loomed over her even as she stood at her full height. She was red with blush as Tiae gently stroked her shoulders and encouraged her to enjoy the show, gently pushing her in from behind.



The elf cast her eyes over to them, huffing an entertained noise. She turned around, revealing her heavy and pale breasts, bare but for the fine jewelry that draped over them, linking up with the glimmering piercings at her teat. Her stomach was soft, prevalent but immensely desirable, with a look that tempted Fira to stuff her face into there.



“Wanna dance, ladies?” she asked warmly, moving to the rhythm before them, and letting her heavy breasts sway. She was a blessed shortstack to be built in such a way, with wide and well formed hips and the skill to twerk them so vivaciously. Fira had to crane her neck just to meet the elf’s eyes for a moment, meeting her gaze between the valley of those enormous exposed tits. She could feel the warmth of the bodies behind and in front of her, and smell the perfume in the air.



Fira didn’t muster an answer immediately and the elf grinned down at her. “I’m Holly - wanna have some fun?” she asked encouragingly.



“You look like you do,” Tiae remarked to Fira, bellowing a warm laugh. Neither of them were the jealous types, though they had surely not engaged in such ‘fun’ as this.



Fira huffed and made herself speak. “You’re so hot! And soft…”



“She looks like she wants a face-full,” Holly remarked, seeing how the fairy eyed the near presence of her soft form. She closed the distance between Tiae and her, sandwiching Fira snugly between them. The fairy found herself pressed under Holly’s soft stomach, quite near to her groin, while the back of her head pushed back against Tiae.



Having little agency, Fira could only let out a muffled noise somewhere between a grunt and a moan. She felt them sandwich her all the more firmly, wrapping arms about the opposite pair of hips to trap the tiny fairy woman in a bodily embrace. She was able to breathe, though just barely, and took in the aroma of Holly’s skin in heavy and excited breaths. Soon she could think of little else but pleasure, and immersed herself in that tight place as they collectively moved to the rhythm.



Holly had wrapped her arms around Tiae first, though the enchantress was quick to follow suit. She used her legs to guide Fira forward, knowing that the shy fairy was undoubtedly enjoying herself. Her presence only divided them below the hips, and above there, the softness of Holly’s nude body laid against Tiae’s body. She reached up and passed her hand gently over her breast, taking care to avoid tugging those golden chains, before squeezing the sizable breast in her hand. She felt an immense surge of pleasure at the feel of Holly, who offered herself so wholly and seemed to grant pleasure in excess with part of her body. For a moment, she felt the urge to lean in and kiss her, but Holly had drawn near with her body, while her face remained back with an ecstatic bliss strewn there, her heavy breasts heaved up for all to enjoy. Her presence was powerful to the point of being preturnatual, causing the other fae dancing there to move all the more amorously, and it was in that moment that Tiae knew this fae was descendant of one of the high divinities of sex and love. She could not sense that magic well, but knew it by its sign.



Holly swung around then, releasing Fira from her exciting but not-particularly-comfortable position. Again she presented her enormous ass, and let it fall back gently against Fira’s face, smothering her. Now Tiae moved to wrap her arms around Holly again, and held her tightly, so that Fira’s face was pressed up firmly into the elf’s ass with only a thin sheet of silk to divide them.



Fira’s had little time to react, her wide-eyed excitement vanishing as her face disappeared entirely between Holly’s ass and Tiae’s hip. At first Holly merely laid her ass directly on Fira’s face, but then she worked that immense and soft presence back and forth, encouraging Fira’s face to find its way between her cheeks, so that she was altogether smothered. It was as though Holly was sitting on her face, as she squeezed back against her to emulate that pressure, and began to energetic dance again. Now Holly moved her ass back and forth to the music but stayed within Tiae’s holding, grinding Fira’s face with increasing intensity and pressure.



The fairy groaned out her bliss unheard, hardly able to make a move. She took little steps, though she felt that even if she quit holding herself up altogether, the sandwiching force would have kept her standing. She could only manage tiny breaths and with difficulty, and each one carried an intense and lustful aroma from Holly’s intimacy. She could not help but breathe it in, feeling in that moment as affected by the sweet aroma as every other source of pleasure. She labored away at her breathing as she felt the warmth of Holly’s ass cheeks pressing in against the sides of her face, almost encompassing her head.



As they moved, Tiae slowly passed her hand along Holly’s soft thigh, feeling her and appreciating her. Another hand rose from around her hips to fondle at those breasts again, teasingly stroking her finger along the gold of one of the bar piercings, and gently tugging its chain. Her lower hand found its way under the short silk skirt Holly wore, and began to raise it- though with Fira’s face where it was, they could hardly move the fabric.



“What are you doing, huh?” Holly asked teasingly. She tensed her asscheeks, squeezing Fira’s face tightly there for a moment more before breaking away in her dance. She slowed down, breathing, and turned her head up with closed eyes. “If you want to dance
 that
 close we should find a place to ‘dance’ alone,” Holly suggested.



Fira took a moment to breathe, her face sweltering. She felt hot, and saw the sweat dripping off of Holly’s thighs. As she spun, Fira could see where her face had left a damp spot of slopper on Holly’s skirt, from being so smothered there.



Tiae breathed deeply, halting in her dance. “What do you think, Fira? I suppose we’ll have more chances for more romantic nights out,” she said, chuckling warmly. Fira knew she desired the elf as much as she did; they had shared partners before. She bobbed her head, unable to muster a proper word, but compelled by her desire.



The three of them absconded swiftly into a cool place by the lake, where fireflies and moonlight made the water glimmer. Tiae used an enchantment to gather up some soft leaves and grasses and create a bit of bedding for them, laden with the herbs that grew there. They could hear the music continuing in the distance, but now that they were some ways from the main bustle, they could also hear the soft sounds of pleasure out in the woods, where other couples were undoubtedly underway in their bliss. Fira reclined her head against Tiae’s hips as she had been when they were dancing, and stared up at the sky, breathing peaceably. She knew they’d not be at rest for long.



Holly casually stepped over, stradling Tiae and standing above her. She loomed almost directly above Fira’s face, peering down at her intently. “You look comfy. If I lay down now I might fall asleep…” Holly said. “Though my feet are so tired.” She wiped her soles against the bed of grass, cleaning them of dust, and maintained her state down at Fira. “You’re so small and precious. You two are sweet together,” Holly commented. She lifted her foot and moved it to hover above Fira’s face.



Fira huffed and giggled up at her, moving her face to stare past Holly’s foot. “Want me to give your feet a rub, get back into the mood?” she asked playfully.



“Oh I’m still in the mood,” Holly commented. She watched as Fira wrapped her tiny hands around her foot, her thumbs gently massaging along the sole. Holly didn’t let Fira continue long in her massage, however. She soon pressed down with her foot, settling her large sole over Fira’s face.



“Mph!” Fira moaned with surprise. Again she was greeted with an aroma that was almost irresistible, and her lips parted slightly to let her tongue out. She licked Holly’s foot, finding the taste almost entirely overwhelming. Unable to stop herself, she lathered Holly’s foot with her tongue, licking and slurping between her toes and down her sole. Holly brought her foot ward and let her toes press softly into Tiae’s belly as she stepped more firmly on Fira’s face, smothering her under her foot.



Tiae chuckled warmly, stroking Fira’s hair as she cleaned Holly’s foot. “A shame I must bring her home. I imagine she’d make a good pet for you,” Tiae commented to Holly, seeing how the elf seemed to want to possess her little fairy girlfriend.



Holly barked a laugh. “She would make a good pet! So willing to be useful,” she said with more snickering. Her eyes were affixed to Fira with interest as the little fairy worked away with that tongue. “Lucky she’s not alone. I’d probably sit on her and never get up,” Holly said with a wide and lustful grin. “Not more than enough to let her have a tiny breath, before getting back to work.”



Tiae chuckled warmly, finding Holly’s words exciting. “No doubt you’d keep her like that all the evening, energetic and lustful thing that you are,” she remarked.



“I would… and then I’d stuff her into a sack and make her min,” Holly promised.



Tiae grinned at her warmly. “You’d make me jealous, were you not also sharing such gifts with me,” she said.



“Oh, did you want a taste, too?” Holly asked, teasingly. “I’ll give you both something special.”



Holly slowly began to squat down, her large thighs parting as her immense ass loomed above Fira’s face. She gave Tiae a moment to push her legs under the fairy woman, becoming like a bed to her. Holly faced them, staring down at the two women laying in that bed of moss and vine.



She hovered there, letting her transparent golden silks cascade down around Fira’s face. From that spot, Fira had a clean view of the bared intimacy of the elf. Between those immense thighs, her perfect slit dripped with arousal, the nectar landing on Fira’s lip. She took its taste, and was at once reduced to pleading, so affected by the flavor of Holly’s cum that she felt insatiably drawn to it. She opened her mouth widely, eagerly awaiting for Holly to drop those hips and rest the entirety of her delightful weight on her face.



Tiae had also found her mood, and pulled down her gown to release her petite and perfect breasts. She was well endowed but not nearly so generously as Holly, although her breasts were perky and shone, pale as her skin was, in the light. Her fiery bronze hair laid messily across her chest and the bed of foliage, and she curled a finger, inviting Holly to settle in close. For the moment Tiae took her attention off of Fira, trusting that she’d find her own bliss in that hot and smothering place.



“Take a deep breath~” Holly said musically, and allowed Fira to do so before resting the full weight of her ass down on her face. Fira was pressed down into Tiae’s body beneath her and altogether encompassed by flesh, with only her toes peeking out from behind Holly. Her head became tightly sandwiched between Tiae’s groin and Holly’s bare ass, which swallowed up her face. Mindlessly, Fira licked, conscious only of an excellent taste, and the knowledge that she was giving pleasure. To be used in this way was an unbelievable pleasure to her, and the way they had spoken of making her serve had sent shivers through her like lightning. Now her bliss was orgasmic and unwavering as she licked away, her face worked all the way up between Holly’s cheeks such that her nose was tightly pressed into the elf’s immaculate asshole, and her lips rubbed messily against the lower half of her slit. There was little to do but to move her mouth and tongue, knowing that Holly would drive the pace as she saw fit with the workings of her immense and powerful hips. A mere twitch was enough to guide Fira’s lips right where she wanted them, and she did not hesitate to use the pinning hold of her ass to woman-handle Fira at every opportunity.



As Holly let Fira taste her ass and pussy, and lick the sweat from her thighs, she leaned forward to take Tiae’s breast to her lips, drawing her in near, so that they sat almost upright with Fira held upside down, her face smothered deeply into Holly’s pussy, held there by Tiae’s leg. Grinding against her, the two worked together to use Fira like a fucktoy, working her against themselves. What was known already to Tiae soon became obvious to Holly too: Fira was far more durable than her small size would suggest. Holly had begun gently enough, or at least been conscious of Fira’s responses as she settled down her weight. She felt the fairy squirm and wiggle under her, and now against her pussy, almost as though she could be stuffed in. Small though she was, her face could only ram the entrance, pushing into Holly’s mound and sending waves of pleasure through her as she grinded. Holly’s panties had slid aside, easily accessible as her silken garment left her exposed, but when she felt the two of them coming to grand side by side, sharing Fira between them like a toy, she slowed her pace and locked eyes with Holly.



“She has other fun uses, too,” Tiae said, selling the secrets of her lover with glee. She halted a moment and let Fira breathe, combing her tousled hair from her face. “Want to show this nice elf what a good fuck-toy you can be?” she asked, gnawing on her lip. Fira obeyed, conjuring up her magic, and beginning to shrink in size. Holly brought her fingers to her lips and watched with delight as Fira assumed her fairy-sized form, now truly like a doll, between them. Her tiny presence was lost to sight between the two pairs of thighs that engulfed her, and Holly wasted no time scooting in further, her hand coming down to pluck off Fira’s little dress.



“So adorable! You’re precious… such a snack!” Holly said. Fira turned her gaze almost vertical to look at the two giantesses looming over her, who had her so tightly enclosed by their forms. The warm presence of either woman’s pussy could be felt in the air, and Fira breathed it in almost feverishly.



Tiae looked down at Fira intently. “I want you to imagine Holly is going to take you home now… but, oh, no! She hasn’t got any pockets,” Tiae said, stifling a low chuckle. She reached down and took Fira up in her hands, knowing well how to hold her securely. “Would you put her here?” Tiae inquired, gently pressing Fira against the elf’s chest between her tits. “Strung up on golden chains for safekeeping, like an amulet?”



Holly burst out laughing, her massive tits trembling on either side of Fira with dule thuds intensely audible to her tiny ears. “It is a good place for her! Though everyone would see!” she said. “Perhaps with a nice tight top, that holds these melons together,” Holly said, pressing her breasts in snugly against eachother, and smothering Fira between them.



“Now that’s a treat… I’m afraid I don’t have quite enough to do that to her properly,” Tiae said, feeling some empathetic pleasure for the bliss Fira must be feeling.



Holly was enjoying the play, and after a few more moments of grinding Fira between her gigantic breasts, she let her drop into her lap and rest there between her thighs. Again Fira was left staring up at two enormous and beautiful woman, ready to be used by them in any way they might desire.



“If I wore proper clothes maybe,” Holly continued, taking delight in toying with the fairy. “I could tuck her away in my panties. That’d be a good cozy spot for a long journey.”



“Oh yes, she makes an excellent panty pet. I’d lend you mine, but I don’t think we’re the same size,” Tiae said with a warm and playful laugh. “Here, I’ll show you how to use her.”


Tiae scooted in again, taking Fira in her hand. She straightened her out and turned her so that her head pressed against Holly’s petals, and her body was posed to enter her. Then she drew her hips near and tucked Fira’s legs into her own pussy, and finally, pushed in and against Holly, such that their lower lips met, and Fira entirely inside them.



Then, it was a lusty rhythm. No music was now heard, but at their own pace, they worked and grinded, moving back and forth and in every way that caused that perfect ecstasy to rush through them. Fira squirmed, dancing with her body for their pleasure, servicing them both as they made her their toy. Tiae and Holly brought their lips together and kissed as their hips continued to withdrawal and thrust in turn, a hand sometimes dropping down there to attend to Fira, if only to orient her for their own pleasure. Fira slipped more deeply into Holly, and rather than pull her out some, Tiae pressed her in, letting her slip entirely into Holly’s pussy.



Holly seemed taken over by something that was altogether too powerful even for her experienced self, she gasped, feeling the fairy within her, squirming against her slick inner walls. Fira knew just how to please her, for she had been put to this use by Tiae many times before, and stored there just the way they teased. She was altogether too wrapped up to be embarrassed, but would not have been able to muster a word, then. Holly fell back onto her ass and Tiae dived in, bringing her lips to Holly’s pussy to pleasure her with an intense and urgent energy. Within moments, Holly began to cum, her inner walls clenching down against Fira with firm strength, only increasing the intensity of the bliss. It shook through her entirely, making her spasm and twitch and finally squirt out her ecstatic nectar all over Fira’s body and into Tiae’s mouth. When the release had coursed through her entirely, she fell backward and landed on the bed of leaves with a waited thud, leaving Fira to soak in the delicious bath of her nectar. Tiae continued to lap it up and drink of her sweet release, apparently finding it as addicting as Fira did. She fingered herself until she drank, doing both to satisfaction, and then collapsed into the vines.



When the three had collected some themselves, they took Fira out and rested her against Tiae’s breast, cuddling once more.



“What wonders you’ve shown me, this night. You two clearly know how to have fun,” Holly said. “I would regret to depart from you, if I did not know when again we might… toy around,” Holly said with a heated giggle.



“Ah, you’re a fast friend to us. Of course I’ll give you the directions for my mansion. I’ve some other enchantments available there that could… make things even more exciting for the three of us - and perhaps some others.”



They laughed warmly, and chatted on through the evening, speaking of desires and experiences. The acquaintance made that evening would end up being a treasure, bestowing ecstatic bliss frequently upon the enchantress and her little fairy lover.
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