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The Shrinking Stone
 :
 A Lesbian Macro/Micro Erotica







Despite juggling feelings for each other off and on over the years, Alyssa and Kayley have never had a real opportunity to hit it off. Following a chance meeting at work, Kayley invites her friend to come by her home after hours for a drink and dinner.



Hoping for the best, Alyssa is eager to spend some alone time with her long-time crush. She soon finds that Kayley has a
 little
 secret with
 big
 potential.







Tags: Erotica, Macro/Micro, Shrinking, Lesbian, Gentle Giantess, Vaginal Insertion, Breast Play, Size Difference, Licking, Living Sex Toy, Urban Fantasy, Romance, Tiny-in-Bra, Tiny-in-Pants, First Time.







Word Count: 11500







Familiar of the Witch: Summoned for Her Pleasure (A Size-difference Lesbian Threesome Erotica)







The curvaceous red-headed witch Penelope delights in her power and dominance, taking pleasure in the service of her minions. From a book of ancient and lustful spirits, a golden sprite is conjured to serve as a toy for her and her thick short stack succubus. The two make use of their new willing sex toy with strap-ons in this sexually charged, devilously indulgent erotic short.
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Tiny Temptations







The sweet touch of lover’s lips was the confectioners masterpiece, and Leah had come to work with a tiny temptation. Mel stands just short of six inches tall and yet has found herself infatuated with her culinary partner, a giantess in comparison. Although the two initially attempt to remain professional, each quickly submits to their curious lust.
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Faerie: Volume I + II







Unexpected pleasure comes between two unlikely lovers.







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







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







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







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







Dame Audrey Mathiel sets out on a paramount quest to defeat a true dragon, and permanently establish herself among the ranks of the heroes. After taking some time to boast and sample the local delights, she marches out to challenge what would be her greatest foe.







But unlike the lesser drakes that Audrey had faced before, this dragoness is a towering figure that invokes fear in all that behold her dark and enormous form. Audrey knows that if her strength falters, she may end up yet another meal for the massive winged beauty in the dark.







Filled with adventure, sex, and sizeplay, Lair of the Dragoness is the beginning of an exciting and titillating fantasy adventure.
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For the fair folk, the festival of Daphnephoria brings delights of all kinds. Once every nine years, fae both big and small arrive from across the land to exchange gifts and stories of ancient lore. Faela is the nymph of a laurel tree and descendent of the revered naiad for which the festival is named.



One can be careless in haste, and the enchanted forests are full of dangers and delights. Faela encounters Nadi, a much larger glen-nymph, and the two soon find pleasure in their differences.
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On either side of a small jewelry kiosk, the mall’s denizens flowed ceaselessly. It was as though the little display was a rock amidst the torrential flow of a river, parting the people like water as they traveled along. They marched to their destinations to the upbeat tone of mall music, and only a portion of them lingered near the displays to longingly examine the finery there. For the most part, the employee overseeing the kiosk was left alone.



Alyssa didn’t mind it. She was content to entertain herself with her thoughts between customers; the hours passed quickly enough. Late spring had finally brought along some decent weather, and she occasionally enjoyed a look at a passing shopper in light, revealing, summer clothes. It was entertainment enough when she couldn’t look at her phone. The management wanted her to stand up straight by the main display hold her posture and expression in as welcoming of a manner as she was able, so as to encourage people to come inquire after her wares. It was hard not to feel stupid, grinning at the passing crowds.



Sometimes she recognized people from high school, although it had been a few years since her graduation. She was extraverted enough to enjoy the encounters, and always took the chance to catch up a bit as she talked about the items on display, or at least pretended to. The supervisor came around on the hour, but she could get away with a bit of chat.



She wore her hair down, despite its long length, and tended to idly run her fingers though the black locks that dangled over her chest. The uniform top was a red tank top with a thick black stripe down the side, and it fit her form rather snugly. She liked it, personally, finding that it wasn’t a bad look with the leggings. Admittedly she might have prefered to wear something that didn’t so blatantly accentuate the shape of her breasts, but it was preferable to getting drenched in a sweater. Even with the air conditioning, the endless flow of bodies gave off a lot of heat.



“Hey! Alyssa!” A familiar voice reached her, and she turned to identify its source.



Kayley was moving toward her, navigating around some of the other shoppers as she approached the kiosk. Alyssa gave her a cheery smile, and moved away from the register to greet her friend.



“Hey! What are you up to, Kayley?” she asked cheerily. It’d been some time since they’d gotten to chat.



Kayley leaned over the display and offered Kayley a quick hug, embracing her affectionately before releasing her and setting her hands upon the warm glass. “Ooof. Not a lot, just been passing some time before my shift.



“It’s been forever! I saw you at the bar last weekend and didn’t get a chance to say hello.”



“Oh, wow. I was a mess.” Kayley threw her hand up dismissively, shaking her head gently in a slightly bewildered manner. She’d painted her nails a soft blue to match her shirt, and Alyssa noticed that her eyeliner had been done the same shade as well. It was a good look on her.



“I’m sorry. I heard about you and Lilian.”



Kayley shrugged lightly. “It’s no big deal. Sort of a long-time-coming thing.”



Alyssa nodded understandingly, but was quiet for a moment as she found herself uncertain of what to say. It was odd, to her, to hear that Kayley was single again. They’d never been truly close but had been good friends all through high school. Usually at least one of them was caught up dating someone else, so they’d never truly gone that route before. She had to wonder of it, now.



“Well… are you happy?” she inquired in an amiable and light-hearted tone.



“Hah. Better, at least.” Kayley offered a small smirk, and directed her attention away from Alyssa’s gaze in a manner that seemed somewhat bashful, appraising the jewelry in the case, instead.



“You look good, anyway. I’ve missed seeing you around!” Alyssa had missed her quite a bit, actually. She found herself uncertain, wondering if Kayley had given her the same mind.



“We should catch up,” Kayley offered. “I’ve been renting a new place downtown. Don’t you live near the college?”



“Yeah! Wow, that’s cool. I’d be down to hang.”



“I’ll text you the address. Would you want to come by tonight?”



Alyssa was surprised to hear the invitation, but eager. “Sure! Do you … want me to bring by something to eat?”



“I’ll cook us something! I was planning on making something anyway.”



“Okay, sounds fun!”



“Want to come by around eight?”



“Sure!”



The smiled to each other cheerily, and there was a bit of a lapse in their conversation. Alyssa couldn’t help but feel a little bit of elation at the prospect of spending some time with her high school crush. She had to wonder what it meant to Kayley.



“I’ll let you get back to work, see you then!”



“See you!” Alyssa considered throwing out some conversation starter to keep her around, as she was sad to see her leaving so soon, and dreaded the lonely and boresome hours ahead. Kayley moved away and was soon lost in the mall crowds, and before long, a customer approached and diverted her attention. Still, she would spend the rest of the day thinking of the night to come.







When she pulled up at the house, she found herself experiencing a rather severe pang of anxiety. She’d managed to remain giddy and confident up until this point, but it’d been a while since she’d hung out with a friend like this, and she was concerned she might come across a little too strong.



It wasn’t just that Kayley may be uninterested in a relationship. Alyssa was worried she could hurt her by pursuing anything too quickly. Kayley might assume she was only interested in sex and had no desire to pursue closer friendship.



Alyssa checked her face in the car mirror before stepping up and heading toward the house. She expected she’d have the opportunity to hang around by the door for a few minutes and quell her final nerves, but it swung open as soon as she approached.



“Hey hey! Welcome, what up?” Kayley greeted her cheerily, and opened her arms to invite Alyssa’s hug. They embraced again, and Alyssa gave her a little affectionate pat on the back before parting.



“Not so much! Your house looks great!” It was a good looking home and well located, with the college and other downtown hubs just a few blocks away. Alyssa knew there were some great hiking paths just down the road from there, and a few parks along the riverside.



“Thank you. I like it a lot, I’d been staying in an apartment over at the skyline but it was getting a bit cramped.”



“Yeah, I’m hoping to find a new place sometime soon, too. It’s cool we’re living by each other now, though!”



Kayley stepped aside and gestured invitingly for Alyssa to enter. The home was simply furnished, but spacious for it. She had a nice looking slope arm two seat sofa with dark felt and numerous pillows, and clean white carpeting in the living room. The winder staircase was located between the open kitchen and the living room and made of dark wood with a strong gloss. The walls were unadorned with any finery as of yet.



“Very nice!” Alyssa said. She wasn’t sure what all Kayley had planned for them tonight, but hung her purse on the hook by the door and continued to amiable chat. “Looks really good in here. I like your couch and tv.” She gestured at the widescreen, subtly inquiring if they might sit together and watch something.



“Oh yeah. I’ve been lazy about unpacking the rest of my things.” The show on the television looked like some sort of antique-trading family drama. “Been pretty much just lazing about all.”



“Yeah, same, honestly.” Alyssa had actually only been home for a few hours, but admittedly she hadn’t done anything else with her day but change out of her slacks and fix her makeup. Her thoughts had been on Kayley almost the entire time, and she had felt the anticipation. She’d put on some jean shorts over fishnet leggings and still wore her uniform tank top.



“I’ve got some salmon in the oven, should be about done.”



“Okay. Yum!”



Kayley turned from her and took up her over mitts from the granite counter in her kitchen, and Alyssa moved to the couch and sat down there. She’d been on her feet a lot today, and couldn’t help but heave a relaxed sigh as she settled down before the television.



The show told the story of a family that owned an antique business and seemed to always be up to some new shenanigan as they tried to acquire rare and valuable pieces. It was highly dramatized like other shows of its type, and currently showed the ‘mom’ of the family (Alyssa didn’t know her name) attempting to haggle down the price on the journal of some renowned collector. Alyssa relaxed and watched it for a minute or two as Kayley dished them up some salmon.



Her eyes wandered away from the show to peer, perhaps discreetly, at her companion. Kayley was taller than her and had a more slender figure, slightly smaller breasts, and a face with pleasant, well defined features. There was some pang of longing in Alyssa as she watched the other woman serving them up a portion of the filet. She was elegant in her mannerisms and had a degree of grace that made Alyssa dread her own potential inadequacy, despite herself.



She looked away hastily enough when Kayley turned toward her, only to look back once the other was near enough to be
 noticed
 without implying that she was being
 watched
 .



“Oh wow! That looks super good,” Alyssa said cheerily, taking the offered plate and fork and setting it down gently in her lap.



“I hope you like it! We’re so spoiled here with salmon I’ve been trying to eat more of it. Super cheap and fresh.” They lived near enough to the water to enjoy this perk. “And it’s such a healthy food.” Kayley sat down beside Alyssa, resting near her, but not quite against her. She sank her fork into the edge of the fillet, tearing off a corner of of the steamy, vibrant pink meat, and depositing it in her mouth.



“I should too. I’m lazy about cooking.” Alyssa had a bite as well, humming a pleased note as she tasted the delicious buttery glaze. “Wow, that is super good.”



“Thank you!” Do you wanna watch anything?” Kayley reached past Alyssa to grab the remote, and turned the TVs volume up a tad. Her body came to rest against Alyssa’s with the movement, and once the remote was in hand, she didn’t scoot herself away.



“Oh? This is fine.” Alyssa hadn’t been paying too much attention to the show, but she was distracted by the warmth of her friend’s body against her side, and couldn’t really think of anything else she’d want to watch at the moment. Right now she was content with the food and near-cuddling. Kayley set down the remote to treat herself to another bite of the meal she had prepared.



They enjoyed each other’s company quietly for a time, having the first few bites of their meal without too much conversation. Kayley remained close against Alyssa, and seemed to find the silence comfortable. For a few minutes that continued until Alyssa mustered the courage to inquire after her thoughts.



“Do you figure you’ll be uhm, back in the dating pool?” she asked, trying to sound casual and non-suggestive about it. Kayley tossed a curious glance in her direction, swallowing before responding.



“I guess so, huh.” Her host didn’t seem overly certain, but she didn’t seem truly hesitant either. “No sense wasting time.”



“I feel you there. Dating can be a real hassle, though.”



“I try not to stress myself over it. People come into your life, and then they go. I guess it’s just how it is.”



Alyssa nodded lightly, finding herself well aware of the truth in Kayley’s words. It did not occur to her as overly pessimistic, but she could detect the remnant implication of pain in the words.



“Yeah, I was just thinking today - we’ve been friends a real long time, huh? I can’t really remember when we first started talking.”



“Mm. History class in sixth grade.”



Immediately the memory returned to Alyssa, and she recalled playfully joking with Kayley during the period. Their instructor had been a temperamental woman inclined toward long and dense rants, which while insightful, provided plenty of teasing material for the students. “Oh wow. Remember miss Klein?”



Kayley laughed cheerily. “Yep. We were
 brats
 .” Kayley emphasised the word with a bit of a grimace, evidently remembering how harsh and rowdy their childish teasing could get. “I have a bottle of chardonnay if you’d like. I can’t remember if you drink.”



“Sometimes! That sounds really good right now. I do have to drive home later though.”



“Do you work tomorrow?”



“Got the day off.” Alyssa was already dreading her departure from the house. She was having a good time, and enjoying Kayley’s closeness. Admittedly she had been craving physical affection, among other things.



“If you’d like, you can stay here. The guest bedroom isn’t set up yet but I’ve got some blankets and uhm, pillows.” Kayley gestured around them at the small multitude of pillows that had been piled up on the couch, and Alyssa couldn’t help but grin. The offer was immensely attractive, and she felt herself relaxing onto the couch even as her friend spoke the words.



“Sure! Thank you. Would love to do a sleepover. Just like highschool, huh?”



“Except for with no parents checking in on us.”



Something about Kayley’s tone seemed a tad suggestive, but Alyssa wasn’t sure if she imagined it. She certainly didn’t want to presume such was a proposition and give Kayley the wrong idea about all the time they’d spent together in those earlier years. She turned to Kayley to say something witty about adult sleepovers, but her friend was holding a fork up between them, which in turn presented the last piece of the salmon from her plate.



Alyssa seemed surprised and grinned slightly before opening her mouth to receive the offered gift. Kayley gently fed it to her, and drew the fork out from between her lips when the bit of fish was secured. Alyssa only had time to mumble out a small word of appreciation before Kayley had hoped up from her seat and made haste over toward the kitchen once again.



Snapping out of the momentary daze, Alyssa’s attention returned to the TV once again as she waited for her friend to pour the wine. They’d cut away from the family to talk about a particular wild set of circumstances that had seen the journal’s owner driven mad. Alyssa quickly mentally tuned the show out, finding Kayley much more interesting. She contemplated what her friend might have meant with her words and the flirtatious gesture. Unable to spend the entire evening wondering and wanting, Alyssa resolved to make a move.



Kayley was back soon with two generously filled cups of the chardonnay. She offered one, and it was graciously accepted. When Kayley sat down again, Alyssa reclined back cozily on the couch and moved her arm around the host, albeit resting on the cushion rather than Kayley’s shoulders. In her left hand Alyssa cradled the cup of wine, bring it forward to inhale deeply before taking a drink. It had been a while since she’d had a good chardonnay, and it went excellently with her salmon.



Her friend seemed to appreciate the closeness, and relaxed gently back against the others arms. They sat against each other so that their sides connected them, and the warmth was rather pleasant. The silence, comfortable initially, slowly became an odd sort of pressure to Alyssa as she felt inclined to break it.



“This is really nice. I’m so glad you came by the kiosk.”



“I was glad to see you! Sort of nice to catch up with a friend who… isn’t already tired of listening to me.”



Alyssa grinned cheerily. “I wouldn’t worry about that.”



“At any rate, things have been quiet for me and yours was - uhm, a pleasant face to stumble upon.” She stifled a small giggle and quickly brought her own cup to her lips, so as to avoid saying anything foolish. Alyssa could see the bashfulness in her mannerism, and realized rather suddenly that her host must be nursing her own shyness, given the circumstances. It was an oddly reassuring thing.



Alyssa gently tightened her arm around Kayley’s back, settling her hand on her shoulder and gently guiding her toward herself, to cuddle. It was an uncertain gesture but Kayley responded quickly, moving her back in front of Alyssa and gently resting against her bosom. Each of them was careful not to spill their drinks, and those first few moments of close togetherness seemed to grant them both a deep sense of elation. As Kayley drew near and partially moved onto her lap, Alyssa allowed her hand to slide off of Kayley’s shoulder and settle on her thigh instead.



The moment was tender and neither of them seemed inclined to move things along too hastily. Alyssa let her eyes rest upon Kayley’s cheek until her friend looked, and then moved them away almost involuntarily. When next she looked and saw Kayley was still fixated on her, she did not turn away.



Perhaps they would have kissed, then. Alyssa was certainly ready for it, and it seemed as though there was nothing to deter them. But Kayley seemed distracted, and her eyes wandered away from Alyssa to look at the show. Alyssa hadn’t been paying it the tiniest mind, and initially worried that Kayley may have directed her attention away so as to avoid the imminent kiss, as she couldn't imagine anything on the television being that interesting. Still, she followed her friend’s gaze, and listened.



The narrator was describing a particular account from the aforementioned collector’s journal, in which he described tiny humanoids assailing his thoughts and tormenting him throughout the night. The show made a laugh out of it, but Kayley’s expression was one of deep seriousness. The story was bizarre, to be certain, but not to such an extent so as to captivate Kayley’s attention the way it did. She looked at the television screen with her mouth partially agape, as though having some manner of epiphany or deep contemplation.



“Mm?” Alyssa inquired gently, attempting to regain her friend’s attention. It seemed to bring Kayley back to reality, but when she looked again at Alyssa, her bedroom-eyes had become more alert and decisive.



“I want to… show you something,” Kayley said softly, the words escaping her lips with audible hesitance.



Unable to make sense of it, Alyssa humored her and nodded lightly, speaking in an amiable tone. “Okay! What is it?”



“It’s… a surprise.” Kayley grinned again, cheeriness returning to her features as the uncertainty washed away. “It’s upstairs.”



Kayley scooted off of her friend, grabbed her purse, and rose quickly to her feet. Albeit confused by the sudden change in tone, Alyssa found herself rather curious. She wondered what the show could have possibly reminded Kayley of to spur such a sudden decision. Careful to not spill her wine, she stood up with a small grunt and quickly followed her friend to the stairway.



“It’s a secret thing - uhm - I’ve never actually really told anyone.”



Alyssa couldn’t help but raise her brow. She was momentarily intimidated, even, as she wondered just what this secret could be.



“So it’s important you don’t…”



“Oh! Of course. I won’t tell anyone,” Alyssa said. Whatever it was she was sure she could keep the secret, although she had a subconscious concern that it might be something truly startling. The first thing to come to her mind was a jar of toenail clippings.



She erased that unpleasant thought from her mind by instead occupying her thoughts with Kayley’s rear. It was hard not to watch it as she climbed the stairs behind her companion, who wore only soft grey yoga pants with her blue tank top.



Kayley lead Alyssa to her room and closed the door behind them before flicking on the light. This room was sparsely furnished as well, although she had a computer desk and a black leather chair beside it. Her bed was adorned with a quilt-pattern blanket and a rather soft looking grey pillow.



“I like your room,” Alyssa offered, her curiosity immense at this point. She wondered, momentarily, if this had been some manner of trick to get her up into the bedroom, but she didn’t expect that Kayley would be so mischievous.



“Thank you… you can sit down if you want.” She gestured lightly at the bed as she strode over to her closet, and Alyssa moved there to take a seat and watch, with some anticipation, as Kayley retrieved the special and secretive thing.



She emerged from the closet with a little wooden box, elegant engraved, with golden patterns of finery along the side and a large, almost fantastical keyhole. The key itself was produced from the purse.



“That’s a cute box.”



“Mhm…” Kayley walked back across the room and sat down gently beside Alyssa, peering at her attentively. She inserted the key, turned it, and, after a small amount of hesitation, opened it up.



Inside, settled gently a pad of felt like those used to display jewelry, was a small golden sphere. It was the size of a marble and caught the light with such brilliance and illumination that it appeared, at first, as though it was molten hot. Alyssa soon noticed that it wasn’t just the reflection of the room’s light that made the sphere glimmer so vibrantly, but rather the object itself was aglow.



“Wow - what is that?” Alyssa asked, finding herself immediately fascinated in the beautiful little trinket. In the modern world fantastic gems and stones could be crafted artificially from cheap plastics, and yet she couldn’t help but feel that which she beheld was something truly special.



“It’s...a stone. Something I got a long time ago, from a family friend.”



Alyssa peered at her attentively, bidding her to continue and elaborate.



“I was reminded of it by the show. Something they said - it’s…”



Alyssa could barely even remember what the show had been discussing. Something about an old insane collector, tiny tormentors.



“I’m sorry -” Kayley said, gently lowing the boxes lid and shutting it once more. “Maybe I shouldn’t.”



Alyssa couldn’t help but feel a pang of deep regret to see the stone’s glow obscured once again, but she noted the uncertain tone in her companion’s voice. “It’s something very valuable? You don’t have to show me if you don’t want to,” she said gently.



“No, I should show you. It’s just - you’ll have to bear with me. It’s something unnatural - something very odd.”



And so she opened the box again, and gently took the stone from its place. Alyssa was almost startled it might burn Kayley’s finger, but when she showed no sign of harm, she leaned in to examine it in the other’s palm.



“I do not know what it’s called, but I know what it does. It makes things… smaller, for a time. It… shrinks them.”



Alyssa furrowed her brow slightly, looking between the object and Kayley. She couldn’t help but feel, immediately, that she was being teased. This was the part where her friend would laugh at her for being gullible, and explain the item was actually a gold-painted gumball or the like. Still, she could not read any disingenuity in the other’s tone.



“Magic?” Alyssa inquired tentatively, her voice bearing an appropriate level of skepticism, but no disregard.



“I do not know what else it could be. I’m… I should probably show you.”



“Show me?” Alyssa widened her eyes slightly, looking again to the sphere as though it might erupt in arcane power any moment. She still couldn’t be sure if this was a trick or not, but she was eager to see what Kayley had planned regardless. Real or not, she was fascinated.



Her friend raised her hand slowly, holding the stone daintily between two fingers. She seemed to aim it away from them, and Alyssa followed her gaze to the black leather chair that stood next to her computer desk.



Suddenly, white light filled her vision. It was like a camera flash or the sharp illumination of lightning as every surface of the room glowed intensely. She couldn’t help but let out a little yelp, but as soon as the sound escaped her lips, the light was fading.



The chair was gone.


No, it wasn’t gone - it was there on the floor. It was so small she didn’t even notice it until her eyes glanced down and noticed it’s little toy-sized presence upon the carpeting.



She gasped sharply, her hand moving to her chin as she struggled to fathom what had happened. She knew what had
 seemed
 to happen, knowing what Kayley had described, but all she could think was that it had to be some kind of trick. Where could the real chair have gone, and how has her friend replaced it with this miniature?



Kayley rose from the bed and walked to the space the chair had occupied before its sudden reduction in size. She bent down and gently plucked it from her carpet, turning and extending her hand to show Alyssa.



In silence, Alyssa observed the tiny chair. She took it from her friend’s hand and stared attentively, with wonder, at the remarkable detail of the object. It was certainly crafted in the manner of the true chair, with impossibly small stitching in the leather and tiny omnidirectional wheels. With a small start, she realized that this was truly the chair she had seen as she entered.



“It’s… - this is really your chair?” she asked struggling to dispel her disbelief.



Kayley nodded slightly. “It works on anything. I’ve shrunk myself before… although I -”



“You’ve shrunk?! Yourself?” Alyssa was outstanded and couldn’t help but interrupt. Suddenly it clicked as to why the show had made Kayley think of this item. The image of a tiny Kayley was almost too much for her.



“Mhm. It really works.”



Alyssa looked between the stone and Kayley’s face, all disbelief fading and being replaced by wonder and curiosity. The potential of such a thing was surely immense, although she could not even predict how the world might react to it, if they found out.



Kayley took the tiny chair back from Alyssa and set it down gently on the floor a pace away, backing away from it and aiming the stone at it once more. Again the flash of light illuminated the room, but Alyssa closed her eyes this time as she anticipated it. When the glow faded, the chair was its regular size and appeared entirely unaltered.



“Do you - what would you do with it? Do you think it has… any uses?”



“I’m not sure really. I’ve used it for some things… sometimes to get rid of things, or to hide them.” Kayley rolled the stone between her fingers and moved back to the bed, sitting down gently beside Alyssa. “Do you want to try it?”



Alyssa was tempted, but also intimidated. “I’m not sure I trust myself with it. How does it work, anyway?”



“I don’t know, exactly. You just sort of think of the object and… focus intently. It’s not hard to do. It you want, I could shrink you.”



Alyssa stifled a gasp and raised her hands defensively. “Oh! No way - shrink me? That’s terrifying.”



“Why is it scary?” Kayley asked, grinning slightly at her friends reaction. “It’s entirely harmless.”



“What if you can’t make me normal?”



“I always can. I’ve done it hundreds of times on myself.”



“But what if it’s different? Or what if I get crushed or something.”



“I would be very gentle with you.”



Alyssa blinked, her mind rushing hastily over the various potential hazards. She imagined herself being so small as to fit into Kayley’s hand. It was a weird thought, but she couldn’t shake its compelling nature.



“I don’t think I can do it. Too scary. I can’t even imagine what it’d be like to be that small.”



Kayley lifted her shoulder in a small shrug, smiling warmly at her friend. “Neither could I, until I did it. It’s a whole new perspective.”



Alyssa was silent. She knew that now that she was aware of this strange thing and the alternate perspective it offered, she’d be unable to resist exploring its potential sooner or later. She couldn’t help but wonder if she was dreaming, and resisted the urge to pinch herself.



Suddenly she realized that she could not combat her curiosity any further. She longed to lower her guard and trust Kayley in this bizarre and fantastic endeavor.



“Maybe you could shrink me, for just a minute? Just so I can see what it’s like, if you can really… do that.”



“I can do it.” Kayley said softly, but excitement was clearly laden in the subtext of her confirmation. “But you’ll have to lay on the bed. If you sit on the edge you might fall off.”



Alyssa blinked a few times, staring down at the short distance between the bed and the carpeting. How odd that such a simple thing could be dangerous. The idea gave her second thoughts.



“This is going to be so fun! Maybe I can pick you up? I’ll be
 incredibly
 gentle with you.” She settled her hand against Alyssa’s arm and gently guided her down onto the bed, leaning over her with wide eyes and an enthusiastic expression. “Are you ready?”



Alyssa didn’t feel ready, but she knew then that she could not turn back. She’d never be able to live with herself if she opted to ignore the potential in this adventure. “I’m ready,” she said softly. Kayley took the glass of wine from her, and before Alyssa could think of something to add, or inquire further about the magic, a flash of white engulfed her vision.



Such a strange sensation of disorientation washed over her as the glow faded, and her vision became obscured by darkness. She could feel the weight of something like a heavy blanket upon her, and although it was not crushing her, she could do nothing to move it. The texture of the bed felt different; it seemed to her more fuzzy, more large in stitch. Suddenly she felt the weight of cloth upon her and moving away. She realized she was naked beneath it, although she could not understand why in this moment of shock and confusion. Suddenly she was exposed to the light again, and found herself laying naked on the bed. Her tank top was being lifted away from her by a massive, vision-encompassing arm.



“Are you okay?” Kayley’s voice asked with tremendous volume, booming down upon Alyssa like the voice of a goddess. The sound occurred to her as distant and unnatural, and she was too fearful to direct her gaze toward the source. When she looked up, she saw the same ceiling, the same room, but a drastically different perspective. Her eyes struggle to focus, finding the ceiling much farther away than she mentally understood it to be. The light was almost like a glaring sun, far elevated from her. Alyssa breathed heavily, momentarily terrified of moving in any way.



“Kayley?” she asked. Her own voice sounded off as well. It was not as distorted as Alyssa’s, but lacked any feedback from the room.



“Hey,” Kayley’s voice said, in a much softer tone. The tiny woman snapped out of her fearful paralysis and looked to her companion. Kayley sat near her on the bed, and towered above. She was the size of a building, and for a moment Alyssa’s eyes struggled to fathom her as the person she had been just before.



“What - am I small?” she asked dumbly, blinking a few times.



The now-giantess leaned down toward her, watching her with attentive eyes. “Huh?” she inquired, as though struggling to hear the smaller woman. Alyssa couldn’t help but flinch as the massive presence of her friend neared, as though she could be squashed on accident. She breathed heavily, collected herself, and sat up.



“Are you okay?” Kayley asked again, in a much softer tone. Now that the giant woman had leaned in close, Alyssa could feel the warmth of her breath rolling over her nude body.



They stared at each other’s faces, each of them requiring a moment to visually understand the other’s different relative size. Kayley’s eyes were massive and beautiful, and Alyssa could not look at them both at once due to her proximity and size. The glass of wine in Kayley’s hand was larger than Alyssa by two inches or perhaps slightly more, and the tiny human stared at it with fascination.



“I’m okay - I’m okay!” Alyssa said, raising her voice as she repeated the words, uncertain of how strongly her voice would carry. Kayley seemed to hear her well enough, and grinned widely.



“Oh my goodness… you’re so small! I’m sorry I’ve just - I’ve never done this to another person, only to objects and myself and… once a cat.”



Alyssa steadying her nerves as she investigated her surroundings. She stood up slowly and gave the bed an experimental little hop, finding herself largely unable to bounce as the mattress simply didn’t respond to her tiny mass. When her breasts bounced against her chests she realized, rather suddenly, that something wasn’t quite right.



“Wh - why am I naked?”



Kayley stifled a giggle. “Sorry! I meant to shrink you and your clothes but sometimes separate objects don’t get small together. Give me a second.”


Alyssa covered her chest bashfully as the giantess reached over to where Alyssa’s tank top and bra were laying, and shrank both items. The glare blinded Kayley once more, and she adjusted her hands so that one arm covered her chest, and the hand of the other arm shielded her eyes. Soon there was another flash of light as Kayley shrunk her leggings and jean-shorts as well.



“Here you go, sorry about that. I didn’t want to ask you to strip naked first. I figured you might get the wrong idea.” Kayley held the items daintily between two fingers, and offered them to Alyssa with care.



“It’s - it’s okay.” Alyssa said, quickly pulling on her tiny tank top, leggings, and shorts. Her underwear and socks remained regularly sized, forgotten at the foot of the bed, but she didn’t imagine she would be in this small state for very long.



Now she was beginning to calm, and a deep curiosity mingled with her uncertain feelings. With her clothes on she didn’t feel quite as vulnerable, although her fear was quickly fading as she saw that she was safe. She turned toward the window where the evening light shone through the curtains, and then turned around once more to stare out toward the rest of Kayley’s room from the plateau of the bed.



“Almost like a whole new world, huh?” Kayley scooted toward Alyssa gently, but the mattress warped with the presence of the giantess’ rear upon the bed and tilted beneath her feet, causing the tiny human to fall right over and tumble toward the side of Kayley’s thigh.


“Oh! Sorry,” Kayley exclaimed, freezing up as she ascertained she didn’t accidentally sit on the little woman. She tried to reach down with the hand that held the glass of wine to aid Alyssa, but ended up spilling a little splash of the chardonnay right onto her.



“Guh!” Alyssa exclaimed. Although only a sip of wine had been spilt, the tiny human found herself drenched with the chilled drink. She set her tiny hand against Kayley’s thigh and got to her feet as fist-sized drips fell from her soaked form.



“Sorry, sorry!” Kayley repeated hastily, hesitant to act lest she cause further issue. She pulled her arm away and leaned back to set the cup upon her bedside counter. The small woman occurred to her as so fragile, it would be all too easy to accidentally harm her. She was very slow as she returned to her seated position.



“It’s - it’s okay. Wow… this might take some getting used to.” Alyssa kept her tone cheery, although she was immensely uncertain of herself. She looked up along the length of Kayley’s body to meet her gaze and offered her a disheveled grin. Standing stood on the angled portion of the mattress, she rested her palms on the woman’s thigh to support her tiny form on the volatile terrain. Kayley wore attractive grey sweat pants made of a smooth and form fitting fabric, but at this tiny size, the stitching was defined enough that Alyssa could’ve poked her finger though it.



“Are you alright?” Kayley was unsure of what she could do for the little woman.



“Yeah - I’m… dripping a little.”



“Oh, yeah. Not your fault! Is it okay if I…” Kayley seemed unsure how to phrase the inquiry. She gestured with her hand, making a grabbing motion.



“Pick me up?”



“Yeah, or hold you. And I’ll be really careful.”



Alyssa pondered it for a moment, but soon relaxed into the idea. She no longer felt any distrust toward Kayley now that she had seen that the stone’s power was as she described. She nodded gently. “Okay. Just, gently.” Kayley’s hands could easily grab Alyssa around the torso, and undoubtedly cause great damage if the larger woman was not cautious.



First, Kayley set the stone back into its place in the box, and then set the box on the bedside counter. When she returned Alyssa uncertainly moved her arms straight out to her side. She imagined this was the best way for Kayley to take hold of her, and perhaps had retained the instinct from her years as a toddler. The sight of the tiny human waiting to be held made Kayley flush heavily, and she couldn’t hide her amusement.



“Oh my goodness you are so cute and small!” she practically squealed, gently extending her finger toward Alyssa to very lightly poke her in the stomach. Alyssa giggled, finding the joyous mannerism immediately contagious.



“I’m surprised you resisted shrinking people all this time,” Alyssa said, grinning.



“I know I have to be cautious with it. Maybe I should give it to someone - a scientist or a billionaire or… I don’t know. I don’t know how powerful it is. I’ve never tried it on something really, really big. But I couldn’t resist with you.” She reached out gently and wrapped her fingers around Alyssa’s back. The sensation of the hand grasping her was very odd. It was not unlike a hug, truly, but for that pressure was applied oddly and she could feel the restrained power behind the grip. Kaykey’s thump crossed her stomach and rested beneath Alyssa’s right arm, and the giantess’ fingers ran parallel to each other along her back, supporting her there.



“This is really something. It’s so different being this close.” Alyssa said, peering attentively up at Kayley’s features. She could see details of her face that she was never before able to see.



“I’m… really excited to get to share this with you. I know we haven’t been super close all these years but I feel… you know, a connection.” Kayley said softly. Alyssa nodded gently up toward her. She could smell the chardonnay upon Kayley’s breath as she spoke with the smaller humanoid near her lips.



“I know what you mean. Hey! Yeah, I know. I feel the same way. We sorta had a fear years around each other and uh, just different friend groups and schedules and stuff.”



There was a small twitch upon Kayley’s lips as though they itched to curl into a grin. Ordinarily she might have missed, but it was quite apparent with such proximity and scale. Her words felt awkward even as they escaped her lips, but she could see that Kayley was still with her. She couldn’t abide the uncertainty of this would-they or wouldn’t-they dynamic, and so continued in a casual tone, risking addressing directly that which she had alluded to.



“I would have asked you out but uh, seemed like the timing was never right.”



Kayley was quiet, although her eyes appeared lax and contented, with a suggestion of contemplation as they appraised the tiny human in her grip. “What about now?”



Alyssa flushed gently and smiled up at her with some degree of warmth. “Now would be a great time, really.” She cleared her throat, which must have sounded odd to Alyssa with the shift on tone, and continued. “I mean uh, if you were interested. I know you only recently split up with Lilian.”



“I can be pretty shy,” Kayley said. “I should be honest. I know this is all a lot of stuff at once. I had to show you this. I was scared to, but I figured I had too like… grab your attention. This is the most special thing I’ve had.”



Alyssa felt humbled that Kayley had placed such trust in her, and also shocked to hear that the other woman harbored such emotions. “You didn’t have to, to be sure! I mean, I’m really glad I saw it. But you had my attention already.”



Kayley huffed cheerily. “Heh, awesome. Let’s - let’s make it work then, huh? Let’s give it a try. Been long enough coming.”



The tiny human’s heart beat intensely as she felt immense euphoria. She was so excited to engage in this relationship with Kayley, and explore what potential there was between them. “I’d love to. This has been… an incredible date. I uh -” she gestured helplessly at Kayley with her tiny little arms. “I can’t really make a move like this.”



Kayley and Alyssa laughed together, although the sound from the larger woman’s mouth easily overpowered Alyssa’s tiny voice. The larger woman settled quickly enough and spoke in a decisive stone. “I guess I’ll start then.”



Before Alyssa had any time to react, Kayley brought her up to head height, and set her lips upon the tiny human’s face. Alyssa couldn’t help but feel alarmed as those massive pillow lips approached and pressed against her face, encompassing her entire field of vision in the big wet warm kiss. The softness she felt relaxed her immediately, and she feebly tried to kiss Kayley back, although it would have been hard to notice.



The giantess’ spittle drenched her features, carrying a faint scent of chardonnay. When they pulled away Alyssa hastily wiped at her face, surprised to be so suddenly soaked.



“Hahah, sorry!” Kayley said cheerily. “You’re just so tiny… oh my goodness. This is cute.”



“Yeah! This is fun. It’s different,” Alyssa confirmed, peering up Kayley’s face attentively. She set her hand gently upon the larger woman’s cheek beside her mouth, to stabilize herself, but Kayley soon drew her in again. She planted several kisses upon the tiny human’s face and body, and after a short pause, licked Alyssa across the chest. “Whoa!” Alyssa said, shocked.



“You’ve got wine on you, sorry.” Kayley said, obviously very amused and not particularly ashamed. She smirked warmly at Alyssa and appraised her disheveled form.



Alyssa was heavily aflush. This evoked a strange desire in her that she wasn’t really familiar with prior. The closeness to the giant woman made her feel both safe and helpless, and it was an oddly cozy way to give into another. “Figure I ought to undress, huh?” Alyssa asked in a playful and flirtatious tone, taking hold of them lower hem of her tank top and wringed it in her hands as if to coax out the liquid.



“Sounds like a plan to me. Do you need… some help?” Kayley inquired. She didn’t make any motion to set Alyssa down.



“Hm! Yes - be careful.” Alyssa said, adventurous, and held her hands up a little so as to assist the giantess in undressing her.



“You’re just like a doll,” Kayley said, nostalgic enthusiasm layered heavily in her tone. She hooked a single finger underneath her new little girlfriend’s tank top, and pulled it up gently off of her form. Kayley’s finger slid gently between Alyssa’s breasts as her top was removed, and Alyssa’s tiny but proportionately substantial tits lifted with the article of clothing before flopping back down on her chest. “Those are nice.”



Alyssa huffed, stammering a little as she felt those large eyes intently fixated upon her breasts. The sensation of vulnerability was immense, and there was no escaping the eyes of the larger woman. Still, Alyssa felt encouraged that she was being appraised in such a way. It was truly sexy to see this giantess of a woman reveling in her beauty, as though she was truly a fascinated and precious thing.



Kayley’s lips drew forward again, but parted before Alyssa to permit the departure of her tongue. Warm breath rolled over Alyssa’s bare chest as the woman drew her body toward her mouth and licked her. The tongue slathered against Alyssa’s belly and rose up, hastily, to lick her breasts. There was strength behind its gentle force as the giantess tasted her.



“Mmm,” Kayley gently hummed, as though she had sampled a particularly delicious dish. It was the noise Alyssa herself had produced when she tried the salmon; a simple utterance to express complete satisfaction. Now that Alyssa’s chest was soaked, the gently gust that washed over her with each of Kayley’s breath chilled her gently, causing her nipples to harden and her arms to form goosebumps as the spittle began to evaporate.



Alyssa felt herself being lowered down and turned so that her back was to the ground, and felt momentarily disoriented. She feared, for a moment, that Kayley might drop her. Soon she was set, with great gentleness, upon the bed.



“Is this as fun for you as it is for me?” Kayley inquired, giddily. “I’ve wanted to try this forever. I’ve even… imagined trying it with you. You know, when getting myself off.” She laughed heartily and unabashedly, seeming entirely unconcerned of judgement from her tiny acquaintance.



“It’s a lot of fun. I wish I knew you had feelings sooner; I would have kicked things off.”



“I think the timing’s
 perfect
 ,” Kayley said, dragging out the word. She held Alyssa down with one hand, securely fixed over the smaller woman’s chest, and carefully took of the end of her shorts between two fingernails.



Alyssa wore them pretty tight, but it wasn’t difficult for Kayley to get them off. She pulled on them and wiggled her hand, the tiny display of force gently tossing Alyssa’s tiny body back and forth as she pulled the jean shorts down. Left entirely nude beneath Kayley’s hand, Alyssa could feel her warmth radiating through her form.



Kayley leaned down, bringing her mouth to the tiny nude figure on her bed while keeping her held firmly against the sheet. She extended her tongue and licked in one long motion from the tip of Alyssa’s toes to her midriff, and then changes the position of her hand to rest on the small woman’s legs instead as her tongue traversed further still, lolling lazily over her little breasts and curling up against her chin.



“You’re just delicious,” Kayley said, smacking her lips as she grinned, in a rather mischievous manner, down at the tiny pinned woman. One more she dragged her tongue over Alyssa’s form, slowly slathering spittle over her now miniscule breasts.



The sensation was bizarre to Alyssa, although she found herself enjoying it more with each passing moment. The giantess was making a treat of her, and she was eager to please. She ran her tiny hands over her soaked breasts and massaged the spittle into her tits, giggling at the unusual large bubbles of foam there. The physics of being so small continued to surprise her as the water seemed thicker and more slippery that it ordinarily might have.



Kayley’s mouth retracted away from her, and the massive upper body of the giantess slowly hovered about Alyssa. She couldn’t help but gasp as the light above was marked by the giantess’ encroaching form, as though she had blocked out the sun. Kayley’s hand removed itself from Alyssa, but the tiny human could only brace for impact as one of Kayley’s heavy tits descended upon her. The giantess of a woman rubbed her breast against the sheet, smothering Alyssa beneath its weight and giggling furiously as the little woman squirmed beneath her soft flesh.



“Do you like that?” Kayley asked, knowing that Alyssa couldn’t even manage a reply. “You like being pressed down by my big titty? I don’t think your little arms could even move it.” A muffled squeal was the only response to the teasing remark, and Kayley gently lifted her chest up and permitted the tiny woman a chance to recover.



Alyssa took a heavy breath of air, watching as Kayley’s heavy and soft tit rose away from her. There was a person-shaped imprint in the pale blue cloth where Alyssa’s wet body had pressed, comically sprawled out.



“I like it,” Alyssa said, baffled, and through heavy breaths. “Just don’t forget me under there.” She laughed, and Kayley laughed louder, sounding practical ravenous. There was tremendous amusement evident in her tone as she found such blatant pleasure in having her little love interest securely in her power. She sat up and took hold of the lower hem of her tank top, dragging the piece of clothing up and over her head.



Beneath that, Kayley wore a thin white lace bra. Her breasts, well rounded, sat high on her torso with the support provided. Alyssa could help but exhaled a pleased sigh as she took in the beautiful sight, a shiver running through her still-damp form. The giantess of woman had perfect tits, and each was large enough to smother Alyssa’s tiny body beneath their soft weight.



“You like them, I can tell,” Kayley said teasingly. She wiggled her torso back and forth so that her bosom bounced vivaciously, displaying the fluid softness of her breasts hypnotizingly.



“I do. They were always nice but this is something else.”



Kayley grinned warmly, leaning down toward her tiny companion. Alyssa sat up slowly, admiring the other woman’s cleavage and the angle of view she provided as she stooped near. “Want a closer look?”



Alyssa couldn’t say no to that, and nodded lightly, anticipation clear upon her features. Kayley’s hand moved toward her slowly, but Alyssa was no longer startled by it. When she moved to wrap her hands around Alyssa, the tinier human lifted her hands to accommodate her grip. She trusted Kayley entirely, now, and could focus only on the coming pleasure in this sweet exploration.



The giantess’ fingers settled upon the upper rim of one of her bra cups, feeling the soft lace there idly as she peered lustfully at Alyssa’s little form. A nipple was visible through the thin white fabric of the bra, and Kayley moved her fingers gently over the fabric as she teased her own areola through it. “How’s this?” she inquired, pulling the supporting cloth away from her breast and lowering Kayley into the gap.



Slowly, the tiny human settled in between the giantess’ substantial tit and her bra, snugly held there by the elastic that bound the bra in place. She immediately felt immensely warm and comfortable with her nude body resting snugly against the boob, and could feel Kayley’s teat gently nudging against her stomach, seeming to tense or harden each time the little woman moved. When she looked up from there she had a goofy smile on her face, and Kayley’s expression was similar ecstatic.



“You two seem to be getting along,” Kayley commented, amused and aroused by the sight of the little woman embracing her tit. Alyssa’s arms were splayed out across the surface of the breast but she could barely get a hold, large as it was.



“This is heaven,” Alyssa pressed her face into the soft warmth, breathing deeply of Kayley’s scent as she was held tightly against her.



“I’m glad you’re comfy. Seems like a good place to keep you.” The larger woman leaned back slowly onto the bed, relaxing on her back. Kayley laid on top of her breast now, but was held there firmly enough to not fear of slipping off. “Although I might be able to think of some better places…” Kayley’s hand rested on Alyssa and her breast, gently pressing the tiny human against herself.



“I’ll bet you’ve got a real imagination for it,” Alyssa said, her voice muffled as she spoke into the substantial breast. She was entirely uncertain of what it’d be like to pleasure her larger companion, but immediately felt eager to find out. She noticed the boob shifting beneath her as Kayley raised a shoulder to reach back and undo the strap of her bra. Soon, the soft white cloth was lifted off of Alyssa, leaving her exposed to the air as she cuddled nude against the giantess bare tit. She could feel the small bumps along Kayley’s areola against her stomach, and directed her attention down at the pink presence of her teat.



Kayley’s nipple was the size of Alyssa’s fist, and poked up eagerly as the tiny hum drew herself onto all fours and balanced carefully on the unsteady mound. From the corner of her gaze she could see Alyssa fixated attentively upon her, but the larger woman was quiet and seemed inclined to allow Alyssa to proceed and experiment. They were both in the same boat as far as exploring this sexual engagement went, and there’d be plenty of opportunity to try new things.



Slowly, Alyssa lowered her body down upon Kayley’s nipple. She felt the little bump press against her thigh and adjusted herself slightly so that it nudged her pussy. Perhaps it was a silly thing to try, but it was something she could find pleasure in like this, and not in her regularly sized state. The nipple itself was too large to fit inside her, of course, but she began to gently grind it and soon found the sensation to be as pleasant as she imagined. Soon, her own wetness rendered Kayley’s massive nipple slick, and it moved easily along Alyssa’s slit as she grinded against it.



“That feels real good,” Kayley observed, turning her gaze upward as she relaxed her neck and focused on the sensation of the tiny woman humping her teat. Alyssa moved her hands gently along the edge of Kayley’s areola, adding to the stimulus her motions provided. “I like having my breasts played with.”



“Seems I gotta reinvent how to pleasure you… not that I was the best at sex anyway.” Alyssa said, coaxing a burst of giggles out of Kayley. Her breast jiggled and moved beneath the tiny human as she laughed, which in turn elicited, from Alyssa, a surprised moan.



“You seem to be getting a hang of it quickly,” Kayley said appreciatively.



Alyssa appreciated the encouraging words. She wanted to pleasure Kayley however she was able. This small form made her feel limited in that, and yet the giantess’ full attention was upon her. Clearly she found plenty of arousal in the conceptual efforts of the tiny human to stimulate her, but Alyssa longed to give her more than that. She slid off of Kayley’s breast and began to walk down the length of her body, traversing carefully over the soft plane of her stomach until she reached the belt of the larger woman’s yoga pants.



“Got another clever idea?” Kayley inquired. “I think I do…” Her voice sounded almost distant as it resonated from behind the tiny woman, a full torso-length away.



The thin grey yoga pants clung tightly to Kayley’s form, displaying the shape of her vulva. It was a rather welcoming sight to Alyssa, although the tiny woman wanted to get at that which the clothes obscured. She crouched down and hooked both hands under the elastic belt, but despite her efforts, she could barely make it budge. “Oof,” she grunted, sitting down gently on Kayley’s lower stomach as she quickly realized the task would be impossible alone.



“Need some help?” Kayley asked, giggling cheerily. One of her hands had moved to the breast Alyssa abandoned and seemed uninclined to move from there, but the giantess’ other hand quickly came to Alyssa’s aid. She lifted the belt of her yoga pants effortlessly, pulling them up high enough for Alyssa to get a clear look inside.



Past a small tuft of short black hair, Kayley could see the soft petals of Kayley’s slit. Each was already moistened by the larger woman’s arousal. The stomach Alyssa stood on rose and fell gently with Kayley’s energetic and anticipatory breaths, and the tinier woman soon dropped to her knees and crawled forward with a degree of curious exploration.



“Let me know what you like,” Alyssa said. “I’m not sure what all my little mouth and hands can do.”



“I’ll let you know.” Kayley sounds playfully amused as she speaks, as though she had a clearer image of how things were going to go. Still, she allowed Alyssa to explore forward at her own pace as the tiny human crawled down her body and came to hold herself on all fours above her larger companion’s sex. “Don’t be shy,” Kayley told her.



Right,
 Kayley thought.
 Let me just…


She reached down to run her hands over either side of the slit, feeling the giantess’ wet labia with tender motions of her touch. Kayley’s flesh was so soft beneath her fingers, and the thin layer of her lubricant available externally was more than enough to let Alyssa’s gentle hands glide with ease over the larger woman’s sensitive flesh. Alyssa worried that her hands might be overstimulating in places due to their small size, and kept her motions large and sweeping as she began to gently massage the other woman’s tender labia.



Kayley seemed pleased with her efforts. Her face aflush, she often directed her gaze down at the tiny woman’s little rear as Alyssa pleasured her. The elastic of her waistline tugged against her thumb, and she gradually allowed the fabric to settle down onto Alyssa’s back. She figured the tiny woman would be able to hold it up, but sure enough, as soon as it slipped from her fingers the elastic tug pushed Alyssa down and held her snugly face-first against Kayley’s pussy, with only her feet sticking out toward Kayley’s upper body.



Alyssa let out a surprised little squeal. She felt the fabric of the pants tightly holding her against the giantess sex. Kayley’s wetness slathered her face as she struggled, only managing to wiggle herself against the other’s slit and inevitable end up more securely in place. Darkness obscured her vision until her only senses were the wet warmth of Kayley’s vulva and the sweet scent emitted from there. Kayley’s cum left Alyssa’s torso and face drenched, and every effort to right herself only resulted in her wiggling against Kayley’s pussy as the pant’s elastic prevented escape.



At least this got more of a reaction that her previous efforts. Kayley gasped and lifted her hips, feeling the tiny human wiggling and moving wildly against her slit. She could see the lump in her pants where the little body was, and watched her tiny feet kick and wiggle in time with her motions. “Oh fuck, that feels good,” Kayley said, in no hurry to free her little companion. Alyssa could breath easily enough when she lifted her head, so there didn’t seem to be any need to end this exploration early. Admittedly, she couldn’t but find Alyssa’s feeble efforts to escape immensely pleasing.



Continuing to idly pleasure her nipple as she focused on Alyssa’s efforts below, Kayley used her other hand to gently nudge her tiny companion’s foot with a finger, scritching it with her nail in a tickling motion. It got the immediate response she desired, as Alyssa giggled furiously with a face full of pussy and squirmed even more frantically. Kayley continued to gently tickle the tiny foot, leaving Alyssa no escape but for to draw her legs in past the waistline of the sweatpants, and wiggle further down.



Now the tiny human’s body laid upon Kayley’s sex, held there by her sweatpants. Her head reached the base of Kayley’s slit and rested between her labia with unimpaired access to her vagina, and Alyssa’s own sex was pressed against Kayley’s clit.



“You alright in there?” Kayley eventually inquired, almost forgetting that Alyssa wasn’t just a toy for her pleasure and actually required some attentiveness.



“Mhm!” Alyssa quickly offered. Although she’d certainly lost control of the situation, she was absolutely elated by it. She could taste Kayley’s sweetness upon her lips as her face was cozily nestled into her sex. How strange it was to be entirely in control of this woman that she felt such desire for. It was as though she lusted for a goddess, and had been graced with the permission to pleasure her. How could someone so small ever be worthy of it?



With the little feet having escaped her touch, Kayley instead rested her hand on the lump in her sweatpants, holding Alyssa against herself and applying some pressure so as to derive as much pleasure as she could from the wiggling body. She could feel Alyssa squirming through the fabric against the palm of her hand, and begin to work the body against herself firmly, pleasuring herself with Alyssa’s form.



Alyssa gave up control and allowed Kayley to use her as she so desired. The motions of the giantess’ hand that moved her against the other’s sex also caused Kayley’s clitoris to rub against the tinier woman’s own sex, resulting in a unique and highly stimulating sensation for both of them. She parted her legs as she was able to permit the grinding, but otherwise relaxed in Kayley’s grip. Her face slid between Kayley’s slit and into her pussy with ease, repeatedly drawn back and forth along it.



Kayley jolted suddenly, a shocking wave of pleasure surging through her as Alyssa’s body stimulated her so perfectly. The muscles of her sex clenched down momentarily upon Alyssa’s face, squeezing her as the giantess pressed her firmly down into herself in that moment of pleasure. It was not quite an orgasm, but the sensation suggested that one was soon to come. She released Alyssa and took hold of the waistline of her sweatpants again, pulling them down over her thighs and frantically kicking her legs until she was entirely free of them. Alyssa slipped from her place on Kayley’s pussy and landed on the bed between her thighs.



“Oof,” Alyssa said, righting herself to stand before Kayley’s sex. She couldn’t so much as catch a glimpse of her larger friend’s face as Kayley rested on the bed, but saw a giant hand moving down to take hold of her, blindly. “What are you doing?” Alyssa inquired as she was lifted and turned so that her head was aimed at Kayley’s ready vulva, now clearly exposed. Perhaps in hindsight Kayley’s intent should have been obvious.



“Mm. I’m just trying something fun,” Kayley said, seeming uninclined to explain herself to the specimen in her hand. She had a feeling Alyssa would enjoy it as much as she did, and if not, she wanted to try it anyway. She brought the tiny woman against herself, rubbing her head against her slit gently and soaking her hair before applying more pressure, and beginning to insert the other inside.



“Huh?” Alyssa inquired sharply, surprised when she felt her head move between the giantess’ labia and begin to slide within. Her vision became dark suddenly, and she sputtered as her face was once again drenched with cum. This time the fluid was so present that she sputtered and gasped, taking in a near mouthful of the sweet sticky sexual substance in her momentary confusion. Before she could even really grasp Kayley’s intent, the giantess was pushing her deeper inside of herself.



Kayley could hear the muffled and surprised noises coming from Alyssa inside of her pussy, gradually lessening in volume with each inch the little wiggling woman was inserted. She struggled there in the giantess grasp as Kayley’s hands slid down her little body until she was held securely at the ankles by Kayley’s fingers.



“I can fit you in with ease,” Kayley said, laughing at the realization as all but Alyssa’s feet had disappeared inside of her. She felt the little human wiggling around within, feebly struggling and providing her host immense pleasure in doing so. “You’re just like a little toy, a squirming toy for my own use.”



Alyssa could offer no retort, deeply encompassed by the other woman’s vagina as she was. She could hear the rush of blood around her, reverberating deeply though the warm and wet flesh of Kayley’s inner walls. Her mouth was filled with the sweet taste of Kayley’s lubricant, although she still had a little pocket of air from which she could breathe, although not with ease. This was like nothing Alyssa has ever known. Her entire body was being used by the person she wished to pleasure, and her every motion seemed to simulate her new lover. She began to twist and turn, deliberately squirming and working herself against the slick vaginal walls.



Kayley’s moans were loud enough to be heard with ease in the depth of the giantess’ flesh, and Alyssa could feel her sex clenching down around her body in periodic moments of tension and release. Her entire body was drenched now with a mixture of spittle and girlcum, and her movements were easy thanks to the slippery fluid.



“Oh fuck, just like that,” Kayley pleaded, making it quite evident that she didn’t mean to pull Alyssa out until the tiny woman’s job was done. Soon a tremendous surge of pleasure began to emanate through her, and she spasmed on the bed with the little human still moving vivaciously within. Kayley’s orgasm came upon her as none ever had before, the tremendous pleasure instilled by her dominance over the tiny human igniting an arousal in her that she had always carried since learning of the stone, but never truly been able to experience. Her sex squeezed Alyssa tightly during her spasms as the mind of the giantess seemed to go blank with all but her momentary pleasure.



Collapsing onto the bed at last, the mattress bounced gently beneath them as Kayley gasped out and took heavy breaths, recovering from the immense surge of pleasure. Alyssa wiggled within her still, although ths squirming seemed to become a little frantic, and Kayley supposed, regretfully, that she ought to take her out. She slowly drew the drenched little woman from her pussy by the foot, and held her there as she brought her hand along her body to hover above her face.



Alyssa grunted and wiggled as she dangled, looking down at Kayley’s nude form below her.



“Now that was fun, wasn’t it?” Kayley asks, giggling with clear amusement. She set Kayley down gently on her chest, lazily peering at the little human as she righted herself and came to her feet.



“Whoa! Yeah - that was wild. I was in you!” Alyssa seemed baffled, taking a moment to really collect herself and wipe the girlcum from her features. She sat down exhaustedly between Kayley’s tits.



“I hope I wasn’t too rough with you.”



“No, it’s just… things moved kind of fast. A lot of new stuff to think about…”



“A lot of new stuff to try, hmm?” Kayley inquired. She reached down the bed, holding Alyssa against her chest as she partially sat up to take hold of the blanket, and then rested back against the bed and drew it up around herself.



Kayley relaxed with her head on the pillow, gently cuddling the tiny woman to her chest. She seemed about ready to settle down, at least for the moment.



“Are you going to make me big again?” Alyssa inquired.



“Mmm. What’s the rush?” Kayley asked. “Let’s have the night at least. Should start wearing off in a few hours.”



With the little human between her tits, Kayley pulled the blanket up over her chest so that just Alyssa’s head was exposed. It was an immensely comfortable position for the tiny human, and her arousal was augmented with a deep sense of belonging. The thoughts of what was to come for them swarmed her mind as she rested, and she wondered of all the ways she might be able to serve and pleasure her giantess.
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“Am I not enough for you?” Miffette flashed an exasperated look at Penelope, who had poured over the fine text of her spell book for over half of an hour. “Unlimited magical power and you’re stuck perusing your catalog of horny spirits.” The shortstack succubus had a scowl upon her little mischievous face, the jealousy undisguised.



Unphased, Penelope licked the tip of her finger to turn the page. She reclined comfortably on a smooth stone step and pondered the illuminated scrawl of the ancient records. “For all the fanciful spirits I conjure, I still can not displace you as my favorite,” Penelope assured her minion sweetly. “Perhaps you will also enjoy our new friend.”



“I doubt it,” Miffette stated, striding over in a huff. As Penelope’s eyes lingered upon the page, her small, thick minion ascended the stone steps behind her to peer over the amber-haired witch’s shoulder. “A fiery sylph? What good are those?” She stared incredulously at the small illuminated drawing of a golden sprite.



“I suppose we shall see,” Penelope mused. As Miffette stepped to her side, she reached around the succubus’ thick hip and gently embraced her. Miffette’s wide booty was clad in tight black cloth, and the vibrant red skin of her stomach and thighs radiated an intense warmth. “That kind of spirit is even smaller than I, are they not?” Sitting, Penelope was in the shadow of her minion’s lustfully curvaceous body. Standing side by side, Miffette would only come up to her midriff. Her mistress was taller than most human women and conducted herself with sexy elegance, gracefully traversing the quiet wood in a sparse web-patterned adornment of midnight black silk.



‘They are. And like you, disproportionately filled with energy and passion,” Penelope said, gently swatting her summoned succubus on her plump ass.



“Mmn~,” Miffette moaned, exhaling softly. “Well they must be, to have ended up in that text,” she said, watching the finger of her mistress as it traced along the ancient and faded runes. She murmured under her breath, and like the rustling of autumn leaves caught in a breeze, magic seemed to flow in toward them from amidst the forest.



“Need I remind you which book I summoned you from?” Penelope asked with a soft teasing note, causing her short thick companion to flush and turn away. “It is fortunate such texts are repressed, or you may have been summoned a hundred times in as many years,” Penelope mused. She twirled her finger amidst the golden light that was accumulating about the page and beheld as a humanoid form began to appear.



“Well I do like variety,” Miffette mused.



The sprite formed upon the page before them, and while not yet entirely material, struck a dramatic pose with her feet upon the page. The small curvaceous being looked like a woman, with a heavy bust and wide full hips, and a tunic that sparsely covered her, and could be seen through with ease regardless. Obscuring her features a hat had formed, and she peered out from beneath it at the body of her summoner, silently appraising the one who had brought her into the realm.



Penelope reclined and admired her new minion, taking in the shape of her golden luminous curves, her confident posture and energy. “Malphae,” she addressed her, reaching out with a single finger to gently lift the rim of the tiny sylph’s large conjured hat. The spirit had wry features and a warm and intent stare, as she observed her mistress refined and regal physiognomy. “Welcome to the mortal world, sylph of fire. May you find pleasure in that task for which you were summoned,” she told her with warm and amorous annunciation, allowing for the spirit to judge what was alluded to.



The little sprite swiped the hat from her head and held it to her stomach as she stooped low in a dramatic bow. “In your service, how could I not?” she inquired suavely.



“Well aren’t you an eager toy,” Miffette chided.



The little lustful sprite turned to her and stuffed her billowy hat back on her head. “And you, one well broken-in?” she inquired, bemused.



“My little jealous delights. Shall you compete for me? I think you will both soon discover the admirable qualities of the other,” Penelope suggested. She held her hand out for the sprite, who settled her plump golden rear against it and allowed for her new mistress to hold her. Reclining back in her hand, she considered Miffette with a note of curiosity.



“Well, it is fortunate that she is made of magic, for we are sure to crush her by mistake,” Miffette said, as though stretched to think of a kind remark. She conceded though, after examining the little sprite cuddled up affectionately against Penelope’s chest. “I suppose she is a
 little
 cute,” the shortstack succubus professed.



Penelope cradled the sylph in hand, feeling the warmth of her energy and the tingle of the magic that gave her form. The little being was warm and pleasant to the touch, seeming without hardness as she could be gently squeezed in hand. The summoner met eyes with her and looked at her with appreciation and warmth, allowing Malphae to rest gently against her breast as she embraced her tiny form to her cleavage. “Tell me little sprite, how would you enjoy sharing with us in all pleasures?” she inquired softly, plucking the magical hat from Malphae’s head and gently casting it away, where it disappeared in a puff of golden smoke. “You need not be used like a mere toy; unless that is your desire,” she told her, wondering what machinations the sprite had about this newly found role of service.



Malphae kicked a leg up and reclined against Penelope’s breast, looking between the expanse of soft and warm skin of her human magus, and the slowly encroaching curvy presence of the larger minion. “Summoned for the pleasure of a sorceress divine and her stocky squeeze? Yes, I can spare some time away from the infinite void,” she smirked slightly, loosening the long translucent golden scarf from her neck and allowing it to float away and disperse. Her hair cascaded behind her as light as smoke, and her features were intent and mischievous. “I would not leave two souls such as you bored on a cool evening like this,” she assured them, lifting her leg and sliding down Penelope’s bare stomach, to land on her lap seated between her thighs. She felt the softness of her mistress with a hand to her either side and laid back against the warmth of the summoner’s smooth stomach as she peered up at Miffette.



“Let’s get nice and snug, then,” Miffette said with a wide grin, and turning herself, dropped her thick rear into Penelope’s lap, and smushed Malphae between the groin of her summoner and the thinly clothed mass of the succubus rear. Feeling the little sprite struggle against the tight black fabric, Miffette laughed and wiggled herself back and forth, letting the sprite ride up between her cheeks and experience a good smothering.



Penelope softly chortled, thrusting her hips up slightly to allow Miffette to grind against her. She could feel the soft form of their sprite squirming between them, already moving her body for their pleasure. “Come now, give her a chance to ease into things,” Penelope chuckled, squeezing Miffette’s rear in hand and lifting the shortstack from her lap.



Malphae was disheveled as she lay splayed out in blissful bewilderment, staring up from Penelope’s lap and regaining her breath.



“I think you’re having fun already. Perhaps you truly are a good toy, amidst so many spirits of pleasure,” Miffette said, having not truly cared whether Malphae would enjoy the face full of ass or not. “Perhaps you will prove fun to bully a little,” the larger succubus mused.



“You’re well endowed for one with such impish stature,” Malphae said, sitting upright. “But I can handle some rough play,” she assured her confidently, gnawing on her little lip as she peered up at the body of the succubus, whose breasts seemed prepared to burst from her tight black silk vest. Miffette met her gaze with a confident and interested grin, imaging all the ways she might test what the sprite could handle.



“Perhaps first you should serve your mistress, and then I will have my turn,” Miffette said, stooping over Penelope as the witch reclined back on the stone ledge and propped herself up on with an elbow on the book of spells. Hooking her fingers under the black silken waistband of Penelope’s panties and leggings both, Miffette tugged them gently down, exposing the warmth of the fiery-haired woman’s sex, and the little tuft of neatly groomed amber hair that adorned her mound. “Go on, let us see if you have the skill to please despite your meager stature,” Miffette challenged.



Penelope gently parted her legs, inviting the small sprite to slide down a bare thigh. Malphae slid onto the stone step and let her hands grace either of Penelope’s thighs as she walked up between them, stroking the soft flesh with her little ethereal fingertips. “I am sure you will please me well,” Penelope told her with a soft sigh of anticipation, a grin creeping into her features as she beheld the small stature of the other, almost dwarfed by her thighs and small enough to be lost between them.


“I’m sure I shall,” Miffette said, approaching tentatively as she came to stand between Penelope’s thighs, and peered forward at the other’s sex, which was nearly a third the length of her body from clit to dam. Her pale form was soft and inviting, her outer labia full enough to be pillowy to Malphae’s touch. Each of them felt the warmth that radiated from each other in that intimate proximity, one a magical heat, another a carnal throbbing. “And I will enjoy myself as well, for what a generous sweetness you lay before me. Indeed, I could become lost in the bliss of you,” Malphae said.



“And what a sweet tongue you have,” Penelope remarked, gently guiding the other in with a palm against her back, until she was pressed gently against the wet slit of the summoner, who towered over her and peered down between her breasts. Miffette crawled up beside her mistress and peered down at the servant they would share, seeing how she approached and alluringly teased the witch. Malphae’s face pressed snugly against Penelope’s mound an inch to the right of her clit, and she pressed her lips against its hood as she lay her cheek on the cushion of Penelope’s labia majora. The kiss was so tender and amorous that Penelope could not help but swoon at the gentle manner of her new minion, who already treated her like a goddess.



Malphae leaned down against the other’s flower and pressed her breasts against her petals as she began to make love to her clit with her mouth, smooching it and working her tongue around the hood as though she was deep in a kiss and lost to the bliss of it. Her body gently wiggled against Penelope’s sex as she eased herself into her, her ethereal skin becoming slick with the witch’s nectar. Penelope softly moaned, surprised at the powerful simulation created by every movement the little spirit made. Her thighs gently collapsed upon her, and she squeezed the slyph between the hot softness of her thighs, pinning her against her sex and keeping her squeezed tight to it as that her every subtle move would be for Penelope’s pleasure.



“She can’t get enough of you,” Miffette mused, her hand sliding down between Penelope’s thighs to press the serving spirit snugly against the summoner’s drenched slit, and rub her against the softness of her mound rapidly. Penelope groaned intensely as the tiny humanoid became like a toy used for her pleasure, moving in every moment to maximize the stimulation her mistress would receive.



“Nor I, her. Help me, with you?” Penelope softly ordered, allowing her legs to part slightly as the sprite rubbed her face along her inner folds and drenched her features.



“My pleasure,” Miffette said, grasping the micro spirit in hand. She held her snugly about the waist and rear and gave her a little squeeze, appreciating her somewhat rubbery quality, which made her seem firm but flexible and at no risk of breaking, however they might use her. The impish succubus grinned deviously as she dragged Malphae’s head along Penelope’s slit, and then thrust the spirit inside of her, beginning at once to use her like a dildo for her mistress’ delight.



Malphae was suddenly immersed in the warm softness of Penelope’s sex, and her world was filled with the taste and aroma of her, as she felt her mistress’ every heartbeat through those wet and cushioned inner walls. She was manipulated forward and backward by Miffette’s grip upon her legs and felt herself being pressed in deeply until her face was against the back wall of Penelope’s sex. The moans of her mistress reverberated through her flesh as she rocked her hips in coordination with Miffette’s rhythmic use of their living sex toy.



For Penelope, every moment of the spirit inside of her pussy sent a wave of intense pleasure through her, as she imagined this small being in delightful willing service to her with every inch of her tiny body. Miffette smirked at the way the sylph’s legs wiggled and turned, imaging her tiny body feebly squirming in its hot fleshly prison.



“Does she need to breathe, I wonder?” Penelope asked with only sparse concern, as the wiggling movements of the sprite grew more passionate and fast within her, causing intense pleasure but also leading the witch to wonder if it was out of urgency. Miffette continued to gently draw the sprite partially out before thrusting her in again, gradually hastening the speed that she used to fuck her mistress with the little summoned toy. Eventually, she pulled Malphae out, drawing the drenched gasping spirit slowly from Penelope’s clenched sex. “It seems you do have your uses,” Miffette commented, opening her mouth widely to stuff Malphae inside, and suck the nectar from her dripping form, tasting her mistress on the spirit’s body. She playfully wrestled the tinier humanoid with her tongue, opening her throat as though to swallow her with glee, but instead spat her out with a pop of her lips.



“Don’t look so alarmed little sprite. I wouldn’t make a snack of you, especially before we’d had our fun,” Miffette told her with a naughty smirk ear to ear.



“How does she taste?” Penelope inquired. “She has such a sweet cinnamony aroma,” the witch remarked, fingering herself laxly as she watched her minions.



“As good as she smells, truly,” Miffette could not help but admit. “You should suck on her a little,” she recommended. The shortstack succubus took Malphae and gently stuffed her into her crimson cleavage, the small spirit being almost lost between the disproportionately large breasts. Malphae squeezed her breasts together with her arms, amusing herself with the sight of Malphae squirming while smothered between them, while her hands busied themselves with something below. She pulled down her tight black pants and conjured for herself a strap-on, complete with a large black rubbery phallus. “And I’ve got just the thing for it,” Miffette said, grinning smugly as she plucked Malphae from her breasts, and laid the tiny sprite along the strap-on’s length. With two small pieces of magical black lace, she tied the sprite to the fake cock, binding her snugly to it.



“I like where this is going, but hope that our mistress does not swallow me by mistake,” Malphae said, stretched out along Miffette’s strap on with her hands and ankles bound to it tightly. “Don’t worry little toy, my knots won’t come undone, no matter how much you squirm or convulse,” she promised, smirking past her breasts at the sight of the smaller minion.



“Now this is something special,” Penelope mused, admiring the setup that Miffette had made by which to enjoy their new servant. “Yes, I might enjoy sucking on a treat such as
 that
 ,” she hummed, amused and interested. She moved and knelt on a step below Miffette, turning to her, and gently sliding the web of black silk away from her chest, until she parted the cloth and slid out of it entirely, leaving her nude before her minion. Gently rubbing her breast in hand, she opened her lips to take the strap on slowly into her mouth, licking against it and the sylph bound to it, and beginning to take it in as far as her throat.



Malphae felt her face rub against the back of Penelope’s throat as the dildo bent to be swallowed. She was immersed deeply as the witch deep throated the strap on worn by her larger minion, and massaged deep down into her with it, swabbing within her neck as the succubus short stack thrusted her groin tightly against her mistress’ lips. She forcefully drove herself in as far as the artificial length permitted. Penelope moaned around Malphae, her throat buzzing with excitement as she fingered herself and imagined slurping the little spirit right off her other minion’s cock and absorbing her magic back into herself. She would not be so cruel to a willing and delightful servant, however, and soon drew her lips back off the strap-on and sylph bound to it, moaning with pleasure at the sight of the drenched and now completely nude little sylph.



“Did you enjoy that, tiny slut?” Miffette inquired, gently rubbing Malphae’s sex with a moist fingertip.



“It is my pleasure to delight our mistress… the sounds of desire she makes are the greatest ecstasy for me,” Malphae said, craning her neck back to admire the bare form of the witch as Penelope lay herself on a bed of dry leaves beside the path, and parted her legs widely.



“Good,” Miffette said. “Then I shall put you to the service you so desire,” she said, and stooped down to kneel before Penelope, rubbing the head of the strap on against Penelope’s sex before slowly pushing inside. Carried with it, Malphae was thrust deeply into Penelope’s wet warmth, and slid against her upper inner wall and g-spot as Miffette began to gently thrust and work her hips up into Penelope.



“Uhn~, she has such a warm softness,” Penelope said tenderly, collapsing gently back against the detritus as Miffette eagerly took her, and began to hasten her pace. The witches moaning echoed out through the lonely autumn wood, and she clenched down against the large rubbery insertion and the minion bound to it, groaning as she felt herself filled.



Malphae relaxed into the simple bliss of pleasuring her mistress, which was her utmost desire and the purpose behind her conjuring through all ages. She saw that the black lace ties that bound her held true, indeed, and she was free to wiggle and squirm for the witch’s pleasure as much as she may wish. The tender and slippery inner hall of Penelope’s intimacy was a warm sleeve, and a sexual embrace that utilized every inch of Malphae’s tiny form. She slid easily back and forth with the hastening pace of Miffette’s thrusting, hearing their mistress’ moans rising in volume as their strange collaboration of pleasure surmounted within her.



“Stuff her deeply into me,” Penelope pleaded. “She’ll bathe in my sweet release as a reward,” the redheaded witch wrapped her plump and pale thighs around Miffette, drawing her succubus deeply inside in a firm embrace. The short and thick succubus brought her hips hastily back and forward, driving the long length of the strap deeply within her mistress as she knew how much the witch enjoyed a thorough fucking. The orgasm assailed Penelope powerfully as intense waves of pleasure erupted forth from her, and her sweet release poured out to soak and submerge the little sprite within her. Penelope arched her stomach up to meet Miffette’s continuing thrusting as she howled out her pleasure, the imp holding her up by the rear as she thrust downward continually drove Malphae’ deep into her wetness.



Slowly the drenched Malphae was withdrawn from the depths of Penelope’s dripping pussy, now soaked with a thick layer of her nectar while still nude and bound along the strap on’s length. The witch hummed with pleasure as she began to recover from those overwhelming moments. She laughed at the little bliss-dazed sylph lifting a leg to gently stroke at her drenched form and the rubbery phallus she adorned with her toes. “What a clever use of her,” Penelope mused to Miffette. “Eager though she was, I knew not what bliss she could manage to conjure while so small.”



“Why don't you take her for a spin?” Miffette suggested, tugging the strap on from her hip and offering it over to her mistress. Penelope chortled and rose to her knees, breathing deeply as she seemed to muster the energy to continue, and treat her minion to a bit of reciprocation. The pleasure shown by her mistress had surely aroused attention from the short stack succubus, who smirked teasingly at Malphae as she changed users.



Penelope rested on her rear and fashioned the strap on into place, reaching down to rub her hand over Malphae and clear the nectar from her features, while also massaging her soft nude body against the rubbery length.



“Oh mistress, I’ve never been enjoyed in such a way!” Malphae panted, staring up at the witch who now wore her with adoration clear in her eyes. Penelope caressed the length in hand to let the bound spirit meet her eyes.



“Indeed? It has been an interesting use of the evening,” Penelope chortled softly. She aimed the strap-on upward, and Malphae beheld as the massive thick ass of the succubus approached. She faced away from Penelope and lowered herself slowly, reaching to spread her plump and full cheeks wide, and reveal the pink and tender star of her rear.



“Then this is probably new, too!” Miffette laughed as Penelope guided the head of the strap on toward her anus, and the succubus began to rest her weight upon it, allowing for fake-cock and spirit alike to slowly slide deeply up into the softness of her ass. Malphae was pressed far up into her until even her golden feet disappeared within Miffette’s hot and musky warmth.



Miffette clearly drew pleasure from her dominance over the smaller sprite, but that delight was quickly replaced by the sheer sensational pleasure of Malphae within. Unabashed and accepting her role, the tiny sprite worked her little body back and forth against the hot inner walls of the succubus ass, using her whole body for her pleasure as she had done for her mistress. Penelope drove her hips up against Malphae forcefully, stretching her minion tightly inside as she imagined her feeling the pleasurable body of the sylph.



“She is a useful toy after all, is she not?” Penelope inquired, hoping to coax a confession from her smug little demoness.



“I can not give her all the credit mistress… it’s your hips and my idea to put her there,” Malphae said defiantly, even as her eyes were rolling back with pleasure. Her long forked tongue unrolled from her mouth as she worked her hips in a circle, driving Malphae up into herself from all angles and as deeply as the strap-on would permit. “Though I admit, she may be worth keeping around,” Miffette mused with warm delight.



Slowly, Penelope withdrew from the succubus, pressing against her minion’s fat ass to lift her off of herself and check on the little sylph. Glowing a pinkish amber as though in a sweltering flush, Malpahe’s expression remained one of complete acceptance and bliss, and she looked at Penelope with a fucked-silly grin, seeming eager to be used in more and more indulgent ways. “Can you breathe alright in there? That’s an ass that smothers, truly,” Penelope mused, her hand reaching around to finger at Miffette’s sex.



“Yes, mistress - though this excitement gets me worked up and breathing hard, I shall not pass out or collapse for need of air,” she informed her dutifully.



“Then what a terrific place to keep you this is,” Penelope giggled in a deep and sultry note. She took hold of one piece of Miffette’s lace and then dropped the succubus’ ass back into her lap, immediately thrusting Malphae far within her. “Safe and warm until you are summoned for my pleasure again. And perhaps the personal time will lead you and Miffette to bond,” Penelope said with a deep amusement, drawing her hands away from the strap on with the black lace held by her fingertips.



“Hrn~ how generous, mistress,” Miffette moaned delightedly, feeling the little sylph slip from the strap on and then be packed even more deeply into her by the subsequent thrusting by Penelope. When the witch drew her fake cock slowly out from the succubus ass, the sprite was left within.



“You had better keep squirming for her, Malphae,” Penelope instructed as she lifted Miffette’s tight black shorts back over her bulbous ass. “Show her all the loyalty you would show me.”


Malphae’s muffled confirmation was barely audible, but it was enough. Laughing at their sultry mischief, the witch and her preferred minion returned to the trail.
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 Tiny Temptations







A thick, creamy flow of icing was squeezed out over the cake as it slowly rotated beneath the decorator’s touch. The succulent desert was lemony and sweet, and a warm scent rose up from it’s bready pores, rising with the steam to dance upon its mistress’ face.



“Heavenly,” she said, inhaling deeply and allowing her eyes to flutter close as she reveled in the perfect sensation. “Ah…,” she exclaimed with a soft gasp. “We should add just a dash of those… lemon candy sprinkles here on the top.”



Leah slowly leaned back and rose away from the incomplete cake, casting her glance to the cupboard across from her. The woman seemed to be alone as she worked, but looked forward expectantly.



“The flavoring is in here too,” a small voice from the cupboards confirmed. “That LorAnn one you like-” The tiny feminine response was cut off by a clattering sound, as bottles and jars were jostled about within the cabinet.



“You in there with the door closed?” Leah walked around the table and the delicious-looking cake as she drifted towards the voice and opened the cabinet above the oven.



“It had… closed on me.” As the cabinet swung open, Leah looked to the tiny human that stood within, and smiled at her warmly. The kitchen light casts the little figure in a warm glow as she stands amidst the various baking ingredients.



Mel stood no more than six inches tall, though in the cabinet she was permitted a look at Leah at eye level. With some amount of effort the small assistant had managed to drag two containers to the edge of the cupboard, each nearly half her size. The little human figure leaned gently against the container of lemon candy sprinkles, glancing down at them in an attentive manner as the kitchen light now illuminated them, and their sparkling color was cast over the dark of the cabinet.



The smaller human’s eyes drift up towards her Leah as she takes hold of the other jar, which contained a liquid flavoring. Leah had soft features and a face that was expressive in an amiable and warm way. The dusting of freckles that adorned her cheekbones and the bridge of her nose and her seemed almost messy in its manner, as though whoever had baked her flicked cinnamon onto her features and allowed it to stick wherever it may land. Her hair, cast in gold by the kitchen light behind her, was a fiery orange. It cascaded over her shoulders in thick layers of perfect softness, adding to the gentle physiognomy of the decorator’s presented self.



Mel was not truly lithe in her proportions, though her small scale made her appear inevitably fragile and sprightly. Her hair was black and glossy, and although she wore it straight like her larger companion, it was shorter and did not match Leah’s in volume and softness. Rather, like Mel’s other features, her hair had a regal and reserved quality about it as it cascaded to her shoulders and no further, making the tiny human seem perhaps taller proportionately, if narrow.



“We ought to put one of those tap-lights in there.” Leah’s speculation was punctuated with a little gesture towards the cupboard. To better help Mel live with her in her regular-human sized home, Leah had installed small lights at accessible locations throughout the house. This was just one of many accommodating changes she had made to ascertain the tiny human was comfortable. Another was the small rope ladders she had hung from every counter and cabinet, which Mel had used to get up there from the floor.



Leah turned away from Mel with the flavoring in hand and went about measuring a teaspoon of the potent oil, pouring and stirring it into the creamy mixture of the icing that would adorn the top layer of the cake. So too did she add a few drops of coloring, the vibrant yellow strands of dyed frosting forming a beautiful spiral as she stirred the mix, before becoming more unicolor and consistent.



As Mel watched her giantess of a companion she used both hands to unscrew the cap from the jar of candy sprinkles that remained with her, and plucked out one of the little golden amber crystals from within. Her eyes locked upon Leah’s features as she popped it into her mouth. Just earlier that week they had prepared lemon hard candy together, and just a few of the sweets had been crushed and set aside for use in further desert endeavors.



The apron that Leah wore clung tightly to her form and accentuated her features in a manner that seemed to reaffirm that the red-headed woman was destined to be a chef. She was well suited for creation, and there were few times that Mel observed her to be more comfortable and content than when she was adding the final touches to a new piece of work.



When the icing had been adequately stirred, the decorator allowed her finger to drift down into the bowl and take a gentle swab about rim, gathering up a substantial fingerful of the lemony cream. As Leah drew the sweet concoction up towards her lips, a sizable globule fell from her fingertip and landed on the apron upon her breast.



Mel exhaled softly through her nose, allowing herself a small grin as she peered at her friend from where she stood in the cabinet. She couldn’t help but feel an almost voyeuristic pleasure as she stood in comparatively isolation and observed Leah. She rolled the lemon candy back and forth in her tiny mouth as she reclined against the jar at her side. Of course, it was in her nature to spy. Tiny humans ordinarily spent much of their lives observing their larger human companions from afar. In secret, they could realize all wonders of the larger world. But somethings are difficult to preserve, and fragile secrets do not withstand the risk-taker nature of love.



Her eyes drift down along Leah’s form in a steady way, relaxing onto her visage the way one might curl up by the fire. Leah had a comfortable look; her curves and her sizable breasts augmented her cuddly nature. Mel couldn’t confess how many times she had desired to find herself against Leah’s body, held cozily in her loving embrace; it was, perhaps, a childish and unprofessional fantasy.



“I suppose you want some too?” Leah’s voice raised in the tone of an inquiry as she directed her gaze back towards the cabinet. Observing where the tiny human’s eyes had wandered, Leah took a look down at her chest. “Ah, ope,” she said, noticing the splatter of icing from before.



Having the attention drawn to where she was looking threw Mel off her trail of thought momentarily, as if it betrayed her eyes upon Leah’s tits. She looked up slowly and then immediately cast a glance over her shoulder to evade that eminent locking of eyes. The gesture occurred to her as anxious, and she scolded herself for it.



When she looked at Leah again, the decorator had already begun to walk towards her with her gaze direct down at the icing on her tit. She sucked the finger that she had been licking clean before gently dabbing up the frosting off of her apron, and taking it up on her spittle covered digit.



Although Mel did not find any words in that moment, she found herself giggling with her mouth full as Leah slowly brought her hand up to her in the cabinet, and offered the fingerful of icing.



“Oh, you’re eating,” Leah observed. She keeps the fingerful of frosting extended as Mel bit into the tiny fragment of lemon candy, and began to chew it up.



“Ahah - yeah, helped myself.” Mel said, glancing once between Leah and the fingerful of frosting as she finished eating the bit of candy in her mouth. “Should I just…” She leaned forward slightly and opens her mouth, miming eating the frosting off of Leah’s finger.



“Did you want me to get you a spoonful?” Leah inquired, smirking in a somewhat bashful, but somewhat amused manner at her smaller human companion.



“This is alright.” Mel finished with the candy sprinkle and then leaned forward slightly. Had it just been a quick thing, she might have gotten away with licking a bit of the frosting off of Leah’s finger and not transforming the circumstance into this overly intimate moment. But seeing as some time had passed, and the warm flush had accentuated Leah’s features, Mel couldn’t help but feel the connotation of the gesture was entirely different.



As she leaned down to lick icing from the glistening finger, her eyes drifted up to look at Leah in a bemused and playful way that matched her own mannerism. It was as though she would try to make a mockery of the moment of closeness, so as to more easily bear the sexual tension it created. But she could not keep her eyes on Leah’s precious smug face as she eats from her finger, and so she looked away shyly in that moment.



Mel found herself staring at the splotch of frosting that remained on Leah’s tit after the decorator had dabbed up the majority of it with her finger. It was just a little yellow stain on the apron. The tiny human assistant had never seen Leah nude, but she could imagine the heavy pale breasts that were concealed from her. She had done so many times before. The thought of a thick globule of frosting dripping upon Leah’s nipple caused a wave of arousal to go through the tiny human, and she attempted to prevent her features from betraying her by bringing her face down to the fingerful of frosting quickly, and ascertaining she did not meet Leah’s gaze.



The decorator tilted her head gently as the small raven-haired woman gently licked up a mouthful of frosting off the tip of her spittle covered finger. Of course, she had her own lustful fantasies for the tiny human. But in the professional environment of the kitchen, she had tried for the most part to be dismissive of them. In that moment neither of them felt any particular need to speak. The vague romantic connection between them was mutually understood, but intimacy and sexuality was not easily addressed.



A small shiver ran through Mel’s body as she remained bent towards the finger, lapping up the frosting. She took in nearly two full mouthfuls of the stuff before drawing away and making an approving noise. “Mm.”



“Pretty good?” Leah inquired. The taste of the frosting was heavenly; the flavoring was unmatched when it came to that perfect fresh lemony taste. Mel found herself almost remorseful as Leah drew her finger away, and took with it the rest of the globule of frosting. Mel was not inclined to fill herself up on the sugary concoction alone, but she had, perhaps, desired to clean the digit fully of frosting so that she might have a taste of Leah’s finger as well.



“It’s perfect,” Mel replied, slightly aflush. Of course Leah already knew she’d approve.



The red-headed woman drew the finger to her own mouth once again and sucked it clean of the remaining bit of frosting. Her plump lips encircled about her finger and produced a small
 pop
 noise as she drew it free of them. She looked at Mel attentively as she did rather than shy away as the tiny human had, and the flush on her freckled cheeks grew slightly warmer.



“Are you ready to help me with the details?” Leah inquired, filling the silent moment. She reaches out and picks up the bottle of sprinkles from beside Mel, granting her a short moment of close proximity. Mel can smell the scent of freshly baked cake on Leah’s hand and sleeve as though it was imbued in her. She always seemed to smell of something sweet.



“Oh! Sure. Let me grab my tools.” Mel looked across the room to where her kit was set. Being a tiny human was key to her role in assisting the decorator. She could sculpt the frosting precisely at a very small scale, allowing for some beautifully inscribed patterns and calligraphy. She heaved a small sigh as she looked out past Leah towards the cake and her kit. It was going to take her a bit to get over there.



Ordinarily it was a rather taboo thing to do, to ask to be held or carried. Of course as tiny human there were some circumstances in society where she would need assistance to reach something. She felt comfortable in that moment, however, and decided it was worth the awkward effort.



“Ah, Leah, could you take me over there?” she asked as the decorator began to turn away from her.



“Oh, you want me to carry you?”



“Yeah - if that’s okay. Sort of tired from climbing.” Mel gently nudged the cabinet floor with her foot, somewhat uneasy.



“Oh! Of course.” Leah seemed surprised that Mel desired it. Of course, it was always assumed that she would prefer to do things herself, and not seem unnecessarily dependent on her larger companion and partner. “I do not mind at all! Anytime you need uh - a hand.” Leah chuckled warmly, reaching out towards Mel slowly and turning her palm to face her.



Mel smiled at her affectionately. The truth was that she greatly enjoyed being held. There was something about the momentary warmth and closeness of it that made it not incomparable to a hug. It was perhaps the closest thing to a hug she could share with a full-sized human companion, small as she was.



Leah’s hands were gentle and soft, too, and she’d always shown proper care when handling the tiny human. Trust was quite important, as even a moment of carelessness could potentially cause Mel severe harm. Tiny humans were more durable than their size might suggest, but fooling around with one was no laughing matter.



“Go ahead and just grip around me…” Mel held her arms at her sides and prepared to be grabbed.



Leah gently took hold of the small human, easily wrapping her fingers around Mel’s small body. She made sure she had a good and comfortable grip on the human before lifting her up. Mel could feel four of Leah’s fingers as they curled around her back supportively, while the decorator’s thumb crossed her chest, resting just beneath her tits and pressing into her firmly enough to keep a good hold on her.



One way that being held surely differed from hugs was the threatening nature of it. With a squeeze of her hand, Leah could have easily harmed Mel. But when there was trust, the experience had the opposite effect. It made Mel feel secure as she rose gently through the air towards her partner. She smiled at her warmly as she is raised up, her hands remaining at her sides and held against her by Leah’s grip.



“Is that too tight?” Leah inquired. She did not rush to set Mel down quickly, but rather her held her close and spoke to her softly in a way that seems perhaps elated and playful.



“No - it’s fine. You’ve got… good soft hands.”



Leah laughed cheerily at Mel’s assurance. “Is it very odd to be held?”



Mel slowly wiggled back and forth, and worked her hands out from Leah’s grip. The larger human was careful to keep hold of the twisting body, releasing the pressure on her hands gently, but maintaining a grip with her other fingers.



“Ah, sometimes it is. Especially with strangers,” Mel explained in an amiable voice. She could feel the warmth of Leah’s hand working its way through her body in a comfortable way. “But it is alright for you to hold me. I’m not uncomfortable with it.”



Leah flashed a grin down at the tiny human in her hand as the flush returned slowly to her features.



“I do not know if it offensive to say that I have wanted to hold you.” Leah’s voice was soft as she spoke, and although her tone suggested she was just joking about, the attentive nature of her eyes exposed the reality of her thoughts. Leah’s words were a soft confession of something she knew was being scrutinized; it was the confirmation of an infatuated suspicion.



“It can be very uh, intimate,” Mel said, kicking herself for her choice of words before they have even left her mouth.



“Well I’d imagine so.”


“Sort of like a hug,” Mel rushed to explain.


“A hug that takes you somewhere.” Leah laughed cheerily, and her hand tensed, squeezing Mel gently.



Mel giggled with some warmth. “Yeah.” She had to wonder, momentarily, where being held was taking her now. Leah didn’t seem to be in a hurry to let her down. The tiny human looked down from her grasp at the kitchen tile below.



It was hard to make the first romantically move when she was so small. Still, she expected she must be giving Leah some mixed signals at this point. Perhaps she truly was intimidated by the prospect of sex with the larger human. She didn’t truly feel that Leah would accidentally hurt her, but it would be so unlike anything she had experienced before.



Mel finds herself staring blankly at Leah’s shoes for a short moment, and then her gaze begins to wander up the larger human’s body again. She takes in her curves in an admittedly lascivious way, allowing herself to be seen doing it.



“Do you… wonder what it’s like to be … regular sized?”



Mel met Leah’s gaze at the inquiry, laughing quickly as the uncertain moment was alleviated. “You mean a giantess.” She giggled shortly with Leah and then shrugs. “Yeah, I wonder a lot. I guess I figure it’s mostly just… nature that changes. The rest is just the world we build for ourselves.”



“Guess it’s not really evident until… somewhat smaller and someone bigger are brought together.”



“Mm.”



In the lengthy moment of quiet that followed, Leah seemed to become distracted. Her eyes flicked away from Mel in a bashful way. The unspoken question lingered between them both. Mel almost inquired if she’d set her down so they could get to work, but she couldn’t bring herself to do it. Her hand gently ran the length of Leah’s thumb against her, feeling the smooth texture of her painted nail.



The distance between them slowly began to close, although at first it was almost unnoticeable. Leah slowly drew her hand in, bringing Mel upwards and closer to her face.



“I thought maybe we could… take a break,” Leah suggested, the warmth of her breath rolling over Mel in her grasp. “And…”



When Leah went quiet, Mel also found herself without words. She filled the tense space in time with deliberate silence, and then her eyes drifted again - this time from Leah’s eyes to her plump lips. The uncertainty upon her features was evident, though in that moment it seemed more like anticipation.



Seeming to telegraph a kiss, Leah brought Mel forward gently towards her lips. Mel looked up at her with wide eyes in that initial moment, but then closed them and relaxed, accepting the gesture. Leah was unsure how to truly go about it, as her thick plump lips could entirely encompass Mel’s face. She gently nudged Mel’s head against her bottom lip, and then slid her in and upwards until the tiny human’s face was securely pressed between her thick lips.



The moment was quick. Initially shocked, Mel felt a wave of warmth come over her as she was pressed against the soft red pillows. She had fantasized of something like this, but it came upon her so suddenly that the physical sensation was almost difficult to grasp. It was an almost surreal experience as she is pressed against the giant person; the difference in their scale was magnified when they connect. She could not effectively return the kiss, but she leaned her head forward against Leah’s mouth to embrace it. She wanted Leah to know that the closeness was wanted and accepted, even if she had failed to respond when the move was made.



Leah drew Mel away and looked down at her as if to ascertain that she was okay. Though she had held Mel before today, she’d never experienced such closeness with the tiny human, nor seen them experience that with another. Some part of her feared it would simply be unpleasant for Mel despite each of their efforts. Mel’s face had been ruffled by the kiss and her makeup was smudged, and yet she wore a large grin on her face that immediately relaxed Leah, and caused her to smile warmly in turn. The thoughts that began to assail her were lustful and explicit. Leah contemplated how they might have intercourse, if it reached that point. Her cheek’s grow bright red, and she chided herself. She figured she shouldn’t be contemplating such things when she didn’t even know what Mel desired.



“Is - is that very odd?” Leah inquired, entirely uncertain of what the sensation of the kiss must have been like to her tiny companion. She couldn’t help but sound apologetic as she observes Mel’s disheveled state in her hand.



Mel wiped her face gently and pulled back her hair, collecting herself for a moment. “It’s odd - very pleasant.” Her grin became a shy smirk as she spoke, looking up past Leah’s nose to her eyes.



The gentle confirmation was all Leah needed, and she capitalized on it. Leah brought her forward once more and kissed her again. This time there is less hesitance, and the warm mass of Leah’s lips collided with Mel’s face in a gentle but firm way. Mel could feel spittle wetting her face as Leah allowed her lips to part slightly. The tiny human reached out and set her hand upon Leah’s chin, supporting herself there and feeling the smoothness of her face.



Leah got a bit of a taste of Mel, as her tongue moved just behind her lips and gently nudged against the small human’s face. Mel could still smell the strong scent of lemon cream inside of Leah’s mouth, and taste it in her spittle when her tongue laps over her face. As Leah’s lips parted slightly more, and Mel found her face sliding partially into Leah’s mouth, she managed to actually get a breath of air from Leah’s own lungs.



Soon enough, Leah withdrew Mel from her lips and permitted her a chance to recover. A strand of spittle hung between Leah’s plump lips and the face of the tiny human she held a breath away, gleaming with the kitchen light. Leah let out of a soft chuckle as the strand of spittle draped down between them and fell upon her apron.



“I admit I don’t truly know what to do…” Leah’s voice was a soft confession, and she smirked tentatively.



“Ah - sorry I can’t really kiss you back.” Mel said, grimacing smalley.



“No! That’s okay. I only mean, I don’t really know what is… nice for you.” Leah reached up with her free hand and wiped away a bit of spittle from her chin.



“Ah - well… I like kissing. And I like being held… close.” Mel fumbled over her words as she talked. She was hesitant to invite sex so directly, although the approach of it seemed inevitable. Leah was her boss, and the differences between them would always disrupt their efforts to romance. Admittedly, she could not yet relax to the idea.



“I can sort of cuddle you.” Leah looked upwards as she seems to contemplate it.



“Sure - just, gently,” Mel said, her tone but excited and slightly nervous. She glanced down at Leah’s apron-glad bosom. A small shiver ran through her as she imagined being pressed in between those massive and soft breasts, and held against Leah’s chest. Mel wondered if Leah’s big pale tits had a dusting of freckles the way her face did, or if her nipples tasted as sweet as she smelled.



“I figure I should take the Apron off.” Leah seemed to notice Mel’s gaze again. Mel wasn’t used to
 bigs
 paying so much attention to her. Her tiny face usually got away with looking where it pleased.



Leah reached out slowly to the counter and sets Mel down gently. Leah couldn’t help but draw her hands around herself as the comfortable worth of Leah’s grip was taken away from her, momentarily.



Sitting down on the edge of the counter, Mel let her little legs dangle towards the floor far below.



“Actually I’ve liked you quite a while,” Mel said, forcing casual confidence into her tone.



“I thought you were cute too. I wasn’t sure how to get a good look at your face without being obvious about it.” Leah chuckled warmly as she said that, leaning in real close to Mel to show what she meant.



“Yeah aha - I’m not so used to being right up close to people.” Mel paused. “But looking forward to it.”



Leah reached behind herself and began to untie the apron. Mel was unsure what else to say in the moment. She doesn’t want to just silently stare at Leah as she disrobed. But when she looked up to see Leah’s own eyes upon her, she felt even more paralyzed. Leah’s look was tantalizing. It was a look that was impassioned by and accepting of Mel’s own scrutiny. Her partner wasn’t shy, she was excited for this. She wasn’t worried about harming Mel, and some part of that gave Mel confidence in turn. This had been something they’d both wanted for a long time, and now it could come to fruition. Slowly all of Mel’s hesitance fell away like spittle, or a globule of cream, or an apron.



The apron landed on the kitchen tile with a soft airy whish, leaving Leah clothed only be her tank-top and black tights. Mel’s eyes locked immediately upon Leah’s massive breasts. They were barely held back by the thin white fabric of the tank top, and her perky nipples were so visible through the fabric that Mel could even know their color: A perfect strawberry pink.



“Sorry, nippin a little,” Leah observed unshyly. Her hand raises up to gently nudge one of her firm nipples through her tank top.



“Ah! Don’t be sorry. Sorry for staring,” Mel said quickly, making a little frantic apologetic hand gesture.



“I’ve got big tits but I figure they’re like… a whole different thing to you.” Leah laughed noisily, moving her hand to cup one of her massive breasts and jiggle it up and down within the tank top. Mel could see her freckled cleavage bounce up and down so vivaciously that a boob could almost get free of the confining piece of clothing, if Leah wasn’t careful.



“Yeah, they’re something else.” Mel scooted back from the edge an inch or two and stood up gently as Leah moved closer. She stood near the counter so that Mel had to look up to barely see her face past her massive tits. “Very comfy looking.” The compliment was an invitation, of course. It was no secret she wanted to see if they were as comfy as they looked.



Leah reached down to gently take Mel in her hand once more, and lift her from the counter. As Mel rose up in Leah’s grasp, she was treating to a bird’s eye view of Leah’s cleavage.



“You really like them, don’t you?” Leah asked, sounding amused. Mel tosses her head back and giggles indignantly.



“Sorry. I’ve just never gotten a good look.”



“I suppose I’m usually wearing my apron. Covers my tits up well.”


“It ought to. That’s where the food would land.”



They both chuckled warmly, and Leah’s grip on Mel relaxed gently, as her fingers adjusted to support the tiny woman’s back.



Leah leaned forward once more and gently set her plump lips upon Mel. She held her in hand at a tilted back angle as she stooped gently over her. When she pressed her lips gently against Mel, she braced her tiny human companion’s head against her finger, and pressed her to her mouth. Tickled by Leah’s tongue, Mel lets out a muffled giggle from within Leah’s plump lips.



Leah’s eyes crossed as she looked at Mel’s squirming little body beneath her kiss. She was such a precious plaything, and Leah couldn’t help but revel in the freedom to play. Mel had always been a tiny temptation to her, and now she had her in her grasp. She peckered the little body with kisses, planting them quickly on Mel’s face, chest, stomach and crotch as rapid little pecks. Mel giggled wildly, flopping about in her hand under the assault of kisses and feebly trying to fend Leah off.



“That tickles!” Mel managed to cry in a short moment that she was not smothered beneath Leah’s lush pink lips. The larger human pulled her face away and licked her lips as she stifled a giggle.



“Ha ha ha! You’re so small!” Leah said in an exaggerated and playful manner, stating the obvious almost mockingly.



“Don’t I know it,” Mel replied. She reclined comfortably in Leah’s hand, breathing heavily as she stared up at her giantess companion.



“I know not what we should do,” Leah pondered wistfully.



“Ah, cuddle?” Mel suggests, as Leah had mentioned it a moment before.



“Mm! Yes. I ought to put this away.” Leah gestured at the bowl of frosting on the counter, and then walked over to the counter it rested on. Holding Mel securely in one hand, she opened a drawer beneath the counter and pulled out a cardboard box that contained a roll of saran wrap. She looked between Mel and the task ahead, judging how she might best employ her single free hand. “Let me just…” she brought Mel against her chest gently, orienting the smaller human so that she faced outwards and set her down between her breasts at the upper hem of her shirt. Mel quickly secured her feet against the fabric of Leah’s tank top, and stands there in her cleavage, looking out over the counter. She can feel the radiating warmth of Leah’s massive breasts on either side of her, and tries desperately to keep her eyes forward.



Leah acts as though what she had done was the most casual gesture, as though she had simply set aside something to take backup in a moment. Mel shivers gently as she stands unsteadily between Leah’s breasts. Though she resists staring forward for some time, the glowing warmth of Leah’s freckled tits soon demand her gaze, and she finds herself casting a look into the shadow of the tank top and observing Leah’s sideboob from an intimate proximity.



Leah casually applied a layer of the plastic wrap over the frosting, ascertaining it’d remain fresh for the evening, and then lifted the bowl. She began to walk towards the fridge, and Mel clung tightly to the hem of her shirt at her cleavage, being careful to not slip down into her larger companion’s shirt. In that moment she did not truly feel humiliated, despite the circumstances. Leah’s comfort with the situation was encouraging to the tiny human, and she had no desire to indicate that this was not pleasurable for her as well. She would be quite content to ride around in Leah’s shirt and feel the intimate closeness of being nestled between her massive pale breasts. As the decorator began to walk, her heavy breasts bounced gently up and down, and Mel found herself sliding more snugly between them. Her feet did not maintain perfect traction on the soft white cloth of Leah’s shirt.



Mel found herself slowly tugging down Leah’s shirt as the larger human walked towards the fridge, and opened it. Soon enough one of Leah’s perky pink nipples slid out from under the cloth just beside Mel, and jutted towards the open air. Mel found herself fixated as she stared down at the tender pink areola and resisted the urge to lean in and put her face against it. Leah, for the moment, does not seem to notice the slip.



“We could sit and cuddle together once I’ve cleaned up here,” Leah suggested.



“Ah, sure! Are you… expecting anyone to come by tonight?” Mel failed to detach her eyes from Leah’s exposed tit as she talked, but the decorator’s eyes were directed on the fridge interior.



She leaned down and slid the bowl of frosting in beside a completed pie, and her breasts swung forward to press snugly against Mel’s back and pin her to the white cloth of the tank top.



“Mm, no. I figure I’m all clear for tonight. Got a good grip there?” A wave of cool air flowed out from the fridge when it was opened and washes over Leah’s partially exposed chest. She gasped softly as the chilled wind touched her exposed teat, and glanced down quickly to see the slip. Mel was clinging tightly to the cloth between her large hanging breasts, and it was obvious what she was staring at. “Oops!”



As she rose, Leah reached up and quickly tugged the fabric out, and then up and back over her exposed tit. Of course in the process Mel was granted a full view of her nipple. She closed the fridge and righted herself again.



“Ah - it’s alright. This is neat.” Mel leaned back against Leah’s chest between her tits and tried to stare up at her, but she could only really see her chin and neck.



“Neat,” Leah repeated, sounding amused. “Pretty comfy?”



“A little hard to hold myself out. They… move around a lot.” Mel gestured vaguely towards the massive mounds of Leah’s tits, and Leah giggled heavily with a flush.



Leah gently twisted her torso back and forth, holding her hands up at her sides as she jiggled her breasts. Mel swung and back and forth between them as the large plump tits pushed her around. She giggled noisily, struggling to maintain a hold on the hem of Leah’s shirt. Eventually her grip slipped, and she lets out a little shriek as she slid down Leah’s shirt along her soft stomach. She frantically turned around as she fell and tried without success to grab hold of Leah’s smooth soft flesh. Leah’s hand rushed to her crotch and barely managed to pin Mel to herself there just as she fell out from the shirt.



“Sorry!” Leah gasped noisily, holding Mel tightly against her crotch, the tiny human’s face pressed into the fabric of her tights. She slowly oriented her hands so that the tiny human faced outwards again.



“AH!” Mel let out a little frantic scream as soon as she was able to, the shock of what just had happened to her coming all at once. From this distance the drop wouldn’t have killed her - tiny humans are somewhat more durable than you’d expect - but it was surely dangerous. Not to mentioned she’d just been pressed forcefully into Leah’s crotch and held there.



“I’m so sorry!” Leah said again. “I was just trying to be playful.”



Mel gasped for air and then giggled loudly. “Ahah! It’s fine - just, carefully. You got me.” Mel quickly relaxed as Leah slowly drew her up again.



“I suppose I need a bit of practice at this,” Leah admitted softly.



“Ah well - we can… surely practice it together.” Mel’s voice became sweet as recovered from the momentary scare. Leah turned her around so that they faced each other and looked warmly upon her disheveled features.



“I figure I could hold you… quite often. And help you around the kitchen, if anything.” Leah’s practical suggestion carried with it a curious warmth, as though these new possibilities were astounding her.



“Just gotta take things slow.” Mel reached down to her chest and fingered at the top button, as she watched Leah’s face as the decorator held her around the legs.



Mel slowly began to unbutton her jacket. She knew that she wore nothing beneath, but was not shy to show Leah her body. She wanted to move the engagement forward and experience even more closeness with Leah’s body. She was ready for it now, as a few initial uncertainties settled.



Leah’s eyes locked upon the tiny human’s chest after the second button came free, and peered at her partially exposed breasts. Mel held the jacket around herself even as the last button popped loose, drawing out the reveal.



Leah said nothing, but patiently stared at Mel in a blatant manner. Her look was expectant and intrusive, clarifying Mel’s next action as though the tiny human herself had forgotten. It was a curious way to dominate her, the visual order causing Mel to feel a sensation of tension as she made herself pull back the jacket and expose her perky little breasts. Leah’s lips curled up into a pleased grin as she took in the detail of the little lady’s form, and drew her closer to her face.



“Perfect little tiny titties,” Leah observed softly. She took her time observing the tits closely, and held Mel just a few inches away.



“They’re big, proportionately,” Mel claimed. Her tits did not match Leah’s - not by a long shot - but they were not particularly small in terms of ratio to her body. But to Leah, each was just the size of a blueberry.



“I don’t know many other tinies to compare to.” Tinies were hardly a commonplace thing.



“Well for the most part our bodies are just like yours. Just like, imagine me bigger.” Mel said, extending her arms slightly to her sides and holding herself up and straight so that her chest puffed forward.



“It’s sort of hard to do.” Leah smirked warmly. She drew Mel in closer and lowered her towards her mouth once more.



“Probably will get easier as we’re… closer. I find that a lot of the times, it’s more about distance than size - in terms of how we think of each other.” Mel had speculated on the complexity of tiny-human-big-human relationships, and observed the primal simplicity to the differences between their natures.



“I think… I have never looked closely enough at you.” Leah said softly, her tone a sweet confession. Mel felt the warmth of the larger human’s breath wash over her as they shared in the intimate closeness. The smaller human’s concerns and uncertainty had begun melting away with the warmth of the decorator’s closeness and touch. “And you’ve always been here, right under my nose.” The sentiment was a bit more literal than Leah may have intended, and yet it was a perfect representation of the untouched potential that had rested between them.



“Ah well… you may have been looking up while I was looking down.” Mel reached out to set her hand gently against Leah’s chin and hold her as they locked eyes. Mel had been too shy to initiate this type of connection in the past, and Leah’s ambition and focus had resulted in an oversight of something even greater.



“I’d been tasting treats. Teased by tiny temptations. The true treat was your tiny titties.” Leah guffawed heartily at the alliteration of her remark, and Mel couldn’t help but burst into a fit of giggles in turn.



“What a poet!” Mel exclaimed, throwing her hands up in a celebratory way, ecstatic.



Leah leaned in towards her slowly and her thick lips parted to free her plump wet tongue. Mel brought her hands down and rested them against Leah’s supporting fingers, keeping her arms out of the larger human’s way as her mouth approached. Slowly, the large pink tongue set upon Mel’s chest and slathered an inch across her torso, soaking her with spittle as the larger human tasted her.



“Mmm…” Leah seemed to enjoy it. She lapped her tongue across Mel’s body again, this time dragging it wetly over her tiny tits. Each of them was easily pushed about by the dancing touch of her tongue as Leah continued to lick clumsily at her boobs, vivaciously slurping and lapping Mel’s upper body. Mel had never experienced stimulation of this manner and struggled to comprehend the sensation of Leah’s textured tongue upon her sensitive breasts.



Leah’s tongue softly touched against the underside of my Mel’s breasts as the larger human began to lick with more precision and focus on stimulating Mel’s soaked tits. She lifted one of the tiny blueberry sized tits tenderly with her licking motion. Mel let out a soft and squeaking moan in response to the strange but pleasurable feeling of the texture of her tongue against her body, the mounting pleasure quickly overwhelming her. Leah seemed encouraged by the response. Leah’s tongue lolled gently across the small human’s tits. Mel gasped sharply and struggled to maintain any degree of composure.



Leah’s tongue licked along Mel’s arm and then against her breasts once more, the tip of it gently teased each of her perky mounds in a thorough way. Her hand remained snugly around the smaller human’s body as if Mel were a tasty treat for savor.



The larger human dragged her tongue along Mel’s stomach, then between her breasts, and then up gently in a curling motion to nudge the tiny woman’s chin up. Then her tongue retreated into her mouth, and she pursed her lavish lips in a contemplative way.



“I should take this off,” Leah said as she cast a glance down at her tank top. She didn’t even bother looking for a place to set Mel down this time, instead opting to simply stick the tiny human into her mouth unceremoniously. Mel let out a little squeak as the top half of her slid quickly into Leah’s mouth, the giantess’ thick lips running half the length of the tiny human’s body. Mel could feel the semi-flat surface of Mel’s wet tongue against her torso as she feebly struggle within Leah’s mouth.



Leah was content to capitalize on the tiny human’s secure confinement between her lips, and used the opportunity provided with free hands to pull her tank top over her head and cast it aside onto the floor. Finally, her plump pale breasts hung freely and exposed from her chest. She spent a moment more gently licking Mel inside of her mouth as the little human began to wiggle more frantically, before drawing her out of her mouth and permitted her a chance to breathe.



“Ah… fuck.” Mel exhaled a shuddering breath as she took in Leah’s massive breasts, staring at them attentively in an undeniably longing way.



“Have you undressed me with your mind? You must have really wanted to see these.”



“I could never imagine them so great.” Mel was enthralled by the smooth perfection of Leah’s tits, and looked down at them from her grasp with some amount of focus. The swollen pink areola around Leah’s nipples appeared unnaturally smooth and Mel longed to set her face upon it. Her wish would soon be granted, as Leah slowly began to lower Mel towards her breasts and direct the tiny individual's head towards one of her nipples.



Mel collided with one of Leah’s plump breasts and immediately slathered some of Leah’s spittle upon it. Her body was still soaked from the thorough licking. Leah rubbed the tiny human against her tit tenderly, wetting it and stimulating her nipple with Mel’s moving body. When she quit moving Mel so actively, Mel secured her hands upon Leah’s nipple and began to feel it’s texture. Leah released a small gasp as the tiny human put their hands upon this sensitive place. Mel’s movements were precise, and the motion of her hand against leah’s tit stimulated her to an almost uncomfortable extent.



Leah allowed the tiny human to draw herself forward with her meager strength and move her face slowly towards her teat. Mel felt a rush of anticipation flow through her as that perfect pointed nub of flesh slowly came forward to meet her lips. She could smell the heavenly scene of Leah’s flesh strongly as she nuzzled up near the summit of her boob.



Mel produced a soft anticipatory moan as she put her mouth around Leah’s nipple. It was a struggle to fit the little pink protrusion of flesh into her mouth, and Mel found herself almost gagging as she worked her mouth down over it.



Leah moaned out passionately as the sensation of the tiny human licking and sucking her nipple overwhelmed her. Her hand rose up to settle upon her free breast and stroke the nipple there feverishly, adding to her pleasure. She was surprised that a human so small was able to do so much for her in this way, and her imagination was only revealing yet more possibilities.



Mel ran her hand along the tender areola, stimulating it as she continued to suckle Leah’s nipple and gently tug it with her mouth. The tiny human felt herself growing wet and looks down at her slacks as she remained cuddled up against the breast. She reached down with the hand that was not attending to Leah’s tits and began to work the pants off, wiggling her little rear as her hand slide between the fabric and her side and began to work the piece off.



“Let me help you with that.” Leah said, taking her hand from her breast and bringing it back to Mel. She gently held the human and pinched the end of her pant leg between her finger and her thumb. Leah dragged off Mel’s pants with ease and dropped them to the ground far below. Mel wore some dark blue panties and helped Leah get them off as well, wiggling her tiny body on Leah’s palm as she was cupped against the breast and aided in undressing.



Leah looked over Mel’s fully nude form with great attentiveness and evident lust. She exhaled softly from her nose and allowed her eyes to grow half lidded as she appreciated the tiny human’s body.



Leah adjusted her grip around Mel to hold Mel more loosely, and guided her pinky-finger between between the tiny woman’s legs. Mel stifled a small gasp as she felt her approach. Even Leah’s little finger was too large for Mel to take, and for a moment Mel fearfully imagines her shoving it into her sex. But Leah is gentle, and merely strokes along Mel’s slit ever so slowly with the tip of her finger.



Mel bit her lip gingerly.



The larger human observed her expression and tries to judge what motions were causing there the most pleasure as her finger gently ran the small length of the tiny humans slit with the smallest motion of the finger. Leah then took Mel up in both hands. Each of them gently held a side of the tiny woman’s upper body. Nestling Mel’s arms between her thumb and pointer finger, Leah tilted Mel back slowly as she brought her towards her mouth. Mel can only loll back her head and allow her mouth to fall agape as she anticipated what was to come. Leah wasted no time bringing the tip of her tongue against Mel’s sex. Mel felt the large wet presence pushing apart her legs tenderly and lapping at her in an imprecise manner. With Mel’s legs guiding her, Leah soon narrowed her focus so that the tip of her tongue played upon Mel’s labia and clitoris in perfect strokes.



Mel’s high-pitched moans grew louder and faster as Leah worked her tongue against the tiny human’s crotch, stimulating her in a rapid way. Her legs rested on either side of Mel’s mouth and began to straddle her tongue as it continued to work in and against her crotch. Leah produced a savory noise like she had when she tasted the frosting, taking great pleasure in Mel’s taste upon the tip of her tongue. Mel closed her legs down against the tongue and grinded against it, using her strength to thrust back and forth on the wildly moving tongue even as Leah tried to lick her.



“Ah fuck that’s good.” Mel said. She struggled to form a proper sentence as the immense pleasure washed over her, and she felt her arousal pushing away all other thoughts.



As she wiggled and grinded against the larger human’s tongue, Mel slid one of her legs between Leah’s tongue and her lips, slipping partially into her mouth. Leah adjusted her grip so that she could hold the top half of Mel and allow the bottom half of the tiny human to slide into her mouth entirely. Mel has a full body shiver as her nude form slowly slid along Leah’s thick lips and into her mouth. She wildly attempted to place her legs somewhere where she would not slip down the larger human’s throat. Leah produced a noisy gagging noise as her tiny human companion pressed against the back of her throat with her foot, but continued to lick up at Mel and pleasure her pussy with her gigantic tongue.



Leah closed her lips around Mel’s stomach so that Mel was kept from sliding deeper into the larger human by the jutting presence of her breasts, which came to rest against the outside of Leah’s mouth. Leah’s thick pink lips remain enclosed around the tiny human, who secured her hands on either side of Leah’s mouth to brace herself.



Steadily, Leah’s rhythm increased and Mel began to feel a pulsating surge of pleasure creeping over her body. Her entire body was drenched with a combination of spittle and sweat as it was quite exerting to hold herself up as Leah so easily played with her body.



“I’m going to cum,” Mel gasped out frantically, the intense pleasure catching her by surprise as she found herself unable to stay off the approaching orgasm. Leah moans noisily in response and only hastened her efforts, licking about Mel’s crotch with intense and relentless speed.



Mel produces a noisy and sharp squeak as the orgasm takes a hold of her. She pressed down against Leah’s lip with her hand and squeezes her tongue between her legs as she convulsed.



Her body rocked to the rhythm of the larger human’s licking and her eyes slowly drifted up in her head. A pulsating sensation of an intense orgasm whited out every thought from her mind but pleasure as she succumbed to the larger human’s ceaseless licking of her pussy. When at last the overwhelming pleasure begins to subside, Mel gasped out for air and weakly whimpered.



Leah continued to lick Mel’s extra sensitive sex, but slowed her pace and applied less pleasure as the tiny human recovered. She looked with fond eyes upon the tiny human’s drenched body, observing how her little firm tits glistened with spit and sweat before her eyes.



“Oh fuck that was good,” Mel exhaustedly said, her eyes fluttering open to look upon Leah’s features as she laid limply in the larger human’s mouth. Leah reached up and drew her out of her mouth, and looked upon her with an ecstatic expression and spittle drizzled off of Mel’s body and onto the larger woman’s chin and chest.



“Seemed like it was good!” Leah playfully poked Mel beneath the tits as the tiny human reached up to wipe her face and fix her hair, still breathing heavily. “I think we’ve just uh… discovered something worth investigating.” She added, guffawing in a hearty manner at Mel’s baffled face of agreement. The new realm of pleasurable possibilities between them would be free for their exploration, and they would be the designers and decorators of the next treat they shared.
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If I was to be a thief, I would be the best among them. And if I was to scavenge for food in the dwellings of humans, I meant to eat like a queen. At a young age I’d seen how they kept their produce. We were all aware of the sheer excess of what they had. The humans would store a wagon’s worth of berries in chilled vaults and hide away jars of honey massive enough to swim in. That temptation had been too much for me. Even though I never truly felt spite for the humans, jealousy and want had drawn me away from my home and into their territories on multiple occasions. Stealing from a human was strictly forbidden, of course, but those who outlawed trespassing into human territory had surely never gone hungry.



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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


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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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


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



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


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



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



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



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


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



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



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



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


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


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



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



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



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


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



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


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



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



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



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



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



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



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


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


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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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


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


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



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



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



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



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


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



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



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



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



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


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


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



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



“Tell me the truth,” She says.


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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



And it was my fault.



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



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



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


“Where are your wings?” she inquires.


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


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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



“It’s… okay. You were scared.”



I nod lightly.



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



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



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



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



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


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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



“Do faeries do this a lot?” she asks.


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



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



Finally she speaks. “Will you come back?”



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



“Not to steal,” I say softly.



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



“But… yes. For you,” I say.



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



“So very sweet.” Her tone is lascivious.



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



“Maybe I can help?”



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



“I can give you some fabric.”



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



“Hey!”



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



Auburn slowly sits up, and the shadow of her washes over me. I look up to see the ecstatic grin on her face and grin back at her in a disheveled manner. I can only return her gaze with my own baffled expression, and that seems to amuse her to no end. Auburn wiggles her hips lightly, causing her dripping pussy to sway above me teasingly. She purses her lips and speaks in a smug and suave way. “I think you and I are going to have a lot of fun.”
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Volume II



Volume II of Faerie brings Cerysa’s home and her close friend, Lyssa, into the story as uncertainty and fear succumb to lustful desire.







Despite the forbidden nature of their relationship, the faerie Cerysa is unable to keep herself away from her human lover, Auburn. There is no warning or law that can overcome the passion in her heart, and a craving to explore the reality of each other’s worlds continues to draw the two together.
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Cerysa



1
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She was a dream of a dream. Every day the quiet feeling flourished a little stronger within me. I nourished thoughts of Auburn deep within my heart, treating them both to lustful fantasies and genuine anticipatory fear. What had once been a desire to satiate my curiosity was now becoming a paramount fragment of my soul. I was beginning to love her in the way that only a fool can. The moments I spent at home among my own people, who were cautious in all things, served as a ceaseless reminder of the forbidden nature of my actions. To them, humans were a monstrous part of a hostile world, and the horror had only escalated in recent years.



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



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



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



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


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



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



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



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



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


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



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



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



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



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


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



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



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



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



“Lyssa, I’m not-”


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



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



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



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


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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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


“Auburn?”


“Hey Cerysa! Just a moment.”



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



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



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



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


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



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



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


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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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


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



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



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



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


“You can’t cheat at art,” she claims.



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



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



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



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



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



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


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



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


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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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


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


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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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


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



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



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



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



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



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


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



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



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



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



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



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



“That’s right. For a few hours.”



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


“It’s ticklish.” She says.



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



“Did you enjoy that?” Auburn asks.


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



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



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



“Thought of fucking them?” she inquires.



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



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



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



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



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



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



“Humans know of many?” I ask.



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



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



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



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



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



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



“I suppose we need to be more careful.”



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



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



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



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



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



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


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



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



“They won’t know!” she insists.



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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


“Good and snug. Comfy?” she asks.



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


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



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



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



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



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



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



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



I was going to have to be quiet in here when Auburn was going about her business. I’d just relax and gently squirm to pleasure Auburn’s ass until she took me out. Auburn makes her way down the stairs after getting dressed and gets on her bike. With every turn of the pedals, I am firmly squeezed by the walls of her ass. Auburn’s chores were going to take the better part of the afternoon. I can only hope my breathing spell lasted.
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In the era before, when these threats were more genuine to the people, there were many that studied and trained vigorously with the intent of one day holding the title of dragonslayer. Successfully earning this reputation came with immense benefit within the society, and the status of the victorious champion rendered them exalted to the point of nobility. For everyone knew that only a true master of the skill, who had given their lives in preparation for the task, could ever defeat one of these beasts.



Advancements in the weapons and magics of the mortal races afforded dragonslayers greater success, until the governance of most areas was able to contract individuals with the ability and relocate them as needed. Soon, dragon lairs were effectively removed from populated territories. When they did appear, grievances from the common folk were soon to follow. The professional teams would arrive and address the threat given time, but until they did there was a window of opportunity for a brave, or foolish, independent party to seize a victory for themselves; many threw away their lives away in the attempt. The fame and potential for immediate status elevation made this a powerful aspiration or fantasy for many young knights. The status of hero could come with one well placed blow.



So when a lone dame in battered armor rode a spent horse down the hill into the town of Bluewater, it wasn’t difficult to guess the reason she had come.



“Here to slay the dragon, are you?” A gatekeeper’s voice demanded her attention, and she huffed slightly, offering a polite wave and keeping her visor down. The dame was passing in a hurried manner, despite the slow pace of her steed, and gave little attention to boasting or making chat with anyone along the way. “Be sure to buy a casket ‘fore you set off…” the man's voice said after her, followed by the sounds of him and his friends laughing heartily.



The words were wind to her, and her mind was not unlike her armor. Scoffed and dented from a lifetime of battering, the hurled remarks of commonfolk did not so much as touch her heart. With torn chainmail visible under her breastplate, and boots blackened by searing coal, she perhaps gave off the impression of someone tested and practical, or else the one to come upon their armor. She had a sword at her hip and a spear bound to the saddle, and the satchel at her steeds side produced a clattering noise like that of steel and glass rummaging together.



Bluewater seemed a pleasant place, given a once-over by the dame. She observed a superb view of the ocean along the sloped hills to her right, beyond a slanted descent of shacks and structures that approached the shore. It seemed as though the main industries were likely fishing and lumber, which was enough to sustain many of these small villages along the old road.



The dame was not above descending to the ports to take a seagull. No one was likely to care of she slew and ate one, but she wouldn’t want it to be her last public act. Dying to the dragon would likely mean she got shallow grave somewhere marked Gullslayer, at the very best. Not a suitable end for someone of her accomplishments.



And that was what Audrey told herself as she road to the tavern, tied up her horse, and counted out her last few coins. She figured it was one of those moments in life where the best advance was to remove all secondary options. So it was all or nothing, in a sense, and she’d prepared the best she could for the moment of truth ahead. If she succeeded in her task, she’d likely never want for money again. Otherwise, whatever she still had would just become part of the dragon’s hoard.



The interior warmth was quite welcome as the dame strode inside, allowing the heat to alleviate the acquired tension of the journey, as best it could. She pulled off her helmet as she came in, observing that it wasn’t too busy. Few of the occupants give more than a glance in her direction, apparently unphased to see someone here in armor. Her bare platesteel might have stood out without a tabard, but that marked her allegiances in and of itself.



Two caught Audrey’s attention, they being a ranger who sat among gamblers but was done up in her traveling gear, and the bartender, who stood alone and was unusually pretty to behold. She wore a tight short-sleeve blouse with a brown necktie, visible pearl buttons, and a fine woolen skirt inscribed with leafy patterns. Admittedly the dame was distractible when it came to these things, as many people are in those moments when the journey wore upon them. She only took a short glance at the woman’s freckled features, noting that her face as terribly cute, before resolving that she would at least attempt to make company with this woman before she likely died. First she moved to speak with the ranger, though, if only to grab a lay of the land and alleviate the tension of her presence among strangers.



“Evening lads, ranger,” Audrey greeted softly as she approached the table, showing courtesy with a soft nod to the strangers before directing her attention to the woman in foresting gear, and the bow slung about her chair. Though she was not dressed as though she intended to remain here long, or become overly familiar with any of her present company, she was perfectly relaxed at the game table, reclined with her cloak drawn over most of her form. Only the arm she used for both play and drink peeked out from the cloth, and her face, cast mostly in darkness, confessed features both fair and feminine.



“Mm. Hello dame, just come to town, have you?” she inquired before Audrey spoke, sounding friendly enough despite her low and reserved tone. The dame could observe the faint golden glow of her eyes beneath the hood, outing her to be either some variant of holy elf, or an entity in service to the sun. At a glance alone, the dame could not guess.



“I hope I’m not interrupting your game,” she said, easing foward to linger to a place near the game, but not so intrusive so as to suggest she would get a look at their cards. She turns a chair around, and sits down for herself. Having straddled it in reverse, she scooted over toward the ranger. “I figured I should ask you for a bit of trail advice before I head off.”



“Off for what, might I inquire?” the ranger asked curiously, her tone lacking any particular suspicion, but still seeming attentive.



“Well. You might call me a fool,” Audrey began with soft hesitance.



“The dragon, then. How very typical, so incredibly predictable.” The ranger interrupted Audrey immediately, guessing her intention without a hint of pleasantness in her tone. “And I had thought perhaps we could journey together, but I’d rather not lose nights sleep knowing I lead you to your crispy end.”



“Whoa whoa! Relax. Don’t just assume I’m a total fool. I’ve… prepared well for this task,” Audrey said sincerely, expressing her serious intent to the doubtful ranger. Some of the gamblers chuckle at the exchange, distracted momentarily from their game.



She huffs. “Alright, perhaps then I’ll see you along the trail. But forgive me if I’m disinclined to give you hints to your certain death.”



“You won’t even point the way?” Audrey asked, irritated. “I thought a ranger would be good for advice.”



“I will advise you in this much, at least,” the ranger said. “If you can get a hold of some good treasure, you ought to just take that and run. It’s better than most people do, and you chances of actually slaying this one? Slim to nothing. She is… a dragon of unusual power.”



“Well if you won’t help me find her, you may as well tell me what you know of the dragon, so that I might survive. Otherwise it’s your fault.”



“If you promise me you aren’t throwing your life away just to make a name for yourself, then I will tell you what I know. It’s better to be a nameless dame than a dead one.”



“I’m not a nameless dame, anyway. I am Audrey, and I am well renowned in the northern territories for combatting drakes and wyverns, and many other lesser beasts.”



“Well, Audrey, are you sure you would not be better suited there, doing what it is you already prosper in? Often people rise beyond their skills, and fall like the stars…”



Audrey leaned up, although her posture made an intimidating presence impossible. How ironic, as she had assumed it only to convey her amiable nature, as people often made assumptions when they saw the tall and strong form of the dame. “I’ve confidence in my task, and soon you will see that I am quite serious about it. So tell me then of the dragon, so I may have my best chance. And tell me your name, too, for I mean to return to you and brag upon my victory.”



This stirs a good and joyful laugh from the table, who had gone from mocking her to tentatively rooting for her cause. It was hard not to, after all, when someone came to town with the promise of saving the people. Everyone secretly wanted to believe. The exchange seemed to have gained some attention.



“My name is Ilyria,” she states simply, reclining back again with a very unimpressed demeanor, but at least she no longer seemed angry at the dame’s mere proposition. “The dragon you move to face is a dragoness and a giantess, a towering figure, dark and horrid to look upon like the greater scaled demons of old. She is so large and powerful that the earth trembles when she rolls over, and animals will not walk within five hundred yards of her cavern, unless they are small enough to escape between her teeth.” Ilyria drinks deeply of her hard cider, starring Audrey down with a serious and warning expression upon her features. “And even if you manage to avoid being eaten alive, I can already tell that your armor could never resist true dragonfire. Perhaps the Old Wards about your body will protect you, but the armor would be molted and slip from your form, leaving you exposed to her long and sharp claws.”



“Perhaps you ought to write horror stories for children, with the way you try to scare someone with your elegant words! But yes, I have thought this through. The dragon will not so much as know my approach before death comes to her, and I can hold my own, should it turn into a fight proper.”



The ranger gently set her fingers upon her forehead, exhaling softly in defeat. “Then good luck to you… I hope to not see your sword among the loot taken, when the real professionals arrive. I intend to make way there myself, and so too recruit the aid of the local wizard. We can contribute when the dragonslayer’s arrive, get a fair share for our work.”



“I’ll set off tomorrow morning, and see it done upon my arrival. This is the big one for me - my endgame. My culmination of skill for the world to behold. You and the other dragon slayers may take what I could not carry away.” Audrey declared confidently. With a flourish, she turned around and strode away. She could not allow the illusion of fearlessness to fall, for if she did, the rumoring would make it seem as though she was victorious only by blind chance, even if she did somehow succeed. She wanted everyone to know she had addressed the threat without hesitation, so that they might revere her as someone who could rise to any new threat, and destroy it with such ease. That is what it meant, in Audrey’s eyes, to be a dragon slayer. At least then she could live guiltlessly on the immense fortunes acquired.



Some chatting stirred up behind her, but she directed her attention away, and walked swiftly up to the bar counter. The tavern girl’s gaze was affixed upon her all though the dame’s approach, only once Audrey approaches the counter does she shyly direct her eyes down and away. Then, she pretends to notice Audrey for the first time, and doing a little curtsey.



“Oh hey! A dame or sworn sword? Curious to be getting armored folk around here!” she is already flush, with the tinge of pink seasoning her freckled cheeks in a way that made her seem to glow in the taverns deep amber light. This was the kind of real soft farm girl Audrey would often crave, who so often carried deeper aspirations of adventure and would cling to the interesting folk that passed through an area otherwise uneventful. In their innocence and kindness, Audrey could find a solace to ease even the greatest tensions.



“An aspiring dragonslayer - and dead girl, apparently,” Audrey said, laughing heartily. The bartender gasped and covered her mouth, a mixture of excitement and fear upon her features.



“You truly mean to do the dragon in?” she asks, seeming ashamed of her excited giggles. “Well the attempts worth a drink at least!”



“Please, let me pay for it. I’ll have more coins that I need after my task, either way” Audrey said with soft sincerity, again leveling with a stranger to express something more close to her heart than the general rambunctious boasting and false bravery. It might have gone over the other’s head, though.



“Aye… I guess that’s true. Well I suppose you ought to be spoiled, at least for the evening! Have a last - I mean a good meal, a few good drinks. I admit I’d love to hear a story or two of your adventures… then I can tell of you should you not make it back.”



“I’d be quite pleased if you immortalized me in that way, so I am not just called gullslayer, or some nonsense.”



“What?” The lady asked, seeming a bit bewildered.



“Haha - sorry. Dumb thought I had earlier, when I thought about taking a bird from the docks. I figured that’s all they’d ever remember me for.”



The bartender laughs heartily, slapping the wooden bar surface and buckling over just slightly. “Oh wow! You’re right at that. I’m sorry! What a cruel thing to laugh about!” It seemed she couldn’t help herself, and Audrey laughs in turn.



“Here, I’ll pour you something to jog your memory, and have Arin put on a steak,” she says, shouting a word back to the chef, through the kitchen door. Then she was quick to fetch a mug and fill it to the brim with a golden frothy mixture that bubbled quite intensely.



“Thank Arin for me, and what can I call you? While I’m learning everyone’s names.”



“Mine’s Sonna … I think I heard you say you were Audrey?”



“Aye! No real fancy titles yet. Scaled beast tamer, if that counts.”



“Scaled beast tamer?!” she exclaims as Audrey takes a bemused and confident drink of her beverage, which tasted like a strong and sweet maple bourbon. She was glad to feel the first wave of the alcohol’s effects, noting that the bartender had been kind enough to pour her a large glass. Some women understood when you were in need, without being told.



“Not as exciting as it might sound… and the job’s sorta fallen through, to tell it true. Not much work to be done, now that the north is well cleared of the buggers. But the south has… even bigger ones it seems.”Audrey drank again from her class, stifling a huff as it burned her throat.



“This is no drake as I understand it, she’s a real titan of a thing, a real towering fire-breathing creature of the dark. Her foot is as big as a person! They found tracks in the farmland you could easily lay in.”



Audrey couldn’t help but gulp slightly, mid drink, but she tried to play it off like nothing. “Well. Big as she may be, I expect to settle this in a single blow.” She was used to exaggerations from the common folk, but somehow the bartender’s words brought a startling image to her mind.



“So are you very stealthy, then? Cause you’re armor seems real heavy and clanky-like…”



“Aye, well, yes and no. Let’s just say I’ve trained at striking dragons, and I can move precisely. Perhaps I should not brag too much before the deed is done, but know I am above the common swordsman.”



“I’ll trust your judgement, since you’re betting your life on it and all.” Sonna watches as Audrey takes down her drink with haste and an air of determination. “And you seem like a tough lady.”



“Your faith in me is HYUCK appreciate!” Audrey said, setting down the glass and stifling a small hiccup. She grins appreciatively at Sonna as the bartender refilled her glass, and then moved to go and fetch her the steak and stew. Audrey uses the moment to shrug off her pauldrons and stow them near her barstool, slowing her breathing to acclimate to the environment, and try to relax. She can’t help but follow the bartenders work, and soon Sonna catches her gaze.



“I’ve always been quite a fangirl for dames and knights, when they come around,” Sonna says amiable, returning with the food. “Guess it’s childish, but I sure still root for you.”



“Glad to be more than a fool in armor, to you,” Audrey replied, dipping the bread and eating hastily. She was more grateful than she expressed for the warm meal, but she did not have special regard for it as a potential last meal, as she was no longer pondering the imminent possibility of death.



“One thing about dames, is lowly or great they always got a lot of stories,” Sonna said, topping off Audrey’s glass once more before returning the bottle to its shelf. “Will you be having a room, as well?”



“I’ve got a few, perhaps, although I might be inclined to take my mind off of the adventure. For the night, at least,” Audrey said, leaning back on her stool as she enjoyed the sensation of fullness, and a more powerful intoxication from her drink. “Although… I would love to have someone to chat with. Suppose you’re working the night shift?”



“I am off in but a few hours, as it were,” Sonna replied, leaning toward Audrey with visible curiosity. “Should I keep you a bit of company, then? Wouldn’t want you to be alone before the uh, big day.” Sonna tried to avoid a more blatant reminder, but she figured there was no point in trying to ignore it.



“There’s nothing I’d like more than to cuddle up and rest for a while. A bed is one thing, a nice soft friend to share it with is something else,” Audrey said, reaching out gently to give Sonna a little squeeze around the soft fat of her arm.



“Bumble on up there whenever, and I’ll bring you something more to eat, when I come,” she said totally innocently, up until she punctuated the promise with a wink. With a flush on her features she turned away and went back to tending the bar.



Audrey’s thoughts rarely drifted from Sonna as the evening drew on, and eventually she made her way up to the room provided to await her.







By the time Audrey has shed her armor and made herself comfortable on the bed, there came a small knock on the door. A grin moved across her features before she called out “Come in,” to the individual on the other side. The door swung open, and Sonna scooted inside with a bit of haste.



“Evening,” Sonna greeted softly, grinning at Audrey as she walked the length of the room to come and stand bedside, gently resting a platter of food on the nightstand. “Good and cozy?” she inquired.



“Just about.” Audrey seemed pleased for the company, looking up at the bartender with a degree of attentiveness. They looked at each other, and there was an expectant air, as the invitation had been given but Sonna seemed perhaps uncertain of herself in imposing. She looks over the reclining body of the dame, now observing her without her armor.



Audrey was strong built and had a slightly dark tone to her skin, commonplace among the humans of those middle lands. She was well endowed with muscle and also softness, and the old white shirt she wore did much to present the shape of her form, and hung loosely over her amble chest. The blanket had been drawn up to her hip but Sonna observed that she seemed to be unclothed beyond that point, and stifled a little giggle, perhaps unable to invoke a word more to say.



“How very cute you look when disheveled,” Audrey said teasingly, grinning ear to ear as she stared down the bartender with undisguised appreciation, enjoying the sight of her after waiting. “Have your plans changed, or will you remain with me awhile?” she asked softly, in case the intention was misunderstood.



“I should much like to… although I would regret to steal too much of our sleep,” Sonna said, bashful and polite to a degree that might have appeared disingenuine under different circumstances, wherein the sleep was less valuable. Instead it occured to Audrey as being a sweet indication of the maid’s gently asserted desire for her. At least then the dame need not feel any guilt in their engagement, having such a brief moment in the night before her departure and uncertain return, as its nature was well understood and desired by both parties.



“Truly, I think I will only be able to sleep if you help me,” Audrey confessed, exhaling a tired breath as she seemed to allow the weariness of the journey to be present upon her features. “A sweet distraction from the task ahead, and perhaps you’ll help me tire.”



“I shall try at least not to
 bore
 you to sleep,” Sonna said, giggling with some amusement. She stood there before the bed and shrugged off her brown robe without a word more, revealing her soft body obscured under by pale white underclothes, leggings with frilly lace hems and a bra that could not contain her, but served its purpose in keeping her lifted. Her body was pale and freckled, pleasingly plump and fashioned with grabable curves.



“I suppose I should conjure a tale to hold your attention,” Audrey said, lifting the beds blanket in a welcoming way, and in so doing exposing her bare lower form to the woman encroaching upon her. Sonna slipped into the bed and soon sidled on against the dame, allowing the blanket to be rested down them both. Her form softly rested against Audrey’s, sharing warmth with her in the bed. “Although I suppose the hour is late, and there may be a better use for our time.” Audrey conceded, grinning as she moved her lips in to nuzzle against the bartender’s nose.



“When you return victorious, I shall be especially inclined to hear that story.” Sonna reached behind herself and gently attended to the tie of her overburdened bra, undoing it, and allowing the article to slip from her heavy chest. The emergence of her breasts, large rotund and freckled in the same style as the rest of her, caused sharp intake of breath from the dame. Suave as she may be, she could not turn her eye from the simple perfection of the woman who would attend her, and found herself anticipating with elation what may be among her final pleasurable moments.



“And if I am not, say a nice word for me?” Audrey said, some deeper sincerity leaking through her tone, although she avoided descending on that route, lest she ruin the mood.



“By all means, if you show me you are a champion now, I will stand by it tomorrow,” Sonna laughed playfully, leaning into Audrey so that her heavy breasts pressed gently against the dame’s torso, the warmth of them seeping easily through the shirt. Audrey followed suit, pulling her shirt over her head and feeling the woman’s body come against her flesh before the fabric cleared her vision. She let it fall to the floor behind herself, and watched the bartender’s eyes appraising her.



Although not as substantial as the paler woman’s, Audrey’s breasts were well shaped and sat high upon her body. She had dark pink nipples that had been quick to harden under scrutiny, and the visibility of her abs made her athleticism appreciable. The dame brushed back a lock of her long dark hair that had draped itself over her tit, ascertaining that Sonna was afforded as much of a glance as she so desired.



Sonna set in, and moved her hand gently against the dames body, touching her at the shoulder and then, when no indication from Audrey discouraged her, at her chest. The bartender relished in being able to feel her and gently squeeze the breast in hand, and soon Audrey did the same, gathering up both of Sonna’s plump breasts beneath her touch and massaging them against the maid. Perhaps it was a girlish giddiness that made them play with each other in this way, exploring the other’s body and engaging in an act of intimacy so as to heighten their mood and drive away and lingering distractions. Soon, Audrey leaned in to put her face amidst that softness, and moved her lips swiftly along the curving presence of each breast.



Receiving her, Sonna leaned back slightly and made her chest more accessible to the exploring kisses and gentle suckling of the others lips. Her teat found a place ensnared between the soft pillows of the dame’s mouth, and Sonna hummed gently as her extreme tenderness was tasted and teased. Audrey cupped her breast in hand to hold her steady, moving her tongue along the areola in a teasing circle until, at last, Sonna huffed out a little gasp. She was unable to retain her composure before the stimulation.



“Aren’t you a tease,” she said, resting her hand onto the dame’s head and guiding her against the substantial breast. Sonna’s thigh moved over Audrey as the maid tangled their legs beneath the covers, resting her form upon Audrey and seeping into comfort there.



Feeling their bodies moving together, Audrey found herself able to quickly relax into the bliss. She let her tongue loll over the teat tenderly and at a slowly pace, giving some stimulation to the sensitive woman as all other concerns and worries faded away from both their minds. Their bodies moisten slightly with the characteristic sweat of such cuddling, but Audrey does not pull the blanket away from them, instead embracing the wet warmth.



Sonna’s teat came free from Audrey’s mouth with a an audible pop, spittle trailing between it and Audrey’s plump lip. “I wanna get a good taste of you,” she said with a heavy breath, turning her eyes to Sonna’s soft visage.



“Go on, taste what you’d like,” Sonna told her her, aflush and giggling. She watched the dame return to work, suckling her other breast and then beginning a series of downward directed kisses. Her hands stroked Sonna’s side as she migrated down beneath the covers, letting her face move gently across the bartender’s stomach with gentle brushing of the lips. The soft skin was a treat to her, a sort of comfort to be rarely had, and Audrey could not help but press her face against the pleasantly plumpish lass.



The warm embrace did much to sooth the knights nerves. Even when her mind had been directed away from the task, her body retained the tension of the journey. Her need for sleep, at least, was delayed, and she found herself incurring a sense of restoration in each moment of closeness with the soft and kindly stranger. Such was the way for things for Audrey, when the journey offered sparse companionship, she was wanton to find it wherever she could, and grateful for it’s presence when it did arrive. Soon, she moved down from the other’s stomach and settled herself in between Sonna’s legs, moving her lips apart as she secured her mouth over the sweet slit residing there.



Sonna made her anticipation evident, her legs moving first in and against Audrey’s face in an almost reflexively defensive motion, before drifting slowly apart to welcome her. With her head and upper body not obscured by the covers, she stared forward at nothing in the room and let her lips fall agape, experiencing and focusing entirely on the sensation of the dame’s lips against her sex. When Audrey began in earnest, the subtle sound of slurping and licking was barely audible, and soon outdone by Sonna’s airy gasps and soft humming moans.



Audrey applied her full skill to the other’s pleasure, working her tongue along the slit until it was soaked with her spittle before beginning to advance inward, and lick along the other’s inner walls. As she acquired the first sweet taste of the womanly honey provided, she exhales deeply from her nose, the warmth of her breath washing through Sonna’s little tuft of orange pubes and resulting in a rather ticklish sensation.



“Is this how you serve the noble ladies where you come from?” Sonna asked with soft amusement, her hands moving down to set themselves gently against Audrey’s head and take hold of her hair there, guiding her further into herself. She groaned softly as she felt the dame’s tongue extending within her, working its way deeper into her sex. Audrey did not reply in that moment, occupied as she was, but reached up to stroke Sonna’s heavy thigh and eventually migrate her touch around to her rear, and grab and squeeze there with a degree of reverie.



Audrey’s desire was amplified by the sweet taste of the woman’s arousal, and she pressed her face deeply into Sonna’s crotch with an eagerness to coax more out of her. Sonna rolled slowly onto her back, allowing Audrey to come over her legs as she continued to suckle and lick with the bartender’s hands affixed to the back of her head. Audrey rested her breasts against Sonna’s thigh and made herself comfortable there, increasing the intensity of the pleasurable movements of her tongue. Her hands affixed themselves around Sonna’s wide hips, securing her in place.



The stimulation seemed intense for the bartender, as she groaned and huffed and clenched the bedsheets with her hands, closing her eyes tensely and shuddering as the dame worked her tongue deep within her, slurping and licking and thrusting the soft muscle in every effort to stimulate her inner walls. Cheeks to the other’s thighs, Audrey felt herself embedded deeply into Sonna’s warmth, and breathed deeply of her, taking in the softness of her scent.



Audrey had a small degree of expertise when it came to invoking pleasure in another, and used her tongue as she was able to encourage the arrival of that deep release. Sonna’s hands held her firmly in place as the first shuddering waves of pleasure moved through the bartender, quickly overtaking her will and bringing about a euphoric ecstasy. Audrey did not halt in her slurping or licking even as the other woman grew so tense about her tongue, and the sweet expulsion of her fluid drenched the dame’s face.



Sonna huffed and breathed heavily as the dame wiggled out from between her legs, slumping backward onto her back in a stupor of post-orgasmic bliss. She gasped and giggled, and Audrey crawled up alongside her, running her hand over the other’s form with a tickling touch upon her stomach. “How was that? Song worthy? Legendary?” Audrey asked with a chuckle, teasing the precious other in embrace.



Together they lay in bliss and exchanged stories into the night.







Ilyria waited outside of the tavern, cast in the golden light of the morning, with a stern expression on her features as she beheld the disheveled dame. Audrey had emerged into the light, squinting groggily with her hangover, with hickies upon her neck and. She looked with puzzlement at the sun-elf ranger. “Have you come to see me off?”



“I am surprised you are still set on this task, Dame,” she said with disapproval.



“It’s Audrey. Actually, you might as well get used to calling me Dragonslayer Audrey,” she said with a guffaw, and went to her horse.



Ilyria stood with her hands folded across her chest and watched the dame mount up. “In a few days time, a professional group is arriving. If you are successful, I recommend you take your keep and leave.”



Audrey grimaced at the threat, knowing that they who would slay a dragon for the hoard would not be above slaying a nameless knight. “I will be careful,” she said vaguely, knowing that the other’s remark had been a genuine warning. Then, unwilling to show hesitance, she rode away.







Nestled in a place between the rolling hills was a cavern that lead deep into the earth. About it, rose, thorn, and vine ran freely over the ground, doing some to obscure the wide dark crevice from those that trekked this far into the wild. That path wound down unevenly, overgrown with twisted barbs and sharp bramble. Audrey pushed through it without hesitance as she made her descent.



She had rested, for a time, when she confirmed her arrival at the dragon’s den. She knew there was little time to waste, and so she ate what remained of the food she had taken, and meditated in preparation of the task before heading down without further delay.



Now, standing before the opening, she could feel the warmth radiating out from within. It was the pure fiery energy of a dragoness of enormous power, which seemed to seep out into the world. She moved through the vines that hung over the entrance, but did not chop them down, as she would not want to give a hint to any that came upon the cave that she had already gone in.



Treading carefully into the dark, she made her descent without her confidence waning. Those concerns that she had for the task had been addressed before she set out in her purpose, and yet she could not entirely rid herself of the anticipation. Her knuckles turned white as she gripped her scabbard tensely. Audrey made slow pace down into the lair, and walked without a torch, so as to keep her eyes adjusted to the deep dark and not give herself away before the opportune time.



The warmth rising up from the deep was intense, and so too could Audrey smell the dragon’s scent, and the deep earthy smell of minerals below. No doubt the creature lived quite comfortably down here, where the water came up from the depths in steaming pools, and there was plenty to feed upon in the surround lands, still largely untamed. The cavern expanded as she made way deeper, until it opened up into a massive chamber, where the brown stone on the caverns floor was faintly illuminated by light from far above, which shone like a sun in the subterranean chamber, and yet only faintly illuminated the lower stone. Pools of water lined the expanse of the cavern floor, gently steaming and glimmering where a ripple caught the light.



There, in the center of this massive chamber, in the largest pool of the steaming water, lay a massive dark violet beast. Draconic and humanoid in shape, she lay laxly in the water, her legs extended far before herself, and her chest turned away from the entrance. She was at least thirty yards in length, and when she stirred, just slightly, a deep rumbling could be heard. Her scales scraped the brown rock as she shifted for comfort. Audrey was filled with awe at the sight of her, and moved with great slowness and caution as she put herself behind a stalagmite, and observed. The dragoness, while as large and terrifying as she had been described, was far more human and feminine in shape than the drakes and beasts the dame had hunted before.



This dragon was clearly a being of powerful magic, or some entity with a dark intelligence beyond the typical gold hoarding lizard. Audrey lay in wait for some time, strategizing her approach. If the dragoness was sleeping down, or simply in a deep state of relaxation, then an approach could be attempted. She did not seem likely to turn and catch the dame, unless she inadvertently let a sound escape. ‘



All along the giant dragoness’ form, fine scales of deep purple and black lined her. She had a softness despite her tremendously dangerous build, wherein those parts of her about the back and legs seemed lightly armored, and so vulnerable, wherein other portions of her featured deep scales and plating that would surely withstand any blow the same could strike. To go for the throat would be ideal, as Audrey could end the strife with one strike there, and need only get close enough.



She emerged gradually from her place of hiding, moving with great caution as she approached, and often ducked back behind another outcropping of stone. She imagined she could lower herself into a pool of water to hide her presence as she came nearer, but the splash of the water could just as easily give her away. Eventually, she reached the last suitable hiding place before she would need make her approach in earnest.



As she prepared to move in, calculating her swiftness as she judged how she might maximize the distance she could travel before the dragoness could react, she eased out from behind the rock. Then, with a great echoing grunt, the dragoness began to roll over.



Audrey rushed back to the presumed safety of the stone that had hidden her, and heard the dragoness utter a soft hum, a noise of uncertainty or inquiry. Her heart jumped in her throat as she began to access her surrounds for potential paths of escape, should the dragoness encroach upon her hiding place. She waited for a time, daring not to so much as peek out toward the dragoness. Soon, the voice of the being echoed through the chamber, as she spoke with great suave assurance to the suspected intruder.



“Oh… I’ve not had many guests, you know,” The dragoness said, her words soft and gently teasing, although Audrey was not distracted from the predatory threat. “Won’t you come and say hello? Don’t make me come over to you.”



Audrey breathed heavily in and out through her nose, slowly drawing her sword. She scanned the dark before herself, wondering how she might weave between the obstacles between her and the dragoness and make an escape. It was either this, or wait for the dragon to near, and attempt an all-or-nothing lunge for her vitals. This was not the optimal position for the drake-slayer, who would have preferred to have the drop on such an advantaged foe. She knew then that she must stall for time, to better judge how the dragoness would make her advance. So too could she pretend to be a lesser threat, as a being like this may be more inclined to play with an intruder than to dispatch of them immediately, if they perceived some potential for fun in it. She leaned out slowly, attempting to get an eyeful of the other first, although she knew the dragoness’ gaze would be affixed upon her.



Now the massive scaled being lay on her side facing the entrance of the cavern. Audrey could not help but be impressed by the grand and curvaceous form of the one she meant to slay, who now supported herself with an arm and showed off her womanly features to the dame’s attentive gaze. The dragoness had weighty breasts of a softer violet than the rest of her form, and was adorned only in a few chains of glimmering gold. Although the links were heavy, it was but a necklace on her. Her wings were furled behind herself, but Audrey could see their golden color, and the spikes affixed to the top of each. The only effort of modesty came in the golden scaled mail loincloth that hid the dragoness’ sex, but did nothing to hide her rear or thighs.



“Do you fancy these treasures?” The dragoness inquired softly, watching the tiny dame’s features from across the cavern, and knowing that she was being studied. The cavern rumbled as the great dragoness rose slowly to stand in the waters. Her towering form sent a wave of intimidation through the dame, as the steaming water cascaded off of the dragoness’ scales.



Audrey cleared her throat, stepping out from behind the stone with her sword turned down at her side, in clear view of the dragoness. She almost stumbled as the cavern trembled with each step of the greater being. “It is not for your treasures that I have come,” she declared with as much power behind her voice as she could muster. The treasures would have been a fortune, to be sure, but her task was beyond a simple heist. The dragoness beheld her dented and scorched armor, sizing her up with a mild curiosity, as the dame was regarded as far from being a threat.



“Not for gold? Nor gems, or scales? I have seen you knights parading in dragonhide armor.” The dragoness leaned forward, watching Audrey with half-lidded eyes, and then extending her black tongue to lick upon her lips. “No… you just mean to be a hero. Or perhaps you imagine you can steal my power away.”



Audrey paused as she pondered the dragons statement. If the dragoness had access to powerful magics or enchantments, it would be another threat to the dame. She thought of how she might stall the dragoness, as she discovered the nature of the power she referred to. “No, great dragoness. I have not fancied myself a hero. I have come instead to bargain.” She tried her best to sound convincing as she declared this, but the dragon’s expression changed, as she seemed to become suspicious.



“You’ve come down here… to trade? You must know there is little that dragons desire, which humans can provide. Tell me, then, what is it you want from me, that you should risk becoming a snack for it?” The dragoness moved forward as she asked this, and Audrey dare not attempt to flee in that moment, knowing that the monstrous woman would be quick to react.



“I need that which only your great draconic magics can do. A wish, as you may call it, in exchange for a tremendous wealth of gold.” Audrey choose her words carefully, hoping that the dragoness might betray more of a hint of her power in the response she choose. Clever as these monsters could be, it was possible that the dragoness did not have the enormous power she claimed to possess, and was simply inordinately large and curvaceous. The cavern here, while expansive in size, had few treasures other than those the dragoness wore upon herself. She must be wanting for something to decorate her lair.



“A wish. I like that. And a wealth of gold? Seeing as it’s not on your person, I suspect there is a catch.” The great dragoness stood up to her full height and hooked her fingers around the golden chains that dangled over her chest, allowing them to fall beneath her chest. “I have thought to add some length to my necklace, or perhaps forge for myself a few more rings to wear on my toes.” She tugged against the golden chains so that her breasts were lifted by the metal, and showed them off to the knight without great subtlety. Audrey huffed to herself, distracted by the strange and alluring behavior. It made her even more on-guard, as she knew the dragoness might attempt to pacify or sedate her through some means before making a move.



“There is a catch. I must leave here alive. And so you may only know of the location of the gold cache… when our deal is concluded.”



The dragoness raised a brow at her, stepping out from the pool and moving nearer to the dame. She stopped and lowered herself until her great knee impacted the rock some yards before Audrey, and leaned in to examine her.



“I do not care for deals like this, dame, wherein I must put all my trust in a stranger. And yet you are surely unwilling to bear some of the burden of trust, despite coming here with blade in hand, and encroaching upon me unaware.”



Audrey tensed up, eying the dragoness neck as she calculated her position, and how she might leap and strike, should her hand be forced. The dragoness’ massive breasts hung from her chest as she crawled on all fours, her shadow engulfing the dame below.



“You seem distracted, little knight. Perhaps I should make the deals…,” the dragoness said, starting to reach down toward the dame with a massive clawed hand.



Audrey burst forward in a surge of motion, launching herself through the air as she swung her blade forward toward the dragoness. She had judged her position properly, but the dragoness moved with unnatural speed, rearing back and catching the dame in her hand.



“Not the best attempt I’ve seen, little knight,” the dragoness said with some amount of exasperation.



Audrey swung her blade down against the dragoness’ finger. It bounced off of her scaly skin without cutting her, and yet still the dragoness hissed and dropped the dame, rearing back with a look of disgust. Audrey landed with a clatter on the stone floor, and quickly tried to right herself to strike again.



“Don’t you know that biting bugs get squashed?” The dragoness said, turning and allowing her tail to laxly sweep the cavern ground, knocking the dame headlong and throwing her form into a stalagmite’s base.



“This bug’s bite-” Audrey declared with a wheeze. “Is lethal!” She charged forward, diving over a pool of water, and then slipping past a pillar of stone before the dragoness tail could catch her again. She slammed her back against it, breathing heavily.



“You know not what you challenge, foolish knight,” the dragoness said with exasperation, approaching slowly on her feet again. She stooped down where the cavern ceiling began to decline, and Audrey could not see a route of escape behind herself. “Most are filled with awe to merely look upon me. Are you not impressed, little dame? Behold my great and powerful form; I am the dragoness Dosalyn, a champion from the voids!”



Dosalyn extended her wings out, showing her form at its full stature, towering as she was. What little light that descended into the cavern seemed to dim with her words, and Audrey found herself blind to all but the glowing presence of the dragoness’ golden eyes, which vanished with her blink, and left the dame with no visual of her enemy. Still, the deep rumbling of the earth accompanied the giant dragoness’ slow and unstoppable advance.



Audrey breathed rapidly to herself, her hand gripping her sword tensely as she calculated any potential means to escape imminent death. The dragon was too clever to fall to her wordplay now, and yet in her vanity, may be stalled for a time.



“You are truly a great power of the dark, and this is why I have come,” Audrey said, stepping out from behind the pillar of stone to stare at the dark, wherein she could feel the warmth of the dragoness body, which seemed to approach laxly toward her. “My destiny has called me here. All of my life I have built my skills for this moment.”



The dragoness voice purred out from the dark, her face mere meters away. “And in one moment, you will be extinguished…,” The sound of her words confessed her approach.



Audrey reared back and slashed with her sword at the ground, a cascade of sparks flaring up in the iron’s path, and casting light against the dragoness’ face in the dark. She flinched, her wings flapping once as she anticipating an attack from the dame. Audrey rushed forward, evading the swipe of Dosalyn’s hand and preparing to strike out at the softer flesh of her underbelly. Finding herself beneath the dragoness massive form, she hesitated, for even if her strike landed true, here, the Dosalyn would collapse down upon her. She readied herself to avoid the dragoness’ grasp.



Dosalyn simply lowered her form onto the cavern floor, smothering the dame with a heavy thud as her breasts pressed down against the tiny armored figure, and held her flat against the rock. Audrey tried to gasp, but found her face pressed against the soft scaled flesh of the dragoness’ breast. Only the dame’s armor, which was well braced around her chest to protect her from strong impacts, prevented her from being easily crushed. Her swordarm lay pinned, and the blade itself was squeezed from her grasp.



“Ah…. a better fate than most insects,” Dosalyn said laxly, perhaps believing her fun was over. She rubbed her chest against the ground, feeling the dame’s form beneath her tit. Audrey groaned at the immense pressure, struggling helplessly to free herself. “You’re still alive? Now that’s impressive, little knight,” the dragoness laughed. Supporting herself with an arm, she took her weight off of the poor dame and lifted her chest, peering down with great amusement at the disheveled victim, who gasped for air before scurrying over toward her blade.



“Come now, we’re way past that,” Dosalyn said, flicking the weapon halfway across the cavern with disinterest. “You’ve had your fun, now it’s time I had mine…” Audrey yelped as the dragoness extended a clawed hand down toward her, and seized her by her breastplate. Dosalyn began to pick off the plate armor with her claws, as easily as shelling a nut.



“Unhand me!” Audrey demanded, attempting to keep her voice commanding despite her position. The dragoness handled her like a toy, stripping her of her gear and then of her clothes, and finally holding her naked form up by a leg to examine her. “Dragoness, let me down!” Audrey implored her, gasping as she was dangled near Dosayln’s face, and beheld a dangerous grin.



“What a special treat you are. Your body is more impressive than your armor was, you know. Perhaps you really do have some talent.” Dosalyn let a great black tongue roll out from between her lips, and brought the dame nearer to her mouth. The forked tongue lapped gently against the dame’s head, slathering her with hot spittle as the dragoness had a little taste.



Audrey squealed out with fear, seeing how easily she could be gobbled up. Her facade of fearlessness vanished, and she tried to find the words that might save her. “Don’t, dragoness! You’ll never find the gold!”



“Don’t beg too much, little dame. You’ll work up my appetite…” the dragoness extended her tongue again, and this time licked over Audrey’s form from head to toe, drenching her nude body in spittle. “I won’t eat you, yet,” she said with a bit of reluctance. “I’d rather a toy than a snack, for now. This can be such a lonely place.”



Audrey was filled with confusion and uncertainty at the dragoness’ words, but helpless to her will. She looked around as she was carried back over to the largest spring of water in the center of the chamber. She dared not even squirm as she was carried high above the cavern floor. “A toy?!” the dame asked when she worked up the courage for it.



“Yes, why, a little toy knight,” the dragoness cooed with visible amusement, a deep purr rumbling from her chest. She reached up with her other hand and tenderly took up the end of the golden chair about her, and held it aloft for Audrey to examine. On one end, the dame saw, was a pair of shackles. To the dragoness they were small enough to be like two links of fine chain, but still they were large enough to bind the dame’s wrists.



Audrey huffed, outraged at the prospect of being made so low, and doubtless humiliated up until the point of her death. “I will not be a slave to you, dragoness! Know that to be true!” she shouted with all the authority she could muster.



Dosalyn frowned with disappointment, eyeing the dark in a rather discontented way. “Because I am merciful, and you humans are such fickle things, I will give you some time to reconsider,” she said, her tone lush with mock defeat. She proceeded to shackle the dame by the wrists, and let her dangle like the stone of an amulet. “Don’t get me wrong, I’m quite glad to eat you. I simply had other plans that might be even more fun, for the both of us,” the dragoness explained casually to the struggling dame that lay between her breasts like a piece of jewelry.



“By my honor -”



The dragoness laughed, interrupting her, but Audrey continued with more deliberacy.



“By my honor, I could never serve you. I am Dame Audrey Mathiel, sworn to protect the peoples, and this is a vow I will uphold until death,”



Dosalyn began to settle into the heated spring of water, resting comfortably amidst the steam and heaving a deeply relaxing sigh. The massive pool was like a lake to the dame, but for the dragoness, it was large enough only to make a suitable bath. She reached up with a clawed finger and began to play with Audrey, gently nudging and poking her and amusing herself with how the dame squirmed, her little legs finding little traction against the dragoness’ breasts.



“Serving me need not break that vow, you know. It is not necessarily the ‘peoples’ that are my adversary.” She slid down gradually, until the dame’s lower body settled into the water, and she felt the tug on her arms lessoned. She treaded water there between the dragoness’ breasts with her arms held upright. The intensely warm water was not unpleasant, but she was hardly able to relax into this soak.



“I know not how that can be so,” Audrey huffed. “You’d doubtless employ me against any who challenged you.” She craned her neck back to try to look up at Dosalyn, but the dragoness was inspecting her claws without much regard for the dame that now adorned her.



“I did not expect to be challenged, so much, really. You can see I haven’t really acquired a hoard, nor done much pillaging.”



“Humans and dragons can not coexist. In our society, to slay a dragon is the highest honor.”



“Funny, slaying humans is more like a chore, to us,” Dosalyn chortled.



Audrey wiggled against her restraints, releasing some frustration. “Then you should know there are those that make their work slaying your kind! Experts at it.”



“Are they all as fearsome as you?” the dragoness cooed, giving Audrey a little tickle with a massive claw. She hummed to herself, seeming to consider the little dame’s words. “More are coming, then? Yes, I suppose it is bound to be the case. I am not inclined toward frequent harassment at my place of residence, you see,” Dosalyn spoke softly as she seemed to ponder aloud the circumstance.



“Then you should leave this place, and never return,” Audrey insisted.



“Unfortunately little dame, you’re right. But I’ve a plan of my own, already in motion. No, this little pitstop was for… something else.”



Audrey let herself limply soak in the water, her arms growing tired from her more vivacious movements. “Then release me, and leave. I will take none of your treasures.”



“That would be convenient for you, would it not? You could at least say you had scared the dragon off,” the dragoness seemed bemused by the prospect. “But what then would I get out of it?”



“You will have survived our engagement. And… I will hunt you no further,” Audrey said with sincerity.



“You will find, little dame, that this is true if I swallow you, as well. Only, by your terms I am deprived the satisfaction.”



Audrey knew that the dragoness was toying with her, but at least in conversation, she delayed a darker outcome. She had little to offer the dragoness other than service, but perhaps there was opportunity for a deal of that nature, short of total slavery.



“I would… owe you a favor, by my honor, if there came a time when you called upon me, and the thing you needed of me required that I do no evil in this world.”



The dragoness yawned widely, idly petting the dame’s head with a finger. “Is your life worth just one favor? At the very least, I will see that you repay me for the hassle. You interrupted my bath.”



“Assure me that if I abide your will for now… that you will truly let me go, and not simply consume me once you are bored of my presence.”



Dosalyn grinned with amusement, looking down at Audrey again. She scooped a claw under the dame’s but and turned her upward, so that she could meet the dragoness’ gaze. “Very well, little dame. Serve me well, and I will eventually let you go. You are actually quite fortunate, as I have affection for silly little creatures.”



Audrey contemplated her position. If the dragoness remained here, and the slaying party arrived, they would find Audrey as a captive. She would be totally humiliated, and left with none of the treasure, but would survive to fight again. Of course, she would be in harm’s way during any battles, if kept where she was. The dragoness did not seem immediately inclined to take her off.



“Allow me to serve you, then, and repay my debt. Let me down from… this.”



“Fine. I will say that you make a good pendant.” The dragoness reached up and undid the shackles, allowing Audrey to fall free. The dame yelped as she slid down Dosalyn’s stomach and into the steamy water with a splash. Surfacing there, she turned around and craned her head up to behold the dragoness body, finding herself treading water between her thighs. She began to swim around one of the great legs, to find her way to the springs edge and get out onto the land. The dragoness extended a great leg out and propped it up at the water’s edge.



“Come and attend to my claws and toes. Scrub them and rub them until I am satisfied,” the dragoness explained the order with simplicity, as though testing the dame’s competence in service.



“May I get clothed?” Audrey asked with irritance, struggling to keep her pride at bay.



“Stay as you are, for now. I quite enjoy looking at you, and I’m naked myself.” The dragoness observed the dame’s little form as Audrey approached the great draconic foot, which was significantly taller than her when stood on the back of its heel. It had a soft pad, like a human foot, but just three toes, each with a massive black claw protruding from the tip, rather than a nail. The scales around the toes were fine, and the pad of Dosalyn’s sole was dark matte and soft in appearance. Audrey did not further protest being kept nude, but she remained aware of the location of her armor and weapon, should an opportunity for escape arise.



Audrey was unsure of Dosalyn’s true nature, as the dragoness surrounded herself in exaggeration and insincerity. No matter what the dragoness promised her, there could be no trust between them. It was understood regardless that she needed to serve for the time being, and consider her options. She put her hands against the soft sole of the the draconic foot and began to rub it experimentally, which coaxed quite a chuckle from Dosalyn. “A little tickling. Be firm with your strokes, if you would,” the great dragoness advised.



Audrey heard, from out in the dark away from the spring, the sound of a huff or a sharp breath of surprise. She stared in that direction for a moment, confused as her eyes scanned the dark for a sign of movement.



“Please don’t run,” the dragoness said, appearing to misunderstand Audrey’s look. At the same time, it occured to the dame that there may be another dragonslayer nearby, hidden away in the dark behind some stone. The dragoness eyes were surely keen, but she had no way to warn them. Audrey returned her gaze to the dragoness foot, a flush upon her features as she realized there may be other’s observing her humiliation. “I would hate to have to leave my bath again to fetch you.”



Audrey cleared her throat. “Do you have no way of keeping me here? No magic spell, or guardians about your cave?” she asked with a slight influx of volume to her tone, as though she was unsure if her voice would carry all the way along the dragon’s body to where her ears were, near thirty meters away.



“No, I suppose I have you on your honor, for now. Just don’t press your luck, little dame. If I catch you, our next deal will be more weighted in my favor.”



Audrey lowered her gaze, her hands moving around one of Dosalyn’s scaly toes. The warm surface of her flesh was smooth and strange to feel. “I will not run, dragoness,” she replied, always attentive to the dark in the corner of her vision. Dosalyn seemed entirely unsuspicious, and heaved a deeply contented sigh as she began to relax into the dame’s work.



“It’s actually quite fortunate you came. I am quite accustomed to having many slaves to attend to me.”



“What brought you into this land?” Audrey rubbed some dirt off of one of the giantess great black claws, noticing the faint glimmer of her reflection in its glossy shine.



“There is a specific treasure which I mean to attain.”



Audrey hummed. “And what is that?”



“I won’t speak of it just yet. You know, these precious things can be startled away.”



The dame huffed but attempted to keep the annoyance out of her voice. “Be cryptic if you must. Obviously I do not possess the thing you’re after.”



The dragoness did not respond, and instead remained reclined back in the water, enjoying the rub of her toes. The dame was distracted enough in conversation to actually put some effort into it, managing to settle slightly into the role. Wordplay with her was simple, to Dosalyn, who was contemplating how she might go about gradually indoctrinating the dame into her permanent service.



It was only when the dragoness was at her most relaxed, enjoying the dame’s foot rub without a care in the world, that Ilyria leapt out from the shadow behind the dragoness, landing with total silence on the cavern floor. Audrey could see her past a toe, but dared not give any indication that something was wrong. She continued to massage, her eyes trained upon the elf’s approach.



The ranger was cloaked in dark brown attire, but her features were clear and vibrant where uncovered. Her face was tight with focus, and she did not so much as glance Audrey’s way. It seemed she meant to creep up behind the dragoness’ head, and strike here there. There was a pang of uncertainty in Audrey, as she sensed an explosion of chaos wherein any of the three of them could be slain. Now that the possibility of walking away peacefully was truly considered, she would have prefered to avoid an all-out fight. But still, some part of her desired to be immediately freed of her humiliating position.



“Do you like that toe, especially?” Dosalyn asked, noting how the dame continued to rub the same part of her toe, being too distracted to properly progress in her motions.



“Oh - no, sorry. I mean - yes I do,” Audrey said. Knowing that Ilyria was moments from striking, she had no idea how best to direct the conversation, other than to stall. “I just… couldn’t help but notice how shiny your claws were,” Audrey said, hoping that this would keep the dragoness attention on her toes, rather than let her eyes wander.



“Aren’t they? Well polished, like my horns,” Dosalyn said, reaching back with a great clawed hand to feel at the base of one of her obsidian horns, thick and curly as it was. She nearly swiped Ilyria with her claw, and the elf let out a small gasp as those massive claws passed near her.



“Ah?” Dosalyn inquired, immediately attentive to the sound. She pulled her foot away from Audrey and began to rise in the water.



Ilyria hurled a comet of arcane fire at the dragoness, and struck her in the back. Dosalyn howled with anger, stumbling forward. “Ow!” she shouted, insulted to be attacked unaware in the middle of her leisure time. She slammed her tail down on the ground beside the spring and swiped it quickly across, much pleased to feel it collide with something small and annoying.



Ilyria was hurled through the air, smashing through a stalactite, or a
 hangy boy
 , that would have impaled her at a different angle. She slides to a stop after hitting the cavern floor, groaning from the blow. Now the dragoness looks upon her, and assesses this new intruder.



“Now this is simply too much,” Dosalyn said with displeasure. “No doubt I won’t get a moment to myself, here. Come and die quickly, sun-elf.” Dosalyn charged toward her.



Audrey ran over to where her armor was. She dreaded to join the fight against Dosalyn now, and yet it would forsake her vow to allow Ilyria to come to harm. She began to equip herself, knowing that the right choice would come to her, so long as she was prepared to act. She observed as Ilyria parries the dragon’s swipe with a golden shield, and then slipped between her legs, slashed her tail, and scurried away from her in the cavern once more.



Dosalyn continued to taunt the elf, who said nothing in response. No doubt she was wise enough to not let herself be distracted by words. “Shame on you. Do you have nothing to say for yourself? Only truly wicked creatures would interrupt such a moment. And look, you’ve nearly scared off my new toy.”



This time launching herself forward, Ilyria attempted to fire an arrow of the sun into the dragoness’ neck, but dark energy flared to life about Dosalyn’s scales, like a shield over her form. “Your Sun is useless here, glow-bug,” she said, moving forward swiftly to bring a great draconic foot down upon Ilyria. The sun elf disappeared in a moment under the foot, seeming to be smothered under the dragoness’ sole.



Audrey yelped with horror and dropped her helm, but gasped in relief to see Ilyria squirming out from between Dosalyn’s toes and scrambling away. She had somehow evaded death, perhaps by finding her form beneath the knuckles of the dragoness’s, where she would not have felt the full weight of the dragoness’ voluptuous form. Her quiver had been stripped off her back by the momentary pin, and she drew a short blade, reorienting herself as she prepared to attack only. But it was evident to Audrey in that moment that the dragoness had abstained from putting her full weight upon Ilyria deliberately, and now prepared another attack. Audrey tried to warn her as Dosalyn turned herself around, and allowed her legs to give, dropping her massive rear unto the elf with a boisterous laugh. Again, Ilyria was smothered beneath her, although she could not hope to squirm free.



Audrey sprinted over, ready for a fight. “Get off of her!” she screamed at Dosalyn, pointing her sword at the dragoness challengingly. Dosalayn frowned, displeased at what she perceived to be a betrayal. She shifted how she sat, extending her legs before herself and leaning back to let her weight rest comfortably on her ear. Her thick thighs were flat against the stone, and if Ilyria was under there somewhere, she was surely lacking for air.



“Don’t you think it’s a better way to go, then being digested alive?” Dosalyn inquires, speaking slowly and seeming to have no intent of freeing the defeated elf under her ass. “Once she stops her delightful squirming, I can make a snack of her then. Although, I confess, I enjoy an alive one from time to time.”


“Dragoness, so help me, if you do not release her you will fight us both,” Audrey huffed, raising her voice as she marged forward and raised her blade. She aimed it with the point toward the softest scales of Dosalyn’s thighs, and the dragoness lost her suave grin, and gave Audrey a look of genuine irritation.



“Keep your little prick away from me, tiny dame. I would crush both of you and think little of it. If you have abandoned our little deal then I see no reason to waste more time,” Dosalyn growled, and then a grin creeped back upon her features as she tensed and relaxed her thighs and ass, obviously enjoying the sensation of the trapped elf wiggling between her cheeks.



Audrey grimace and thought frantically, feeling a powerful surge of uncertainty and emotion washing through her. She could think of no easy solution, and yet could not permit the elf to die in this terrible way. Suddenly, she hurled her sword aside, and fell to her knees. “Please, dragoness, please let her go!” she said, throwing herself down to beg. “I will serve you, I will be your knight, or your toy, or whatever you make of me,” she promised, unable to consider the repercussions of her words, as she deemed it a necessary sacrifice regardless of the cost.



“Ah…” Dosalyn hummed softly, seeming pleased to see the dame in such a sincere and defeated state, and yet her tone had a certain degree of reluctant sympathy as she spoke. “Very well, I can hardly decline a deal such as this,” she said, and with a tremendously lax manner, she gradually rolled onto her side. At first the elf was held securely between the dragoness ass cheeks, but Dosalyn relaxed her muscles there, and Ilyria fell free, landing with a small thud followed by several frantic and heavy gasps.



Audrey rushed over to the disheveled elf, who glared with wide eyes at the darkness as she breathed heavily, and then began to flail in rage. She sat up with a flurry, and groaned and held her stomach, as though a rib had been fractured in the fighting.



“Ilyria -” Audrey could not think of what to say. The elf rose, aflush and furious, and whipped around to glare at the dragoness. She began to back up, and when she observed that neither of them meant to stop her, she turned and sprinted into the dark of the cave, disappearing with great haste. Audrey could not guess whether she was mortified because of what had occured, or simply terrified and frustrated at her defeat. Perhaps to simply flee would have been wise for Audrey, but it was too late for her now.



The dame turned to the dragoness, who had returned to her seated position with a flare of disinterest, and now trained her golden eyes upon the dame.



“No more games, now, little dame. I expect loyalty out of you. And I will be true to our earlier agreement, allowing you to serve me in a way that does not conflict with your other little oaths.”



Audrey stared back at Dosalyn with uncertainty. She knew then that the agreement had been struck. In time, she could plot a manner of escape, but if she showed her intention now, the dragoness would surely consider it to be a lost opportunity, and end their little engagement with a chomp.



“I will do as I said,” she conceded softly, treading up toward the dragoness. “That elf… met me on the way here. I thought with certainty that you had killed her. I could not permit her to come to harm.”



Dosalyn reached down and opened her hand to grasp the dame. Audrey flinched, but did not move away from her or try to flee. Her armor held on unsteadily as many of the straps had been torn when the dragoness first stripped the dame of her gear, and she had been rused to equip herself.



“As I told you, little dame, I am not inclined to kill. Your judgement of me as a demon is, for the most part, incorrect,” Dosalyn showed her teeth with a dark grin. “Although it can be truly tempting, and some force my hand.”



The sound of a distant voice echoed through the cavern, following by some quick hushed words, that carried far from the deep dark. Audrey and Dosalyn were silent in the moment as several voices resonated, although the words could not be made out.



“It seems I have more company, already.” Dosalyn said in a tired way. She rose to her feet and extended out her wings, stretching them as she held the dame in hand. “I am quite tired of fighting, so this is where we make our departure,” the dragoness said, and once again began to strip Audrey’s gear off of her.



“Stop - why are you doing that?” Audrey asked, batting away the dragoness claw. “Am I to ride you, or are you to carry me? Can you even fly out from this hole in the earth, big as you are?”



“I will fit.” Dosalyn does not answer her other questions, persisting as she plucked off the metal from Audrey, and left her again in her underclothes. She let the pieces of armor fall to the cavern floor with a clank. “Now that you are my knight, I will make for you armor of my own fashion.”



“Should I not have kept mine, until then? They who approach now might hit me with a bolt my mistake, should they shoot at you,” Audrey said.



Dosalyn laughed. “Perhaps they would. Do not be concerned, little dame. I will keep you safe as we make our exit. Besides, I don’t like to fly with an empty stomach.”



Audrey understood in a moment was Dosalyn was implying, and before she could respond, the dragoness was lifting her up and overhead.



“What! No! You can’t!” Audrey squealed, shocked to find herself about to be made a snack of.



“Relax, little dame. It won’t hurt none,” Dosalyn promised, her black tongue extending out to lick her lips, and then lick at Audrey’s dangling leg. She let the dame slide through her hand until she held her just by the arms, and opened her maw widely below her.



Audrey frantically squirmed, confusion and fear washing through her. She knew the dragoness did not intend to kill her, and yet she could conceive of nothing but doom in the dark wet throat beyond those serrated teeth. Dosalyn’s mouth welled with spittle as she anticipated her meal, her eyes half lidded with clear delight.



Slowly, she lowered the dame into her mouth. Her forked tongue worked itself around Audrey’s legs, tasting her and drawing her down. Dosalyn allowed her lips to close over the dame’s stomach, and she held the tiny squirming human between the soft pillows of her mouth, eyes crossed to stare at her and enjoy her disheveled and fearful state. She had wanted to consume the dame since she laid eyes on her, but she would be true to her word, and permit Audrey to serve her rather than dissolve in one of her stomachs. Still, she could not help but relish the experience of swallowing the little dame.



She licked and slurped at Audrey’s lower body, savoring her for a few short moments before a great draconic finger started to push the dame down between her lips and into her mouth. Audrey wrapped her legs around the dragons forked tongue, trying to delay her descent into the throat. The dragoness hummed around her, chuckling softly as she closed her lips again, with the dame entirely within her mouth. Audrey whimpered she found herself in the warm wet dark without any control.



The draconic tongue tongue pulled back, and Audrey felt herself slide off, and come into contact with the back of Dosalayn’s throat. It was intensely warm in here, and she could do nothing to steady herself as she felt the dragoness gag on her, and slowly go about relaxing her throat and swallowing her whole. Audrey was washed down the the thick spittle of Dosalyn’s mouth, and felt herself squeezed between the fleshy insides of her deep throat, gradually being ushered down.



“Mmm,” Dosalyn hummed, her voice reverberated through her body, although Audrey’s own whimpers were hardly audible. She felt herself slide out of the throat, and into a damp and fleshy place, where a hot fluid engulfed her. Audrey did not feel it burning her flesh, but it was uncomfortably hot. “You truly do hit the spot. How did I let you convince me to not eat the elf, again? I will need a proper meal, soon,” she said, laughing. Dosalyn rubbed her belly with delight, feeling the little dame wiggling about in her storage stomach.



Audrey called out to Dosalyn, begging that she hurry and get out of here before more dragonslayers arrived. She did not expect it would be well for her if Doslayn was slayed with her still contained within.



Doslayn could hardly hear the dame’s muffled complaints, but chuckled to herself at the small sound of Audrey’s voice inside of her. She lifted her great wings, and took into the air of the cavern, flying up to where the light breached the ceiling, and smashing through the earth there.



Dosalyn erupted from the hillside, sending soil and stone in all directions as she ascended skyward, far beyond any projectiles reach. She contemplated where next to make her lair, as her wings carried her far to the horizon, and then beyond there.



The dame, with little other choice, relaxed in the stomach and listened to the sounds of the dragoness’ insides, pitying those that found a place like this to be the last place they would know. Despite the circumstances of servitude she had found herself in, this would not be the end of her story.
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Faela didn’t have tree-envy, although that was common among nymphs. She took pride in the clear flowing spring that carved a path around her laurel, giving her uncontested light and plenty of space to spread her branches. Still, the towering and grand ash tree of the neighboring sprite filled her with awe upon each visit. Now in full bloom, its branches reached high with birds and bees fluttering between those long flower and leaf claden arms.



When she reached the sprawling roots of the tree, Faela looked up to behold the plump and round beehive that was the home of her mostly-sweet little friend. She flew up to reach it with ease, and hovered before the bumblebee’s nest. Her wings, fast affluter, were semi-transparent and lit up like white silk in the sunlight, casting a flashing glare against the tree’s darkened bark.



The round, lazy bumblebee’s that ambled about this place hardly gave Faela a second glance, but still she would retain her full height until the sprite welcomed her, for if she was stung while shrunken, making it to the festival would be out of the question.



The hive wiggled where it hung, and with sudden ferocity, a small warrior of black and yellow blasted forth from its opening, aiming her weapon at the intruder with absolute readiness. Hum was a pixie, and although mere inches tall, was a threatening sight with a long rear-mounted stinger thrusted forward like a fencer’s foil. Her soft yellow skin was armored with black spider chitin, and her small wasp-like wings flapped with the vivacious haste of a hummingbird, sharing the characteristic sound for which she was named.



“Woah there friend!” Faela said with a laugh, fleeting away lest Hum sting first and think later. “What’s the matter? Unpleasant company as of late?”


Hum heaved a heavy sigh of relief and embarrassment, straightening her posture as she directed her weapon away. “Yes well one can hardly relax around here! Not with the festivals and the honey season in full fury!” she squeaked, excusing her behavior swiftly. The frantic energy left Hum with a deep sigh, and she flew up to Faela and grabbed hold of her cheeks, laying her small head against the nymph’s nose.



“Oh yes, I know. Such a busy time for bees,” Faela said with soft amusement in her tone. She gently reached to hold Hum, letting the little meliae stand on her palm, and keeping her near to her face.



“Such a bustle come springtime, I might lose my head!” she complained, although mostly in jest as the affections of the other brought her swiftly into a more relaxed state. It was in the nature of pixies to be thrown wildly between emotions. “And indeed there are less desirable sorts lingering nearby, creeping in the shadows. Can’t be too careful!”



“You’re absolutely right,” Faela told her, gently scratching the side of her head with a fingernail. Hum had a pixie-cut, and where her hair was short, it had the most pleasing texture to the touch. “Might I come in? I’ve a gift for you, although I must soon be hurrying on.”



“Yes, just watch where you step. We’ve uncapped the floor cells for filling!” she announced, and at once, vanished back inside the hive.



Faela ignited a course of magic and sent it on its way through her body, altering her presence and reducing her scale. The winged nymph became merely a fairy, and not much larger than her sprite companion. It took a good bit of straining and wiggling to fit herself through the narrow entrance of the hive, much to the displeasure of the impatient bees held up behind her.



The golden hexagons that capped each honey filled cell lined the floors and ceiling without one flaw or instance of inefficiency to be spotted. Faela walked a winding path around the opened cells, lest she end up knee deep in the nectar. Hum had made her home there at the front of the hive, although it was little more than a nook where she might rest. She reclined on the wax shelf that served as her bed, cuddling a sizable bumblebee to her chest as she pet it and picked away large pieces of pollen. “It is said that this winter will be extra long. The titan is in capricorn for the cold months,” she declared.



“Don’t fret, you’ve plenty of stock,” Faela commented, coming to sit beside the sprite. “And I’d help out if there was a shortage.”



“Perhaps you’d help me, but what could be done for my bees? If any honey is stolen, I fear what I might lose,” Hum said, gently patting the bumblebee on the rump as she sent her off.



“Stolen?” Faela inquired. “Do you really expect such?” Often sprites could be overly wary, although Faela did not mean to patronize her.



“I suppose the odds are slim,” Hum conceded. She put her feet up in Faela’s lap and laid back laxly.



Faela smiled at her warmly, and reached to her satchel. From it, she retrieved a small of a translucent green vial. “Here,” the nymph said, giving it over.



“My my, something special? And glass even,” Hum said with admiration, tapping the vial with her knuckle. She pulled out its cork and took a deep whiff of the contents, rearing back with a snerk and a grunt.



“Be careful! It’s a powerful extract.”Around them, the bees began to fly about energetically, colliding into the walls and each other while they sought out the source of the potent aroma. “From my laurel tree.”



“Ah yes. Good, good,” Hum decided, stuffing the cork back in place. “Very useful for medicine. A fine gift, yes.” At once, she produced a parcel in her hand, and handed it off.



“Oh, a gift for me as well?” Faela unwrapped the silk to find a small clay pot of honey sweetened huckleberry jam, as well as a bundle of honey candied pine nuts, stuck in one large cluster. “Delicious! Thank you, I’d been hoping to try this again.”



“You helped to pick many berries, yes. It is only fair,” Hum stated, nodding her head assuredly. Among fairies and sprites, reserved and transactional behavior was common. Although Hum and Faela were good friends, the ancient aversion to debts guided her feisty companion still. In nature, fairness was rare. But among the fair folk, one good turn warranted another.



“Then I will be sure to help again next time,” Faela said. She sat up, returning the strap of her satchel to her shoulder. “I’m sorry to be off so soon, but it won’t look well if I’m late to the festival of my ancestor,” Faela said with a chortle.



“Of course. Fly swiftly and safely,” Hum told her before rolling onto her stomach, and fluttering her wings to cool herself in her leisure.



Faela squeezed out of the hive and flew east, entering the dense forest. It would be faster to cut through here, even if the tightly knit trees made navigating an agile endeavor. She remained small and lost a little speed for it, but it was better than going around. Here, pine, oak, and cottonwood grew tall and twisted, and their canopy shadowed the forest in an eternal twilight, as green and golden hues sparsely reached the detritus below.



The festival of Daphnephoria was a major event, and one even the long-lived fair folk would be remorse to miss. It occured just once each nine years, and lasted for an evening and a day. The honor was to Apollo, and to her own ancestor Daphne, who was the first nymph of the laurel tree. She knew it would be late by the time she reached there, and hastened her pace as she was able. The evening breeze caught her floral lace chiton and made it flap wildly as she zoomed through the wood.



It had been some time since she had traveled this far from her laurel tree. Though bound to it, she could depart from time to time, if only for a couple of days. All tree nymphs eventually needed to merge their spirit with the tree, and blissfully rest as one with nature for a time. She had many friends in these woods, where fair folk still gathered often. Faela was near the territory of an alsea called Nadi who had been a fast friend to her, despite them meeting only rarely. Nadi was bound to a lush glen hidden amidst these dense woods, and being a wingless nymph, did not often depart from them.



The glare of the sun cut a precise path through the canopy above, catching Faela directly in the eye as she rushed below. Blinded, she turned her gaze down and blinked away afterimage. Returning her gaze ahead, she beheld in the dim a large web in her path, its string faintly shining. It rushed to meet her as she flapped her wings in hasty deceleration, colliding with the web in an instant.



“Guh!” Faela groaned, surprised at the strength of the web. At once she felt a strange energy moving through her. Alarmed, she struggled to free any limb. She freed her arm and managed to peel her body away from the sticky trap, and flapped her wings in an effort to propel herself away. She was jerked back into the web by its hold upon her leg and now stuck there securely, her wings entangled in the stuff. The little nymph frantically assessed her situation, knowing that this was no ordinary web. She frantically scanned the shadows around her, knowing that its maker would not be far.



“Hello!” Faela called out as loudly as she was able, although being shrunken, her voice could not carry far. “I need help! I’m stuck!” she called out. She strained against the web at her arms, trying to free one so that she might get to her satchel. She ignited magic upon her fingertip, but it fizzled away without effect as the preternatural web drained her power. Suddenly, the web moved on its own, growing tight as something else crept onto it.



“Now here’s a delight,” a silky voice said. Faela turned her gaze up to behold and arachnid taur, half abyssal black spider, and half pale witch. She crept down the web slowly, approaching the trapped fairy at a leisurely pace as her long, glossy legs were placed carefully on her web. From the waist up she was soft and beautiful, with glossy black hair that fell past her shoulders, and a low cut to her dark and flowing robe of silk.



“This is treacherous magic! Release me at once!” Faela demanded, making the whole web wiggle as she strained again against her bindings.



The spidery fae appraised Faela and considered her words, stroking her chin as she came to be posed over the helpless fairy. Faela craned her neck back to meet her gaze, staring past her large pale breasts to see a smug and cruel expression upon her captor’s features. “What’s the rush, little fly?” she inquired tauntingly. “If you’re going to pay a visit, then you may as well get comfortable,” she said, putting one of her long legs against Faela’s side.



“I am not here to visit! Do you know that you assaulted a daughter of Daphne on this sacred day?” she queried fiercely.



“There is no better treat for the occasion,” the drider sorceress mused. At once, she began to spin and turn Faela in the web, wrapping her up with total ease. The fairy’s arms were bound to her side as the web rendered her a helpless bundle.



“You’ll regret this!” Faela squealed wildly. With her last ounce of magic, send amplified the distress of her aura to signal her alarm as far as it might reach.



“I think not. Rarely do I regret such an indulgence. You look at me such a soft and delicious thing,” she said.



“Dry in the sun, daughter of Arachne!” Faela cursed her fiercely.



“Say what you will, prey.” She settled down on her web, resting her spiderying lower form as she leaned over Faela, admiring her form through the tight wrap of web. “My way is merciful, my venom is numbing and kind.” She opened her mouth to display two large fangs, hunger written upon her cruel expression. “To feed me is a privilege. I am Nethrai, Arachne’s own daughter.”



Faela could not help but despair to hear this name, as many other small fae had been taken by this cruel fae. She trembled as Nethrai leaned down over her, feeling the sorceress’ curvaceous form against her own bound body. “There is no need to worry. Let us both enjoy…” She gently pressed her fangs into Faela’s shoulder. At once, a wave of euphoria and pleasure washed over her, as she felt the venom’s irresistible effect on her mental state. Faela knew that in moments she would have lost all sense and fear, and doom would follow.



Her vision began to blur, but still she saw the brush move behind Nethrai. A familiar and elegant figure strode carefully nearer, unheard and unseen as she delicately moved the branches from her path. Finally the snap of a twig caught Nethrai’s attention, and the arachnid witch whipped around to face the newcomer. Faela gasped weakly as she beheld that it was Nadi. The human-sized nymph sprang into action at once, calling forth green vines from the soil to reach up and ensnare Nethrai’s legs. She tugged the spidery far away from the bound fairy, ensnaring her to the earth.



Nethrai cursed and screeched as she was now the bound one, but Nadi merely stepped around her, a calm concern upon her features as she approached the poor fairy, beholding the fear and weakness upon her features. Faela slipped into sleep as the glen nymph took her into her hands, aware only of the gentle warmth of her touch as she was immersed in a dream of thoughtless bliss.











When Faela awoke, there was a groggy confusion upon her mind. The memory of the incident felt like a nightmare, and yet as she stirred and blinked the sleep from her eyes, she knew that it had been real. She rested on a bed of soft dry moss, and had been partially buried in it to keep the chill from her small body.



“Gently, little one,” Nadi’s voice cooed softly from her side. The glen nymph sat beside the bed of moss, towering over Faela watchfully. She was nude but for a tangle of leaves and vines that partially obscured her nakedness, and her flowing brown hair fell wildly about her shoulders.



“Oh Nadi,” Faela said with sweet relief. “I was so afraid!”



Nadi reached over to Faela and gently scooped her up, cradling the little fairy in her hands. “You are safe now,” she told her, sitting Faela on her knee when she was able to hold herself upright.



Nadi’s glen was lush and sprawled out in a gently sloped field. Adorned with flowers, moss, and fungi, it was a pasture for a host of life, and all the variety of color shown amidst the emerald green.



“I think you arrived just in time. I’ve never been happier to see someone,” Faela said with a deep sigh. She gently laid her small legs against Nadi’s calf and thigh as she sat perched on her knee, soaking in the warmth of morning’s light. “It seems I’ve missed the first night of the festival.”



“I will take you, my little fae.” Nadi told her. “It goes on, yes?”



Faela smiled at her with warmth and appreciation. “Yes, there will be more to do tonight!” To suddenly encounter her friend like this was an unexpected joy, and going with her to the festival sounded wonderful. Faela had hoped to be able to spend more time with Nadi, but did not expect circumstances such as this to bring them together. Now she allowed her lingering stress and fear to recede, as the larger nymph’s peace was contagious. “I still feel drained,” Faela said.



“Yes, the magic was potent, and carried forth by both web and venom. Your power will return, but in time,” Nadi told her softly. She reached around Faela and very gently plucked a strand of spider web from her wing. “You must be clean of this stuff,” Nadi told her, inspecting and then tasting the string.



Faela examined herself with a sigh. Small pieces of the web clung to her chiton and she felt its stickiness upon her skin. “Perhaps if I wash up now the dress will be dried by the time we get there,” Faela said unsurely. Nadi reached and took Faela in hand, holding her around the torso as she stood and walked across her glen. Faela relaxed in her grasp, looking to the sparkling water of the small creek at the field’s edge. She could not so much as fly without her magic, but she knew all would be well.



“Wash, but that will not cure you,” Nadi told her tenderly. “I will make a poultice to take the dark magic from your skin,” she said, stooping down beside the creek to gather the green leaf of a small fern. She set Faela down on the creek bed, and crouched nearby.



“I can’t thank you enough,” Faela said with some hint of adoration in her tone, smiling up sweetly at the comparative giantess of a nymph. The fairy untied her chiton and bared her body. Faint white lines marked her skin where the web had left an essence.



“There is no need. I am pleased for your company. It has been many moons,” Nadi said, her gaze gently affixed on the little fairy. Faela went to the water and waded out until it was two inches deep. There she sat and shivered as she washed the dress thoroughly. She scrubbed her skin, but the lines persisted, and she soon gave up on such.



When the dress was clean, Nadi hung it on a high branch for the little fae, and scooped her up once more. The glen nymph had collected a small bundle of herbs, and began to tear them in her hand, mixing the plants. “You must tell me of your travels. Always you are flying swiftly from here to there,” Nadi told her. She sat down in the lush bed of moss where Faela had been sleeping, and laid back in it, cuddling the smaller nymph into her lap.



“I’ve not too many stories to share, although, perhaps you will be amused to hear that two women visited me in my spring earlier this autumn,” Faela said with a small smirk. “The three of us got along rather well…”



Nadi knew well what the words indicated, and hummed interestedly. “You have good fortune with your visitors,” she said.



“On the way here I also visited with Hum. Remember her?” Faela inquired.



“Indeed I do. She makes her way over here from time to time, to watch over her buzzing flock,” Nadi said with a chortle. She transferred the mixture of herbs from her hand to her mouth, and began to chew them. “It pleases me when they festoon my field and graze upon its flora,” she uttered lavishly.



Faela relaxed her body in Nadi’s hands and smiled up at her languid companion.“I got some snacks from her, although they might still be shrunken in my satchel.”



“Your magic will return soon,” Nadi assured her. “And a good thing too. I’d be sorely tempted to keep you, small and flightless as you are.” Nadi gently tickled Faela’s stomach with a finger. “Such a tiny treasure.”



The teasing words made Faela flush deeply, embarrassed and flattered at once. The larger nymph spoke to her so sweetly; it was obvious Faela’s reduced height only endeared her further. “There are worse fates,” Faela said with a small giggle. “At least you handle me gently. There are few I’d trust with me, small as I am.”



“You are right to be cautious. I do not think I shall let you from my sight until you are less vulnerable,” Nadi told her. She spat the mush from her mouth, and at once, brought Faela to her lips. Nadi’s tongue lolled out with a slime of spittle and poultice that shone faint green of herb, and lapped over Faela’s nude body with a long stroke. Faela gasped as she felt the massive and warm muscle roll over her, the sensation unbelievable strange, as Nadi’s taste buds could be felt gently rasping her skin. With another lick, the markings upon the fairy’s form grew fainter, and the persistent substance seemed to be removed.



Faela daren’t speak then, her cheeks aglow, body drenched beneath the tongue and lips of the unabashed nymph. Nadi held the squirming fairy as though she were giving her cub a bath, and licked her throughly from head to toe, until at last Faela felt a surge of energy return to her.



“Have I missed a spot?” Nadi inquired, clearly bemused.



“I think not,” Faela retorted with a giggle under her breath. “You’ve gotten more spots than needed, truly,”


Nadi laughed aloud as she rose from the bed of moss, striding over toward the creek once more. “It is hard not to work all of you when your length matches one pass of my tongue,” she told her, brushing her knuckle gently against Faela’s face to clear her drenched bangs from her eyes.



“I feared you may make a snack of me yourself,” Faela said in jest, despite the fact that her heart was wholly aflutter.



“I may yet,” Nadi risquely threatened, and swiftly stuffed Faela into the creek, giving the tiny fae a thorough scrub. Nadi made fast work cleaning her off between her hands, and in a moment, was on her way back to the moss bed with her freshly bathed fairy.



The sun radiated a kind warmth upon them both as the gentle breeze cooled the fairy’s skin. In the soft bed of moss, Nadi reclined and cuddled Faela’s small form, exhaling warmth upon her. Faela’s magic flowed again, but she felt no desire to return to her fullest height. There was something about the way the nymph held her that seemed so protective and tender, that Faela felt safe as she had never been.



“I must visit you more often,” Faela whispered to her, nuzzling her small head against the other’s jaw. She shivered slightly as the breeze tickled her drying skin, and Nadi drew her in warmly against her breast.



“Come often and unexpectedly. Surprise delights; they do me well,” Nadi cooed with a musical tone.



“Do you delight in me, so tiny?” Faela inquired.



“You have in me in a spell,” Nadi charmed, and planted a kiss upon Faela’s head, snugly embracing her silken crown with two lips large enough to engulf it, and the warmth spread from there in a bodily flush.



“It is a curious good to be so close to you; you fill my world, and are my land,” Faela told her, as she found herself lost in the warmth of the embrace, held so snugly against the other who encompassed her vision. “So lush and filled with life, as well. You are a glen in flesh.”



The tangle of vines about Nadi’s chest began to shift and unwrap from her torso. The large green leaves that obscured her breast were tenderly peeled away. The nymph revealed the warmth of her teats which appeared tender and soft beyond all the rest of her form, each puffy and pink and unblemished, having been hidden from the elements so long. “Ought I nurture you, little tree?” she inquired with a knowing and sultry air. Her hand brought Faela against her breast, and held her there in a snug embrace.



This new bliss was an overwhelming delight to Faela, who now felt the massive warm form of Nadi’s breast against her entire body. The tender teat of the large nymph rubbed against the little fairy’s stomach as she shifted her into position. The large green leaf gradually settled back into place, cupping Faela gently against Nadi’s breast to serve as a blanket for her.



“I wonder who on Olympus has known comfort such as this,” Faela inquired in blissful disbelief, groaning out a pleased noise as she relaxed onto the mound of soft flesh, embracing Nadi’s boob in her arms. She buried her face in the glen-nymph’s softness, and obscured her blush there as able.



“No doubt they miss out on the joys of being small,” Nadi supposed, laying back against the moss and directing her gaze at the sky. “You seem to be enjoying yourself,” she mused.



Faela huffed an embarrassed note, but conceded. “You have a large and soft bed for me,” she said playfully, pressing her face into the softness of Nadi’s breast. “More woman than I can handle,” she teased. Faela shifted against the teat, her thighs rubbing against it as she kept herself from sliding down under the leaf.



“You tickle,” Nadi said, although she seemed more teased. The glen-nymph bit her lip as she directed her gaze away from Faela, feeling the small nude form of the fairy gently cuddling her breast. Her wavy brown hair sprawled out over the bed of moss as she breathed deeply, her chest rising and bringing the little fae up and down with it.



Faela smirked up at her mischievously, and deliberately moved her body against the nymph’s teat to see how sensitive the larger woman really was. “A small thing like me teases you so?” she inquired innocently. “And I had wondered if I could please you at all.”



Nadi’s arm draped across her torso and she gently lay it over the leaf-bra that held the fairy to her breast, and pressed down to grip herself somewhat firmly, and squeeze the little fae into her softness. “You please me very much. I can think of many pleasures we might share,” Nadi said with a soft hum, clearly having more than a mere curiosity toward Faela’s small size.



Faela held on as she was able, as Nadi massaged her own breast with the fairy’s body, rubbing and teasing herself at her own pace. She felt herself slipping down the breast until the tender teat slid against her own chest and near to her face. Faela’s feet settled against Nadi’s stomach beneath the breast as she embraced it and posed herself before where it was most sensitive. “I’m sure you have quite an imagination,” Faela said with a warm chortle, bright red in the face as she leaned in and planted a tiny kiss upon the swollen areola of the larger nymph. “I’m yours to do with as you will,” Faela told her sweetly, feeling eager to give herself over with total trust to the one who had shown her such gentle affections. Faela knew Nadi would not harm her, even in the height of passion, and the thought of serving her in such a way filled her with desire.



“I had a taste of you earlier,” Nadi said, humming softly as she exhaled through her nose, quietly experiencing the pleasure of the fairy against her teat. She did not moan but softly gasped and huffed when the shifting caused strong sensations to course through her. “Unexpectedly sweat,” she opined.



“Try me once more, without a mouth of bitter herb,” Faela replied. “But first I’ll taste you,” she said, and wrapped her lips gently around the glen-nymph’s nipple, sucking it as her tongue lapped across its peak. At first, Nadi tasted much like the leaves that adorned her, and her aroma was earthy and fresh. Past that Faela tasted the saltiness of her skin, and felt the warmth from her teat against her tongue. It was almost too large to take into her mouth.



Nadi sighed with pleasure, and her other hand rose to gently stroke around her unattended areola, stimulating it with the pad of two fingers while her other hand supported the smaller fae. “I ought keep you after all, so that you can explore all of me,” Nadi told her warmly. “It would take some time, but I am sure you would enjoy it.”



Faela let the nipple slip from her mouth, a strand of spittle arcing between it and her lips as she giggled sultrily. “There’s nothing I’d rather do than treat your every inch,” she said sweetly. “I could get totally lost.”


With a gentle movement of her hand, Nadi brushed Faela off her breast, causing the fairy to tumble and lay in the center of her chest. “How sweetly you would adorn my glen, if you took up your roots and settled here,” Nadi mused to her affectionately. She squeezed her breasts together with either hand, smothering the little fae between her soft mounds, and massaging them against her. Faela giggled noisily as she felt her small form being rolled and pushed around by the massive breasts.



“It’s no tiny temptation,” Faela told her between her chuckling. “How wonderful it would be to please you every day, and always be safe in your keeping. I would make the Olympians jealous, for their servants would not praise like me,” Faela told her with an air of thoughtless lust.



“Twice now you have blasphemed,” Nadi laughed at her. “Am I such a goddess to you?” She let her breasts relax away from the little fairy and took her into her hands, holding her upright before her face.



Faela smiled at her warmly, admiring the other’s dark green eyes, and the pleasantly nutty brown of her skin, and the darkness of her wavy brown hair, which seemed perpetually messy, but not particularly tangled. “It is easy to see you like so, when I hardly reach past your ankle. Surely it is only right that I ought to serve my rescuer; my giantess of a fae.”



“You will serve, then,” Nadi told her surely, as her hands brought Faela closer to her mouth. “And I shall dote on you, my small delight. I will reward you for your sweetness, and your loyal lips,” Nadi gently parted her own lips and extended her tongue, dragging its tip along Faela’s leg, until it teased her upper thigh. Faela flushed as she felt the warmth of Nadi’s breath against her bare body, and met Nadi’s eyes. In the other’s gentle holding she parted her legs, and Nadi brought her to her mouth. Faela’s legs fell on either cheek as the tongue slid up between them, pressing against the fairys sex and lapping against her there. She squeaked a note of sudden pleasure as the unusual texture could be felt making long passes against her sensative slit.



“Treat yourself,” Faela said to her with warmth and acceptance as she was tasted. The larger fae’s tongue was far too massive to enter Faela, and yet the glen-nymph used it to massage and rub her sex with dexterity, managing to stir unbelievable sensations in her. Faela’s legs wrapped around the muscle of Nadi’s mouth, riding her and attempting to find more stability in the larger other’s grasp. Nadi held her arms and worked her tongue up against the little fae’s form, leaving Faela to try to support her weight by keeping that pink thing beneath her, wildly though it moved.



The tongue advanced up to stroke along the fairy’s stomach and her breasts, slathering the smaller fae’s body once more. Nadi adjusted her grip to hold Faela more comfortably, and admired her with a warm and smug grin. “You are a treat, precious thing,” she said. “I could grow quite fond of your flavor,” she teased sweetly.



“There is much more of you to taste,” Faela said, supporting her chin in her hands as she rested her elbows on Nadi’s grasping fingers. “Although I like what I taste so far,” she said with a giggle.



“I change with the seasons. As does my flavor, no doubt,” Nadi said, bemused.



“I’ll come visit in the winter; you can keep me warm.”



Nadi slowly drew Faela away from her face, and lowered her across her torso. Her finger gently slid between the fairy’s legs to gently massage against her flower, moving the tip of her pointer in small circles against it. Even the finger would have been a challenge for Faela to take, although she trembled at the thought of Nadi filling her so completely and pleasuring her with simple ease. Nadi sat upright slightly, and gently set Faela down between her legs, standing the small fae on the warm moss between her legs. The loincloth of tangled leaves had dispersed, and jade green vines squeezed Nadi’s thighs as though to show the larger nymph’s anticipation as her sex lay bare before Faela.



“This is a new delight, to me,” Faela admitted, approaching Nadi’s groin with dainty steps as she smirked and appraised the other.



“I’m sure you’re up to the challenge,” Nadi said to her warmly, resting herself back against the moss as her eyes lazily watched the smaller nymph grow near to her. Faela could feel the warmth from Nadi’s thighs radiating out from either side of her, and beheld the gentle rise and fall of Nadi’s stomach as it loomed over her. She stood beside the larger nymph’s sex and gently leaned against it, trembling as she felt the others warmth and wetness against her body.



Nadi gently cupped the little fairy to herself, humming out her approval softly as she felt the small body move against her. Faela put her arms on either side of the larger nymph’s slit and reached up to massage at her clitoral hood, gently rubbing at its top with her open palms.


Gnawing on her lip, Nadi exhaled heavily at these sensations. “You have such precise little hands… and you squirm so pleasantly,” Nadi told her with a teasing note. She pressed Faela in firmly against herself, smushing her face up against her clit and inciting more of that pleasant wiggling. Faela moved her body for the other’s comfort, and worked her hips back and forth as the front of her body was pressed against the glen-nymph’s folds. She opened her mouth to suck against the larger nymph’s clitoris and bring it partially into her mouth, lapping against it with her tongue and tugging it gently between her lips.



Typically quiet, Nadi’s soft breaths and gentle hums began to grow into lengthy, pleased groans as she relaxed into the treatment of the other’s tiny hands and mouth. She covered Faela with her palm and gently humped the little fairy, smothering her into her crotch and drenching the little fae with nectar.



“Take a breath,” Nadi commanded. Faela barely had a chance to, as the larger nymph’s hand relaxed for merely a moment. She lowered her grip down Faela’s body and secured her grasp around the fairy’s legs, hoisting her into position as she aimed Faela’s head and upper body toward her sex. Faela’s eyes widened, mouth agape as her body dripped with the fluids of the other’s arousal. Nadi seemed intent on making a toy out of Faela and fucking herself at the pace of her desire; the thought of being used so made Faela shiver with delighted anticipation. Then, she was swiftly thrust forth, her head and shoulders pressing in past the glen-nymph’s labia as she was stuffed directly up into her.



Nadi’s moaning was muffled as Faela found herself in the dark warmth of the inside of her passage, sliding easily against the soft and slippery vaginal interior. Her entire body was lathered with a sweet syrup of pleasure. Each time she wiggled, a wave of pleasure was sent through Nadi, resulting in internal tension that Faela could feel massaging against her body, as she was clenched between Nadi’s pussy walls. Faela was pressed in until even her feet were engulfed, and then tugged out by two fingers. She anticipated to breathe, but before her head was even clear Nadi had thrust her tiny body in again, pleasuring herself carelessly with the fae’s body. Faela may have been called a naiad, but being bound to a laurel tree and not to the spring it grew near, she was not blessed with aqueous breathing. Soon enough her squirming grew that bit more frantic, signally to Nadi the rather urgent need.



Nadi giggled playfully as she pulled Faela out of her sex, holding the little nymph by her ankle as she dripped. “Sorry, did I get carried away?” she inquired sweetly. “Don’t worry… it won’t take me long like this,” she said. Nadi swung Faela up to her lips and engulfed the fairy’s dangling body in her mouth, swallowing her up to the hips. Her tongue works itself around Faela’s body, shoving her around as it lapped away the larger nymph’s own flavor. No sooner had Faela popped from Nadi’s mouth than she was plummeting back toward the glen-nymph’s sex again, given only a moment to take a truly deep breath before being thrust back into place.



As Faela wiggled and danced her body deep within Nadi’s sex, she could feel the larger nymph shifting around her, twisting and thrusting her hips as she delighted in every new sensation from within. Her hands worked at her own sex and clit while the nymph gradually slid deeper into her. Faela moaned loudly from within Nadi so that she might hear her, and moved herself hastily around, wiggling her body in circles as she committed herself to the pleasure of the one in whom she now dwelled. Faela managed to breathe when Nadi parted her lower lips with two fingers, and made herself comfortable within, resting and enjoying the warmth of Nadi’s sex. A small vine entered Nadi and curled itself around Faela’s ankle, drawing her out from the nymph’s sex as she had escaped beyond the easy reach of a finger.



Faela’s cheeks showed bright red as she made eye contact with Nadi, dangling once more as the nymph took a moment to steady her breathing. She looked down at the little hanging fairy with pure lust, her face awash with unrestrained delight as she indulged in this new kind of lovemaking. “Does it please you to be my little delight? What a new joy we have discovered for ourselves. Will you come here, and let me use you all I desire?” Nadi inquired at the fairy possessively.



“I should love to please you all my days. I owe them to you, do I not?” Faela responded with warmth and affection despite the way she dangled, soaked and disheveled her. Nadi’s vines began to crawl up Faela’s legs, and more joined to wrap her lower body tightly, and soon also restrain her arms against her side. Faela giggled at her, wondering what the larger nymph intended. “Why bind me up? I shall not flee from you,” she said. The lush green vinges coiled about her all the way to the middle of her waist, and her body was held tightly straight.



“All the better for pleasure, little fairy,” Nadi said. Suddenly, Faela felt two vines press up within her bound legs, sliding slowly up her thighs as she was held tight. The soft head of each vine pressed gently against both her pussy and asshole, and began to slowly and rhythmically push in and out of her. She moaned in ecstatic bliss as the two vines pressed and massaged her sex and rear, every retrained wiggle driving waves of blissful sensation through herself.



Nadi thrust Faela within herself again, pushing her head-first with the vines continuing to pleasure Faela even as the fairy was lost within the large nymph. Now Nadi dictated the pace and movement entirely, and worked Faela’s little squirming body deeply within herself, stroking her torso against her inner walls. Nadi moaned with intensity as she lost herself to the bliss, fucking herself with the fairy-dildo at an increasingly fast pace as her orgasm swiftly approached. As she came, Faela felt her inner walls clench firmly around her and the vine, and was drenched in a new deluge of nectar.



Faela was squealing with pleasure herself as the vines picked up their pace, stimulating her vivaciously as she was drawn slowly out of the larger nymph’s sex. Now Nadi simply admired the little fairy as she was fucked before her eyes, having the vines gradually bring her back up to her lips. “Ohh, it’s so good!” Faela moaned blissfully, pressing her face against Nadi’s lips and kissing her. Those massive lips parted and Faela was taken inside again, this time sliding slowly past Nadi’s mouth as the large nymph deep-throated her. In the back of Faela’s mind there was the concern that Nadi might swallow her, by accident or otherwise, but it did nothing to dampen her pleasure. Faela’s orgasm came upon her swiftly and she squealed out down Nadi’s throat as she came all over the vines that both bound and fucked her.



Nadi giggled with her mouth full, eventually beginning to pull the little fairy out, and relax the work of her magical vines. Faela was practically limp in her holding, totally stunned by the bliss of that most intense climax of sensation. “I would not leave you unsatisfied, when you’ve worshipped me so,” Nadi told her sweetly, catching her in hand as the vines drew away. “I imagine we will find much to enjoy together,” she mused.



Faela breathed deeply as she stared with blissful affection up at Nadi. “You are full of surprises,” she exhaled tenderly. She could not believe how enjoyable the experience had been, as something was awoken within her by the unique pleasures offered by the differing size. “I should delight in exploring you,” she said.



“And I shall delight in adoring you,” Nadi told her sweetly, leaning in to plant a little kiss upon the Fae’s head. She stood up slowly, and tucked Faela once more against her bare breast, the leafy bra again moving to cover her and hold her securely to that tender warmth. “Now let us drop in for this festival, before Apollo has dropped from the sky,” Nadi said. She retrieved Faela’s dress from where it hung drying, and the two of them made their way.



Faela breathed a deep sigh of contentment as the sun began to near the horizon, casting its golden warmth against Nadi’s chest, and heating her skin beneath the fairy’s cheek. She was comfortable as she had never been held there against the larger nymph’s breast, being carried forth to delights unknown.
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