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    Solera performs an artisan craft in preparation for the solstice, preparing the Wine of Generations to be enjoyed by fae and mortal alike. Her fairy companion and assistant, Spira, has proven willing to serve in any way she can. Before the festival begins, the two find their professional relationship developing into something greater despite the immense difference in their sizes. Committed to the pleasure of the elf she so admires, Spira offers herself up as a toy for Solera’s pleasure. Solera gladly indulges in her eager little lover. 
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    The cellar air was sweet with the aroma of wine and spice. In one basin, Solera’s acolytes crushed fresh berries by foot, in another basin, bottles were poured one at a time to be mixed. On this solstice, they would create seventy bottles of new, fresh wine, and mix together seventy bottles of aged wine, one for each of the previous seventy years. 
 
    As the last bottles were added, the basin fill reached its brim, and the dark violet drink was stirred by two young elf women using stone rods. Spira fluttered up on her wings and stared down into the basin, observing her ripping reflection.  
 
    “You’re the expert. Is this as good as everyone claims?” Spira asked. 
 
    Solera stepped near to the basin and smiled up at Spira with a knowing gaze. This was her responsibility, and for many years she had kept the cellars, and overseen each batch’s preparation. She knew well the taste of the eldest wines along with the new, and how each year's flavor had offered a new nuance to the ceremonial drink. Her wineglass was of ornate and finely carved crystal, chiseled and polished by fae hands. Soon, it was filled to the brim with the first glass of the combined wine. She held it aloft, bidding that Spira flutter down near. “There is a memory in water and wine. Echoes too quiet to hear flutter endlessly on the surface,” Solera told her. 
 
    Spira leaned in intently, breathing the aroma of the wine. She stooped near, and listened for a moment, wondering if she could hear these supposed echos traversing in the ripples. 
 
    Solera laughed at her warmly. She flicked her cup up under Spira’s legs, catching her legs so that the fairy was seated there, and carried her over to a low stone table near the basin. “For those of us with a memory of such things, these old flavors are like a familiar song. We recall the years by the taste and aroma, seeking out the memories of summers past.” 
 
    “You get all that from sipping wine?” Spira asked incredulously. She supported herself carefully on the glass, peering up at Solera as the elf settled down at the table. Before them was a plate with blackberries, cheese, and fresh bread. 
 
    “I have a very refined taste and a good memory. There are many ways to pay homage to the past. Some sing, others write. But it is the taste and the smell that brings the heart-mind back to a moment. It is with these things that we traverse time.” 
 
    Spira remained unconvinced, although she saw the wine with a new interest. She stared down into the glass, and extended her tiny leg, stirring the surface of the beverage with her toe. Spira’s height was so little, at a mere seven inches tall, that the touch of her toe barely disturbed the water’s level surface. She wondered, mischievously, if even Solera could taste that. 
 
    The elf’s eyes were averted. Solera carefully watched her acolytes as they began the bottling, filling the wine that would be drunk that very evening as part of the solstice festivities. A few yards away, bright daylight cut a path into the cavernous chamber, making her grateful for the pleasant cool of those cellars. Solera's long silken hair was rusty crimson in color, and cascaded down to her chest. She was adorned only in a tunic of brown wool that reached to her upper thigh, and wore no jewels, and yet exuded elegance with her presence. Her faintly glowing golden irises returned to Spira and reached for the glass on which she sat. On Solera’s brow, the golden mark of the sun was tattooed in pale gold ink, and a faint pattern of marks adorned her chin and cheeks. 
 
    “I will pour you a glass,” Solera told her. “I’ve one tiny enough for even you. In fact, many fairies come to enjoy the wine. It goes a long way with your kind,” she said with a soft chuckle. Solera brought the cup to her lips while Spira remained seated on its rim, fluttering her wings to maintain a careful balance. The tiny green-haired fairy watched Solera’s expression for signs of enjoyment and witnessed a supreme bliss fall upon her features as she drank down the first swallows of the ceremonial wine. Her dark lips kissed the glass relishing, and her eyes grew half-lidded as she became immersed in the taste. 
 
    Having seen such a reaction, Spira was now convinced. She had seen true amorosity in the gaze of her much larger companion, as though a taste could provide the ecstatic pleasure of sex. The flavor was apparently undiminished by her diminutive toe. When Solera opened her eyes again, she could not help but chuckle at Spira’s attentive expression, causing a drip of wine to spill down her cheek. She returned the cup and fairy to the table, and sighed contently, pondering the wondrous aftertaste of the beverage, which brought nuance after nuance to her attention.  
 
    “It seems you’ve done it again,” Spira said. “But I imagine that is no surprise. For how many years have you done this, anyway?” She fluttered her translucent dragonfly-style wings, and rose to the air, drifting near to Solera’s face. The elf reached to wipe her chin with a cloth, but Spira hovered in near instead and brought her face close to that single large traveling droplet of wine, which now hung from Solera’s chin. 
 
    “Decades upon decades. Long enough that all the wine here was prepared by me. This task was given to me when I was a hundred and two, and I am now two hundred and thirty years old,” Solera told her with a soft laugh. “Many generations for ordinary fairy or human,” she said. 
 
    Spira stared at her with wonder, struggling to imagine carrying on the same duties for so long. She wondered how Solera had filled her many years, living in this forest and tending only to the periodic processes of winemaking. The fairy herself was only just over twenty years old and would age much like a human. Something about the mature elegance of Solera, and her wise and kind manner, made Spira feel safe and adored in her presence. Her hands settled down gently against Solera’s chin and jaw, and with the steady fluttering of her wings, she drifted near until her lips fell on the single droplet of spilled wine. It was a solid mouthful for Spira to swallow, and she drank it up carefully.  
 
    She felt no surge of memories, and yet, there were aspects of the taste that seemed distantly familiar. There was the sweetness of berries she’d enjoyed in her own forest, and a honey-like aspect that seemed so sweet and distinct. Ultimately she found it rather satisfying and was eager for more. Beaming a grin up at Solera, she licked the comparative giantess’ chin and cleaned her of the droplet’s trail. Beneath its flavor, she tasted the elf’s skin, which seemed to her to improve the taste. Solera watched her with an endeared and amused warmth and did not speak, holding her face steady for the little fairy to lick. Soon Spira had followed the course of the remnant wine to Solera’s lips. Her own lips pressed around the bottom edge of Solera’s bottom lip as she tasted the last of the wine to be left there, and Solera huffed slightly at the sensation of that tiniest kiss.  
 
    Spira turned her gaze up suddenly, flush in the features as she realized she had given Solera a kiss, and right on the lip. She felt the warmth of the elf’s exhale against her face, and saw the slight twitch of her lips as they urged to grin. Spira realized she had become somewhat captivated by the taste, which continued to excite her as she sampled more of it. 
 
    “Has it met expectations?” Solera asked with a soft chuckle. 
 
    Spira released her face and flew up to be eye-level with her, holding a tiny hand to her chin as she contemplated it. “It’s surely the best I’ve had!” she admitted. She did not truly have a skill for tasting wine, and so imagined that Solera was able to enjoy it to an entirely different degree. The elf drank again and then set the cup down carefully. Her golden gaze was affixed on Spira, and although her expression revealed satisfaction and contentment, little of her inner thoughts could be discerned. Spira’s own thoughts were fluttering rather hastily, for having found herself so near to those dark red lips, she suddenly longed to give Solera a more proper kiss. Averting her gaze, she stepped over to the plate on the table and hefted a large blackberry. It was bigger than her head, and each drupelet would fill her palm well. 
 
    “I’d like you to be at my table tonight,” Solera told her. 
 
    Spira grinned widely, snapping her gaze back up to the elf. “Truly?” The prospect was exciting, not only because Solera held a spot of honor and would be around some of the most respected fae of the land, but also because it would mean more time for them to spend together.  
 
    “It will be a date,” Solera told her matter-of-factly. 
 
    Spira blushed and hid her face behind the blackberry. She stamped her feet vivaciously, alternately stomping them with excited legs. “Fun! I was too shy to ask!” she said with a noisy fit of giggles. For those days that Spira had been assisting Solera, they had flirted and had their fun, but Spira had not presumed to push things to another level. “It will be something to see! An elf and a fairy. I’ll probably have a seat at the table before you. Hopefully, no one mistakes me for part of the feast!” she said, jesting playfully. 
 
    Solera laughed at her with warmth, covering her lips with her hand as she watched Spira’s energetic antics. “You do indeed seem quite a snack.” 
 
    Spira tore a drupelet off the blackberry and ate it, the deep red juice spraying her cheek as she bit. Just this one berry was already far too much for her, though delicious, and she marveled at the ability of a human or elf to eat them by the handful. “I think all the other elves will be jealous of your little treat. And my fairy friends are gonna be jealous of my big date,” Spira said. 
 
    Solera was amused by her playful chatter and nodded her head in agreement. “The unusual is exciting. I find your tininess rather pleasing. And are fairies not wary of the larger peoples? I imagine there is some danger involved.” 
 
    Bobbing her head in agreement, Spira swallowed another large drupelet before she answered. Already the blackberry juice coated her arms and drizzled down from her chin. “Gentleness is very important. But you do everything with care,” Spira said. 
 
    There was a warmth to Solera’s expression, and she watched Spira knowingly, reading, as always, a great deal from the fairy’s tiny expressive features. She admired the green silk of her one-piece, which was wrapped snugly about her small body and tied in the front, leaving much of her cleavage and legs exposed, as Solera’s own cloth did. “I too was shy to propose such a thing,” Solera said with a small grin. “I’m pleased to see your comfort.” She paused. “You like me rather a lot, don’t you?” 
 
    The simplicity and directness of Solera’s words caught Spira somewhat by surprise, but she recognized their sincerity and entrusted Solera with an honest response. “Yes. I mean - you’re incredible! How could I not? So much knowledge and skill, beauty and… just, the biggest heart,” she scrunched her face up in a giddy and excited way, feeling vulnerable having laid out her affections so clearly. 
 
    “I like you as well,” Solera told her, again with simplicity and certainty. “You spritely little thing,” she said, reaching out with one finger to tickle Spira’s belly. 
 
    Spira giggled noisily, but as the finger drew away, she felt a more serious kind of euphoria. To have a date was one thing, but to find that they liked each other in such a way opened up a bright world of potential between them. “Come here,” The tiny fairy demanded sweetly. She walked to the edge of the table, craning her neck to peer up at Solera’s visage.  
 
    “Oh?” Solera asked, leaning forward in her seat. Spira waited until the elf had brought her face down to the table’s height, and then offered the blackberry to her lips. “Ah,” Solera said appreciatively, and let her large lips part. Spira set the berry on the giant companion’s tongue, and Solera’s lips closed in down around it, sucking gently at Spira’s hands before they escaped. She smiled and chewed while watching the little fairy, and eyed her juice-stained hands and chin. 
 
    “Now what a little mess you’ve become,” Solera mused softly. She gently caught her lip under her teeth, and bit down on it as she seemed altogether enamored by the look of the fairy. “I think we need a bath before our date, hm?” she suggested. 
 
    “You think so? I was about to have a soak in your cup,” Spira told her playfully. 
 
    “You’d be rather delightful to taste,” Solera concurred with a chortle. “Come here,” Solera said as Spira had before, but reached out to take gentle hold of her, grabbing the fairy around the middle. Spira squealed sillily as she was hoisted swiftly near to Solera’s lips. The elf opened her mouth wide, letting the warmth of her exhale wash over Spira’s tiny face. Her massive tongue lolled out and gently curled up to touch Spira’s chin, tasting the blackberry residue. “But so sweet already.” She licked firmly over Spira’s chin and face, slurping the sweet residue off of her and leaving the little fairy’s visage drenched and disheveled. Spira was pink in the cheek and stunned when Solera drew her in again and pressed her massive soft lips in around Spira’s head. Her face was practically lost between them, and the kiss engulfed her vision with a wet warmth. Spira relaxed in Solera’s hand, overtaken bodily by pure happiness, and kissed her back with her tiny lips, though Solera could hardly feel it. Solera drew her tiny lover away from there only when Spira seemed to need to breathe, and smiled at her intently, excitement welling up in her glowing gaze.  
 
    “Your lips,” Spira began, breathing heavily and in a stupor of giddy desire. “They’re like two huge pillows,” she said, extending her arms so as to express their comparatively enormous presence. “I could get lost in them forever,” she said, her words dripping abundantly with sweetness and affection.  
 
    “I think you and I are going to have a lot of fun together,” Solera told her with a soft, warm laugh. “It’s good these lips please you well. I had wondered what pleasure I might bring you, small as you are,” Solera said. “But as you said… I am gentle, and precise with my care.” She rose up from her bench, and turned Spira in her hand, bringing her once more to her lips. She engulfed one of the fairies' arms between them, swallowing it up to the shoulder as her lips held Spira snugly there. Solera’s massive tongue spun about Spira’s arm, tasting her as it cleaned. 
 
    Spira giggled at her bashfully, feeling a great mix of excited emotions rushing through her. The work of that enormous tongue was a curious sensation, as she could feel the bumpiness of Solera’s tastebuds scrubbing her of the blackberry juice. “Already speaking of pleasure! Don’t worry about that. I’m the one who needs to find how to please you,” Spira said assuredly. 
 
    “Oh, I’m sure we’ll think of something,” Solera said. She spoke as though it were a distant concern, but in truth, her thoughts about it were already coalescing, and she meant to experiment sooner rather than later. “Your clothes are soiled,” she observed, seeing that the fairy had messily wiped her juice-covered hands onto the green silk. Solera slid a single finger down between the silk and Spira’s chest, moving it between her breasts and pushing from within to tug free the ties that bound her. Spira huffed as she was suddenly bared, feeling the cloth slide down her shoulders. Having her in hand, Solera quickly pulled it off and was then holding the naked fairy about the middle. There was a teasing and mischievous glint in Solera’s eyes as she admired Spira then, and the fairy was flushed and bashful, wiggling somewhat in Solera’s hand for comfort. She felt the warmth of the elf’s grip securing itself about her body, with a finger laid over her tiny (though, proportionately, rather large) breasts.   
 
    “Someone might see!” Spira exclaimed, looking around at the other acolytes, who were thankfully immersed in their tasks. Already dozens of bottles had been filled from the basin, soon to be hauled down to the festival’s feasting grounds.  
 
    “You’re right,” Solera said. She hooked a finger under the brown wool of her tunic at the breast and pulled it up. Quickly, Solera stuffed Spira inside, pressing the tiny fairy against her breast, and tightening her tunic back up with her entrapped there. “Hold on tight, won’t you? It’s not far to the stream,” she said. 
 
    Spira was shocked into wordlessness by the sudden intimacy of her position. The immense softness of Solera’s breast pressed against her as she was held snugly in place by the cloth. She felt Solera chuckle, her chest bouncing slightly with the sound of her amusement, and then the elf began to walk. Soon the heat of the sun could be felt through that woolen tunic, and between it and the warmth of Solera’s breast, Spira was sweltering. The spittle on her arms and lips wetted Solera’s boob, and Spira found herself slipping slightly, until the elf’s nipple moved up along her belly, and passed between her breasts to nudge itself against her face. The intense bashfulness she felt in her position was swiftly overpowered by a lustful enjoyment, and though she could hardly muster a word for Solera, she put her tiny lips against the elf’s teat and smooched her there, communicating all her passion and enjoyment with the touch of her lips. Solera softly hummed her pleased approval. The voices of other passing elves could be heard, some even offering Solera greetings, wholely unaware the little companion stowed in such a sultry way upon her person. 
 
    Solera made way toward the stream, conducting herself with her normal regal poise. She made soft utterances to encourage the fairy, and soon Spira was playing at her tit with her tongue and lips, and suckling gently against her. After a few steps, Spira found herself slipping down once more, and held tightly to Solera’s nipple, dangling from it for fear of dropping out of her tunic entirely, without room to flutter her wings. Solera let her hang on for a time, gnawing on her lip as her nipple was tugged by those tiny fairy hands. She was cooking up more plans for Spira already, finding her little affections quite delightful, if ticklish. Soon she reached and squeezed Spira up against her breast again, dragging the fairy higher before she lost her grip. Spira moaned with pleasure as she was momentarily pressed firmly into Solera’s breast, and felt it’s warmth embracing every inch of her form, few though they were. 
 
    The forest was alive with fae, elves, and humans alike, and Solera passed druids, artisans, and all manner of revelers on her way. Other fairies flew over her head, but not nothing about Solera’s manner gave reason for suspicion. She left the trail and neared the stream, finding some quiet there away from the bustle of the pre-festival gatherings.  
 
    It was later in the afternoon, but hot still, and the crystal clear water of the stream allured with its offer of refreshment. Seeing that they were alone, Solera untied her woolen tunic and cast it aside. Her eyes fell on Spira, who, now exposed to the air and Solera’s gaze, was eagerly sucking the nipple. It was big enough to fill her mouth with, and she had taken it far past her lips, eager for a yet greater taste of her the giantess she so adored. Her eyes opened and she looked up to Solera with an almost criminal expression, caught in the act of indulgence. The sense of those tiny fairy lips encompassing her teat was rather potent for Solera, who let her continue as long as she was able to hold on. Slowly angling herself forward, Solera made the fairy dangle from her breast, and soon Spira fell, squealing the instant the nipple popped from her mouth. 
 
    Solera caught her easily, and let out a loud and hearty laugh. “Now there is a good way to travel,” she teased playfully. “I think I shall often have you quite close on my person. After all, I must keep you safe,” she said. The elf waded out into the water, trembling as its cool flow licked over her calves, then thighs, and finally beyond her hips to her belly. She reached where the stream was at its deepest, and the current pushed steadily against her and lowered herself down to her neck, keeping Spira above the water. 
 
    The water sparkled brightly about them, casting its light on Solera’s face. Spira was pink in the features, but now too full of desire and delight to be bashful. “I’d like that. After all, I can serve you best if you keep me near,” Spira said to her with a mirthful giggle. “Seems there’s plenty of places you could put me…” 
 
    Solera raised a brow at her and met Spira’s gaze searchingly. “Indeed,” she concurred softly, knowing well what sort of places Spira had in mind. She suddenly dunked the fairy, and scrubbed her between her hands in the cool water, cleaning her thoroughly under her touch. Spira gasped as she surfaced again, shivering from the water’s chill. The stain remained on her hands, but Solera produced a small bottle of soap and drizzled it over Spira’s body. “We must look out best at the festival,” she insisted teasingly and began to work Spira between her hands, causing the soap to foam up into a white slew of bubbles. Her palms worked over the entirety of Spira’s little body, and her hands rubbed in little cleansing circles from the fairy’s feet to her breasts and collar, neglecting no part of her.  
 
    “I’m clean, I’m clean!” Spira playfully protested, overwhelmed by the wrestling presence of Solera’s hands and fingers, which were able so easily to work her this way and that. Solera gave her a break and held her palm flat for the fairy to sit there.  
 
    Solera chucked, admiring the bubble-covered form of the fairy, whose skin was coated in the creamy white of the soap. The sight of her was amusing and seemed to appease the elf, and she made no rush to thrust her little lover back under. “Are you quite sure? Had better be thorough,” she mused teasingly. Spira moved her hands over her breasts and rubbed her soapy softness under her hands. She cupped her weighty tits and massaged them with her palms, putting on more than a little show for the elf who held her. Spira was well endowed, although, with her tiny size, each of her breasts was a little larger than Solera’s thumb. A soft giggle erupted from Solera’s mouth. “There you go,” she said approvingly.  
 
    “You better soap up too, big elf,” Spira instructed her, working her little fingertips around her chin and collar to ensure any juice-staining was scrubbed free. Suddenly Solera’s hand closed around the sudsy fairy, getting a secure grip around her slippy form.  
 
    “Right you are. Hauling those wine crates really worked up a sweat,” Solera said. “You’ll help me, won’t you? Repay the favor.” Solera chuckled teasingly, stepping nearer to the shore until her form was withdrawn from the water. The sunlight’s warmth against her was a comfort. 
 
    “Sure, I will! Though I imagine it will take a while,” Spira said, looking at her tiny soap-covered hands. 
 
    “Perhaps tonight I will let you explore me, and use your little hands and lips along my every bit of skin. You could play at that all night. But the festival awaits us, hmm?” Solera’s lips curled into a grin, and she swiftly pushed Spira against the warmth of her belly and began to rub the fairy along her stomach and up her torso, lathering herself in the soap as she used her tiny companion like a loofah. Spira squealed as her body was worked up and down Solera’s chest, passing over the elf’s breasts and along her arms. Adding more soap as necessary to her improvised sponge, Solera made quick work of sudsing herself down and scrubbed Spira against her armpit with a sultry laugh. The fact that Spira so clearly enjoyed being used by any means for Solera’s pleasure was immensely satisfying to the elf, and she enjoyed how her dominance made the little fairy squirm and squeal in her bashful excitement. “See? You’re doing a fine job,” Solera teased.  
 
    “Don’t miss a spot!” Spira squeaked when able. Her eyes were closed to keep the soap out, but she had the hugest silly grin stretched across her features.  
 
    “Now that wouldn’t do,” Solera agreed. She pressed Spira into her belly, and let the fairy feel the rise and fall of her breath as she was momentarily smothered against the soft flesh there. Then, she pushed Spira downward, and scrubbed the fairy up between her thighs and against her groin, soaping over her pussy and hips. Solera hummed contentedly and stared out over the stream, tossing a small glance over her shoulder lest they be snuck up on. “Seems you have many uses, sprout,” Solera said, biting her lip as she gradually moved Spira down against her slit once more. She began to slowly rub the fairy’s body against her pussy, teasing herself amidst the froth of bubbly foam. The softness of her mound cushioned Spira’s body, and she let out a high-pitched pitched happy moan to be brought into such an intimate closeness with her giantess of a lover. “I think you shall have a part to play in appeasing all my needs and desires. There’s little you can’t help with,” Solera told her. She angled Spira forward, and pushed the fairy a few inches into her pussy, rubbing her around.  
 
    In truth, Solera could hardly help herself. The sweet abandon of the fairy displayed her eagerness to pleasure the elf, and she was long past bashfulness. The sensation of her tiny form sliding in between her lower folds was an immensely exciting and stimulating pleasure, and Solera wondered how far she dared go. In that moment she had to resist the urge to simply stuff Spira fast and deep into her pussy and fuck herself with her, making use of the fairy’s little body like a sex toy. She was sure Spira would enjoy it. 
 
    Before the bath became a pleasuring, Solera drew Spira away from her sex, and submerged them both into the cool spring once more. The soap was cleared away, and soon, they hurried hastily to the shore and settled down in the thick and dry yellow grass along the riverbank. The satchel she had brought along with them had a blanket to set out, and soon, they were comfortably drying beneath a golden late afternoon sun.  
 
    “I do have something more you can help me with,” Solera said after a time. She reclined on the blanket, supporting herself with her hands, while Spira was placed between her thighs.  
 
    “Oh?” Spira asked. She was still flush from their activities, and clearly excited by the towering nude presence of the elf, that seemed to loom over and encompass her tiny presence. When she stared up to meet Solera’s gaze, she peered up between the elf’s perky breasts, with a great expanse of soft belly before her. 
 
    Solera reached to her satchel and plucked two small vials of nail polish, one a rusty crimson that matched her hair, and another a metallic gold to suit her eyes and markings. Along with them, she fetched a brush. What may have been held easily between two of her fingers was large enough for Spira to wield with two hands, and Solera gave it to her, before plucking the fairy up between her toes and carrying her down the length of her leg to deposit her near her feet. “Yes, I think your tiny hands will be well suited for it,” Solera said with a mirthful chuckle. She presented her toes to Spira, resting them before the fairy on the blanket, and eased herself back into a relaxed posture to watch her work. 
 
    Spira felt her companion’s large eyes affixed upon her nude form and knew that Solera would take great pleasure in the service. If the elf was pleased by the power her size and status afforded her, Spira was equally pleased to attend to her every need. She was eager to impress the elf, whose massive and elegant presence incited great admiration in the fairy. It seemed only natural that she should give herself to whatever Solera bid. Taking up the brush, she began to apply a coat of crimson paint to each of Solera’s toes. She used great care in her task, benefitting from her tininess but unwilling to make even a moderate mistake under such scrutiny. Using both hands, she steadily passed the brush over toenail after toenail. 
 
    “This may become part of your daily routine,” Solera told her, well pleased with the quality of the work. When one foot was finished, she flexed and curled her toes, letting their bright color glint in the sunlight as they began to swiftly dry. Despite the distraction, Solera felt her excitement welling up within. That momentary pleasure of having the fairy partially inside of her had opened her awareness to the extent of possibilities, and she was already feeling eager for more. There was time enough yet before they needed to depart for the festival, and her mind was already cooking up new ways to tease the servile fairy.  
 
    “I’m going to make all the other elves jealous,” Spira told her confidently. She soon took up a new, finer brush, and dipped it into the gold paint. With a degree of precision that would have been impossible for human fingers, she began to detail an intricate pattern of gold dots and lines, making each of Solera’s toenails a true work of art. The elf gnawed on her lip, well pleased with the extent of her commitment. 
 
    “Oh yes. If the secret gets out, they’ll all want a little fairy fucktoy of their own,” Solera told her, putting some oomph behind the expletive, to coax a reaction. Spira’s face grew a shade warmer, and she turned her gaze down toward her work, huffing an aroused but bashful breath. “Or maybe I’ll keep you my little secret. I could have so much fun with you before they ever caught on,” Solera said. She let Spira consider that for a time, leaving the fairy to her work. Soon the sun had dried them both, and the bliss of relaxing in the warmth beside the stream made the simple pleasure they shared all the more blissful. Spira was clearly enjoying her work and focused intently until the last dot had been carefully placed. “Even then, I do not think they’d have such a precious thing in their fairies as I do in you,” Solera mused softly. “You who seem so eager and willing to sate my every craving.” 
 
    “You’re worthy of all I can do and more. I’m glad that my smallness is no barrier, truly. It feels silly that I ever worried about that, now,” Spira said with a soft chuckle. “I would simply loathe to be unable to satisfy you completely.” She admired her finished work, and then leaned forward, making eye contact with Solera as she planted a tiny kiss upon the knuckle of one of the elf’s toes. 
 
    “Little though you are, you are all the woman I desire,” Solera told her simply. “I have gotten on well enough on my own. But I see now that a tiny treasure like you is precisely what I needed. Something personal, risque… I will quite enjoy what we might share, unknown to all but us. So too will I spoil you in the open, so everyone might know that you are no less beloved for your small stature.” Solera grinned mischievously, staring down at Spira with an intent eye. “But I mean to have my fun,” she stated firmly. Lifting her foot, she pushed Spira down with her big toe, toppling the little fairy onto the blanket. Then, Solera hovered her immense sole over Spira’s little naked self, putting her in its shadow. 
 
    Spira breathed heavily, momentarily startled at the prospect of being stomped. Solera’s foot was larger than she was, and the perfect unblemished sole that loomed above her would smother her with ease. Trusting the elf’s gentleness, her uncertainty was soon replaced by a lustful excitement, and she breathed in the aroma of the elf’s cleanliness, and remained splayed out on her back for whatever the giantess may do. “Have all the fun you like, love!” Spira squeaked out at her eagerly. A moment later, Solera dropped her foot down gently onto the fairy and pressed her down against the blanket and the thick grass beneath, resting more weight until Spira was snugly pinned. The elf had a wide smirk and delighted in the sensation of that tiny bare form wiggling and squirming under her sole. She had been tempted to pin Spira under her foot before, and teach the fairy a lesson in subservience when she had not been so quick to obey Solera’s instructions. It was just as satisfying as she had imagined. 
 
    Even smothered, Spira was eager to please, and put her little kisses against the underside of Solera’s foot, eager for a taste of her. The firm weight of the elf’s sole pressed down steadily enough that she could barely manage to move out from under her and soon found the urgency to breathe growing strong. Solera only relaxed her pin enough to permit the fairy to wiggle up an inch or two and pop her head up between her toes.  
 
    “You’re doing well. In time, I will know the feel of that little tongue against every bit of me,” Solera said. “Give me toes a taste. I can tell you’re eager too,” she said, gently squeezing Spira’s tiny face between two toes, and squishing her cheeks with them.  
 
    The fairy happily did as she was bid, turning her face to the side to kiss and lick Solera’s toe. She moved her tongue hastily, slurping up the taste from the elf’s skin while the warm and reassuring weight of her sole remained planted on her chest. Solera pressed down gently with the pad of her foot, putting a little pressure on Spira to encourage her.  
 
    “My feet get rather dusty going about barefoot. You’re fortunate to taste them clean, now. Next time you might need give them a bath with your tongue, and then we’ll see how eager you are,” Solera teased her. Feeling Spira passionately lick and suckle against her toes with such enthusiasm and joy actually endeared the elf almost beyond words, but she spoke dominantly and meant what she said. She intended to retain her authority over the fairy, and unabashedly ask of her whatever she wanted. Nothing less than complete service would do, and indeed, she knew Spira expected as much from her. Fairies were submissive, more often than not, around elves, who were regarded in high esteem. The immense size difference made it a near certainty. 
 
    “That’s quite a task, lady,” Spira said with an unsure giggle. The sun caught the long form of Solera’s shin posed above her, displaying radiantly the weight rested on the fairy’s little body. Solera squeezed her toes around Spira, and hoisted her up, bringing her feet together near her lap.  
 
    “I’m sure you’ll manage it,” Solera assured her. She now pinned Spira between both her feet, and rubbed them slowly together, massaging the entirety of the fairy's body between either sole. “But for now, I will reward you. After all, you’ve done what I asked, and I am eager to experience the pleasure of enjoying you at your fullest,” she chortled warmly, and let her feet part, dropping Spira down before her groin. 
 
    Spira righted herself, staring up at the immense presence of Solera’s body, and then letting her eyes fall on the elf’s sex, which was adorned with a neat curly puff of rusty crimson hair. Her slit was already wet as the indulgence with her toy had built up a steady excitement in the elf, and it was clear what she desired. Between those massive soft thighs, which rose up like walls on either side of her, Spira approached, soon feeling the warmth of Solera’s pussy, and breathing in its sweet aroma. 
 
    The fairy had fantasized of a moment such as this, and yet always wondered how great a service she may be able to do. Solera’s sex was half the length of Spira’s body, and the work of the fairy's tongue or hands would be rather precise. Determined to impress with her best technique, she beamed a grin up at the towering elf, and neared her target with slow, anticipating steps. Spira stepped up against Solera’s groin, and settled her hands gently on the softness of the elf’s inner thigh, supporting herself with a grip on either side as she leaned in. Her face hovered near to the elf’s sweetness, and the bright red nub of Solera’s clitoris. Her approach made Solera tense, and the slight movement of her lower lips seemed to spur the fairy on, beaconing her toward the wet warmth of the elf’s most intimate place. For a moment, Spira had experienced the silken smooth texture of Solera’s insides, when the elf had so brashly worked her inside of there as they bathed. Now Spira imagined being totally immersed in the hot and tight confines of Solera’s pussy, embraced on all sides as the elf’s pleasure grew with her every little wiggle. She secured her lips against Solera’s clit and kissed her passionately, resting her body against the elf’s wet slit. 
 
    “Ah!” Solera exclaimed under her breath, huffing an excited noise from that strange sensation. The work of Spira’s tongue and lips was precisely focused, and the pleasure from her kiss came through in sharp and focused waves. “Yes, show me what you can do. Stay until your task is done,” Solera instructed her and slowly closed her thighs around Spira. Their heavy softness squeezed the fairy nearer to her pussy, and entrapped her there against it, where her little wiggles and adjustments added to Solera’s delight. With her hands, Spira stroked along her mistress’ inner folds, moving her palms up and down their length in long passes. 
 
    Spira’s tongue darted about, slurping up the elf’s sweetness as she sampled the wetness of her pussy, and then made love to the giantess’ clit with a messy slobber. She made out with it as though in a passionate lover’s embrace, kissing and suckling and inviting the bulbous presence of it into her mouth. The taste of Solera was divine - far better, to Spira, than the wine she produced - and Spira was lost to her task, with no thought but for how she might best offer the bliss of orgasm to her beloved elf.  
 
    “Such enthusiasm,” Solera praised her. “I could let you try your little hand at this all day. Small though you are, you’d eventually bring me to release with only the work of your tiny hands and lips,” she said. “But I think that we are both eager for more.” 
 
    Spira directed her gaze up at Solera, whose face loomed high above her, desire and intent written on her features. The elf slowly brought her hand down between her thighs, and snugly pressed Spira against her pussy, rubbing the fairy’s body up and down against herself. “Prepare yourself,” Solera told her. “Take a deep breath when you can,” she added, laughing amorously. “I’m going to have my fun.” 
 
    Securing her grip around the fairy, Solera hoisted her up and angled her head-first toward her sex. With the fingers of her free hand, she parted her lower lips, revealing that wet, vibrant red entrance before Spira’s gaze. The fairy was filled with a powerful anticipation, and eager beyond all words for what would come next. She cared not how Solera used her, so long as the elf found her pleasure, and did as she was bid by taking a deep breath before the plunge. First Solera rubbed her face against her slit, drenching her with her nectar, and a moment later, she pushed the fairy inside of herself, guiding her head in deeper with a steady pressure. Solera’s fingers wrapped snugly around Spira’s legs, and she scooted her hips forward, thrusting her another few inches inside as her position was adjusted. Solera laughed as she felt the tiny face and torso of her companion squirming against her inner walls. “You do make a good toy, you know,” Solera told her. “I don’t think I could ever get used to this most wondrous feeling.” 
 
    Spira’s vision was lost to the hot darkness of Solera’s passage, and she felt the entirety of her body being coated by the sweetness of the elf’s arousal. Solera decided that the time for restraint had passed, and began to fuck herself with Spira at an ever-increasing pace, thrusting the fairy in and out of herself over and over again. She found the proper angle to work Spira into her depths and groaned mirthfully as she fell into a powerful rhythm. The waves of pleasure that reverberated through Solera could be felt as her pussy tensed against Spira, pressing in against her body to assure the fairy of how great the elf’s enjoyment was.  
 
    Rising up to her knees, Solera leaned forward and pushed Spira up into herself from below. Holding just the fairy’s ankle, she was soon utilizing all of Spira’s body, and pushed her up until even her foot was lost between her folds before dragging her almost entirely out. Only once or twice a minute did she permit the fairy’s face to slip free of her dripping pussy, so that Spira might take a heavy and frantic breath before being once more smothered in the hot confines of the elf’s sex. The pleasure was greater than the elf could have predicted, and she could only wonder as to Spira’s experience of being rubbed against and squeezed by the hot softness of her inner walls, lost in a steamy darkness with no thought but the elf's enjoyment. “I’m keeping you forever,” Solera told her softly, although Spira may not have even heard the lustful words. The fairy’s own moaning came as a muffled and distant noise, barely audible, but felt quite clearly in the way her hums and moans reverberated through Solera’s insides. As great as this pleasure was, equally great to Solera was the knowledge that she might delight in Spira a hundred times to come, using her whenever the moment suited her. The fairy, so committed to her service, would be always at hand, ready to offer up all that she was just to sweeten Solera’s day with orgasmic bliss. The little pussy pet was all that Solera needed or required, as her many years had been filled with amenities uncounted, but none had satisfied her in such a way as the vivacious squirming of the fairy inside of her now did. 
 
    A great energy rose up in Solera, starting from her toes, until her entire body seemed filled with a powerful euphoria. The urge to release grew imminent and then assailed her, and the elf screamed out her ecstasy as she began to climax. Her pussy tensely pressed down around Spira, and she pushed the fairy into her depths, releasing her hold of her. Spira was wrapped in a firm heat that enclosed her and squeezed with Solera’s every tremor, and a new flow of delicious release doused the fairy entirely. In that snug place, Spira could hear the powerful moan of the giantess around her and was herself lost in a stupor of delight. For those long moments that the orgasm worked through the elf, the fairy within continued to squirm about this way and that, dancing her body every which way that might add to the intensity of Solera’s experience. 
 
    Finally, the bliss had moved up through her, and Solera heaved heavy gasps for air, parting her knees on the blanket until Spira began to slide down out of her. The fairy dropped from her pussy and landed on the blanket, chased by a flow of nectar that cascaded onto her in a generous portion. 
 
    “Drink up, pet. You’ve earned it,” Solera told her with a sultry chuckle, recovering gradually as her throbbing heart began to relax. She leaned forward to admire Spira and watched the fairy lay with her mouth open, soon finding it filled with the abundance of Solera’s flow. She slurped it up earlier, delighting in the elf’s taste, and met Solera’s gaze with an expression of fucked-silly bliss. “Look at you,” Solera said, amused and endeared by Spira’s disheveled state. “Even now you clearly long for more. I will bring you to the solstice feast, but not like this,” she said. 
 
    Spira hummed a note of confusion, and the elf afforded her little time to ponder. She reached down and took the soaked fairy in hand and, and brought her up under herself, pressing her tiny face between her asscheeks. Solera gave her no opportunity for protest, but applied firm pressure, and stuffed the fairy deeply up into her ass, aided by the generous lubrication of Spira’s body. “Now you can continue to serve me, for as long as I may desire. This should make the evening more interesting,” Solera said. She let out a sudden and sharp huff, feeling Spira twist and turn inside of her anus as the fairy was already moving herself for Solera’s pleasure. As the elf had expected, there was no limit to Spira’s desire to appease her, and she was in such a state of powerful arousal that the prospect of a long and drawn continuation of her efforts only enthused the fairy further. 
 
    Solera considered herself fortunate to have such a companion. Even knowing Spira’s desire, she had not expected such a whole-hearted willingness and determination from her. It was good that the fairy enjoyed even this, for the elf meant to make it a regular means of enjoying her company. Unseen to all, Spira would pleasure her ass or pussy, or reside wherever the elf chose for her, for uncountable outings to come. Soon she had slipped back into her clothes, and began to walk toward the festival grounds, feeling in every moment the delightful presence of the little fucktoy that seemed so at home stuffed far up her ass. She would take her seat of honor among the highest-ranking fae and elves of the land, and none of them would ever suspect her little secret.  
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 In the Way 
 
    A sleeping giantess is a sizable problem for the peaceful village at Lake Ganse. She may not be a man-eater but has sent the local farmers into hysterics, helping herself to a cart of melons and vegetables too. Far from the might of their liege lord, the elders put their trust in Esquire Semes Demada, who has always proven capable in the face of seemingly impossible tasks. 
 
      
 
    This giantess is unlike any Semes has known. She soon proves to be more of a disruption than a danger, and potentially even a sizable boon for Semes and her village. She is a druid of the unknown west, with power and wisdom enough to entice. 
 
      
 
    Can Semes do her duty, or will she be tempted by giantess booty? She wrestles with the urge to fall like a barbarian and worship. This Mosa has got to move, but she seems intent on having her fun first. The determined esquire won’t let thirty feet of height difference get in the way of her glory. 
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    “Ravenous! Beastly!” the farmer hollered, swooning dramatically back against his pillaged cart of veggies. Caban’s hands rose feebly, clinging to shreds of lettuce and melon shells. “She scarfed my trolley, everything bigger than a grape. All down her gaping maw!”  he exclaimed, extending his hands wide with a wild stare. 
 
    “Did she wear armor? How tall?” the chief tried to provoke some practical information out of Caban, as the other elders began to murmur. Semes pitied them all. Only little problems had washed ashore for this lakeside village; they couldn’t contend with fae and giants.  
 
    “She was tall like a hill! Overgrown by grass and shrubs, she had no hair but wicked vines that could snatch the carrot right from your hands,” Caban growled, grasping at the air before himself as though wringing a neck. 
 
    “And you say she is still in the high pass?” Chief Haidan cast a look at Semes, and she pursed her lips considerately.  
 
    “Aye! She went right back to sleep, her belly full of my crop!” he howled, stomping lettuce shreds onto the floor. “The farmer on the terrace said she’d been there two days already! She’s a hazard! She is in the way!” 
 
    “Calm yourself, Caban. We will see you are paid and that the way is made clear,” Haiden signaled toward Semes. “Esquire Semes will see if the giant still remains, and if so, bring word to Lord Fesslocke.” 
 
    Caban seemed relieved, mostly at his coming compensation, and Semes stood at attention and considered the task. “A giant can sleep for days at a time. At least this one seems to crave vegetables more than man flesh,” she remarked dryly. 
 
    “Are you up for the task?” Haidan asked. 
 
    “Yes… though I am no giant slayer. If she is there, I can do little to move her,” Semes said. “I’ll hurry over before she helps herself to someone else's salad,” she stated. “Or rolls over a carriage in her sleep…” 
 
    Haidan cleared his throat and spoke in a deeper voice. “Good, it’s settled then,” he paused and looked to Semes, leaning forward slightly. “This task is suited to you. Take care and perform it well so that I may sooner call you Dame Semes Demada. You have given our village much, but dealing with a giant would strengthen your claim.” 
 
    Caban huffed. “You put too much stock in that green-sleeved sprout!” he declared before turning to squabble with the elders about the worth of his losses. 
 
    Semes readied herself and did not linger there long. Her ambition invoked a potent energy and she could abide no end but victory. There was just one big woman loafing in the way of her knighthood, and she would not be made to feel too small for the task. 
 
    She departed from the lake and followed the trail to the north, which steadily inclined toward greater hills. From not far away, lake Ganse looked like a blue dot against a rolling plane of green. Lush grasses swayed with a warm breeze, and the verdant landscape calmed Seme’s nerves. After two hours she reached the base of the steeper hills, and there the path was narrow and strenuous, winding back and forth up the hill with room enough for a single horse. 
 
    The high pass crowned a hilltop overlooking the woodland to the north and south, and a gray face of bare rock rose at its height. Semes soon caught sight of the tip that marked her destination and then saw a sign hammered into the trail. “Giant ahead! Turn back!” the sign read. Farther up the trail she saw an abandoned cart with something sparkly fluttering about it. She strode forward at once to investigate. 
 
    She recognized the cart as from the farm down the hill and saw its modest contents abandoned. But there, seemingly pillaging what was left, were at least four teensy fairies, each little more than a mote of light, and squabbling among themselves. Semes felt a little awe, drawn closer but moving slowly to try to see them up close. In a sudden instant, the fairies collectively squealed in alarm and darted off in different directions. Semes felt as though there may be dozens of tiny eyes affixed upon her. Such lesser fae would not gather without a greater force to draw them. Semes took up a watermelon from the cart and spoke up in case the creatures had reason. 
 
    “Little green faelets, come out, come out. I won’t swipe at you, I won’t try to bottle you up,” she said gently. Turning the melon in her hand, she smiled slightly. “I’ll help you crack open this prize. A sweet feast inside, for such as you,” she said with warmth. 
 
    The effort finally coaxed one little light back into view, and the glowing presence shot through the air once around Semes, and then flew directly to the melon, perching there. Semes held still and beheld the little figure, who looked like a woman made of crystal and light and was hardly three inches tall.  “It is for Mosa,” the little fairy stated. 
 
    Semes raised her brow, her gaze affixed on the tiny lady. “Mosa?” she inquired.  
 
    The little fairy turned around and pointed up the way, gesturing toward the height of the pass. “She sleeps, but when she wakes, she will be hungry.” 
 
    Semes followed her gesture with her eyes and then began to walk that way, and the fairy was disturbed from her perch but seemed to trail the esquire from the air. She had only begun to walk up the last slope when she saw something ahead that gave her a momentary shock. It was the body of the giantess, reclined there at the top of the hill. Still so far off, she could be plainly beheld, even seen shifting in her sleep. Semes carried on toward her after a short pause.  
 
    Reaching the top, she observed the scenario and was conscious of its humor, though she could not help but exhale an irritated sigh. Laid on the soft incline of grass against the highest rock face, the giantess was splayed out down the slope, with her legs and feet put directly over the dirt path where travelers would drive their carts. She laid her head on a great bushy growth of moss and it was as though nature had overgrown her. Living vines and mossy strands adorned her verdant silky garb. Her drool was accumulating in a sparkling pool where some birds were bathing. 
 
    “I need Mosa to wake up,” Semes said, gritting her teeth as she announced her intention to her surroundings. Perhaps to compensate for her feeling of tininess, she strengthened her resolve and came at the task firmly. She strode forward until she stood just before the reclining giantess, who seemed perhaps forty feet in length. Her mass was gargantuan, though, and she no doubt weighed more than a hundred persons. Her hands and feet seemed large enough to grasp or crush a knight respectively, and her tits… 
 
    Semes was given a bit of pause at the consideration of her tits. They slumped in her leisure quite pleasantly, supported by the hill, but were marred with a few tiny red spots which might have been wounds. It was hard not to stare; Even as she tried to keep a hold of her poise in readiness for hostility, she could not help but be struck by the utter majesty of the giant woman. She seemed to have come from the unknown west. Not only a giant, she was a fae too and perhaps unique. 
 
    “Why must you disturb her?” a fairy inquired near Semes’ ear, and she resisted the urge to impulsively swat. 
 
    “She took food from our farmers. Giants make us nervous, too. Is she a friendly giant?” Semes asked. The fairies didn’t rush to her with an answer, though she had the sense she was heard and that they might be chatting among themselves. She cleared her voice and spoke out as loud as she could without utterly screaming. 
 
    “HOH, THERE! Woman, wake up!” she called out. Silence again took the hilltop, and the sleeping giantess did not so much as stir. Semes looked to the hill and saw she could climb up to where Mosa was resting her enormous head. She walked there and had to step over the long matcha-green strands of Mosa’s hair, which lay like silky ropes over the hillside. Once she had come right up beside her head she pushed some of her hair away from her large, pointed ear, and cleared her throat to yell again. 
 
    In an instant, the giant woman’s arm came up and casually bumped Semes, sending her tumbling down the hill. She squealed with fury as she rolled, dropping the melon and getting prodded by her scabbard. She came up with her sword, only to see Mosa was still entirely asleep, having adjusted her posture to lay more so on her side. Semes took some heavy breaths, and a few motes of light encroached on her, circling. 
 
    “You will not harm our goddess. Foolish to try!” a little voice reprimanded her. Semes scowled and put her sword back into her scabbard, steadying her frustrated breaths. 
 
    “I don’t wish to. Sorry… I thought she did that on purpose,” Semes said, sighing. Mosa had rolled some and faced her now, but her eyes were blissfully closed. Semes felt some concern of being crushed, and again went slightly onto the hill and took a firm hold on a thick lock of Mosa’s hair. She wrapped it tight around her hands as though preparing for tug-of-war and then gave it a firm jerk. 
 
    “Mm.” A deep note came from Mosa’s throat, softly uttered but made forceful by her mass. It startled Semes, and she tightened her grip and pulled again. “Nuh,” the response seemed booming, and then, suddenly, Mosa pulled her head back and turned away, and Semes was yanked headlong onto her torso. Losing her grip, she was thrown down against the mountainous curve of Mosa’s breasts and then rolled from there onto the ground before her, her head cracking the watermelon.  
 
    “AAAAA!” Semes yelled with rage and rose with the fruit and no further intention of being gentle. She chucked the melon at Mosa, but it lodged directly between her boobs and just sat there. Semes marched a few feet to the right and heaved a hefty kick into Mosa’s belly, which did not seem to so much as tickle her. Finally, she drew her sword and prepared to give her a serious poke. 
 
    “Hmm…” Mosa softly hummed and shifted in her sleep, her heavy breast slumping forward slightly. The watermelon burst into a red mist, utterly destroyed, and its fragments and juices slid down into the valley between Mosa’s breasts. Her face splattered, Semes decided stabbing the rather large woman wasn’t the best solution either and backed off trepidatiously. 
 
    But Mosa seemed to be waking now in earnest. She let out another loud noise like a moan as the cool sensation of the fruit seemed to bring her out of that deep sleep. Semes gasped, stepped back a little, and looked toward the sound, seeing her enormous lips part. 
 
    “Aaaah!… hh…” Her yawn was loud enough to echo down into the valley, and her arms came up over her head, lifting with dangling vines and silk splayed over the hill beside her.  
 
    Still, she did not open her eyes, but Semes felt she must be awake. “MOSA!” she yelled out. “MOOOOSAAAAAA!” 
 
    One sleepy eye peeked out from its lid and affixed upon Semes blankly. She felt held in place as it focused upon her, and then the other opened too, and Mosa smiled slightly. Semes was a little dumbstruck and all at once uncertain of what to say as the giantess apprehended her for the first, and she watched as Mosa brought a finger down into her cleavage and touched at the watermelon mush. “Did you bring this for me?” she asked, her voice still voluminous but controlled and surprisingly gentle. 
 
    Semes stepped back slightly and craned her neck to look at Mosa's face. The giant woman sat up slowly and seemed to study Semes with a pleasant and tired curiosity. “Uhm, I am Esquire Semes, Ranger of Lord Thesslock. I have come here to ask you to move,” she stated, her words little tactful,  
 
    “Move?” she asked, glancing slowly around the hilltop. “I am quite comfortable.” 
 
    Semes pointed sharply at Mosa’s feet and where she covered the trail. “This is the way we take to get north. From where have you come?” she asked. “We rarely see giants and not ever of your kind.” 
 
    Mosa continued to hold a soft smile, and she seemed to find Semes' presence amusing or pleasant for some reason and had little haste in responding to her request. “You need not fear me. Oh, I didn’t mean to cause such a stir. I encountered men of your Lord and they turned me into a pin-cushion,” she said. Mosa suddenly shifted forward and gestured at her tits, where the little red wounds were. “That was what drove me this way. Are you also living to the south? Those were untamed lands, not long ago,” she mused, wiping the melon bits out from her cleavage. 
 
    Semes felt some apprehension to realize that her kinsmen had shot the giantess full of bolts already, although she seemed little harmed. Mosa displayed no hint of anger about it, which made Semes a little suspicious too. She determined not to mention her lakeside village at all. “Few live there. Some farmers. But you knew that already,” she said, folding her hands. “My regrets that you were attacked. You do not seem a monster, but our lands are not suitable for such stomping feet,” she declared. 
 
    “Stomping feet…” Mosa repeated, looking slightly hurt. She then glanced down at the trail and slowly pulled her toes off of it, doing the bare minimum to clear herself from the path before turning an innocent look to Semes. 
 
    “It’s not that really. Did you take all those fruits and veggies?” she asked. 
 
    Mosa turned her head slightly and sighed. “Oh, yes. I remember now that I did. I woke up with a terrible craving… and it was such a bounty to be wheeled up before me. I require much, for my health and growth…” 
 
    “It was not yours to take,” Semes said, but her tone grew gentler. “You may think yourself above the laws of this land, but with some consideration and respect for our ways, you could share in its bounty.” 
 
    Mosa smiled at her intently. “How I should like to live among you humans. Ancient is this land and rich in life, but it is not where I will finally dwell. I go south to territories you can not yet call your own, for we fae have given terra over to mankind,” she said. Semes’ eyes widened slightly and she considered Mosa closely. “I would not abuse you smallfolk. I apologize for helping myself to your food,” Mosa said. 
 
    “Ah well… it is of little consequence, so long as none are harmed. You go south?” she asked. The giantess coming right past the village at Ganse might send them into alarm. 
 
    “Yes. Is that where you’ve made your home? You may tell your lords I will not trouble about here much longer,” she said, and then reclined back onto the hill with a soft sigh, seeming intent to get a bit more rest. She looked at Semes however and smiled at her again. Her look was so tender and affectionate that Semes felt it hard to berate her further.  
 
    “Who are you, exactly? The fairies call you Mosa.” 
 
    “I figured you had been chatting with them. My glitter, my little specks. That is my name. I am a daughter of the earth and a druid of the ancient world,” she explained.  
 
    This wasn’t the kind of giant Semes had been expecting. She saw there was no peril in her task. Everything would soon be well for the tiny village and its simple folk, although she felt she should attain some sort of assurance to carry back with her. 
 
    “Mosa… you are quite fascinating. I mean, I will say, you invoke the fear of Gaia in me,” Semes said with a hearty laugh, putting her hands on her hip. “Oh, you seem pleasant enough now, but can I trust you when your stomach’s rumbling? From what our veggie farmer described, I thought I’d find a fierce earthen golem here, climbed with roots and mud and held aloft by wicked vines,” she said. 
 
    “Hahaha!” Mosa burst out in a hearty laugh, her pale ears flicking as her face lit with delight. “You have a funny little tongue, esquire. And I can see you are rightly fixed, like a well-fletched arrow,” Mosa said, putting a finger to her pale chin as she continued to study the little woman. “I am sure you are looking for a chance to prove yourself,” she stated, her eyes laxly focused on Semes. 
 
    “Even if just to myself,” Semes agreed amiably with a smirk. “We little humans can do what we set ourselves to,” she said assuredly. 
 
    Mosa sang out an amused note. “Ahh~ of course you can. I like your style, steady Semes, it's clear little can stand in your way. How about then, I give you a quest?” she asked, her lips pursing in a small grin. 
 
    The word invoked some interest. Semes’ quest had been to get the giantess to move, but that hardly seemed a proper quest to secure her glory and knighthood, now. “I’m not opposed. Seeing as you look like you might have a sizable reward,” Semes said. 
 
    Mosa chuckled at her warmly. “I’ll make it worth your effort. First, clean this up,” Mosa said, her pale, slender finger pointing down into the dip of her cleavage, and at the splatter of pink juice drying against her breasts. 
 
    Semes froze up and blushed, her eyes flicking between Mosa’s tits and the sleepy, smug gaze of the giantess. “Is that your task for me?” she asked with a little huff. 
 
    “It’s a start,” Mosa told her and slowly reclined back against the hill again. She straightened her back and let her enormous breasts part, slumping away to bare the little watermelon stain. The giantess did not bare her teats but the display of her skin filled Semes' vision, and she could only look up at her ponderously, wondering just what Mosa expected. The lazy giantess, however, afforded no further instruction and laid back so laxly that Semes feared she would go back to sleep. 
 
    “Well, I’ll give it my best effort. I mean, that’s a sort of fun quest. You got a real pair there, uh - quite a bit to clean,” Semes said and laughed playfully. Mosa’s lip curled with a small grin and she suddenly surged forward, her hand reaching out to grasp Semes about the body and hoist her up. 
 
    Feeling a moment’s alarm, Semes quickly relaxed to the gentle embrace of Mosa’s fingers, sensing that despite her strength and size she could be mindful. She was lifted up and deposited between Mosa’s breasts and squawked a little note under her breath as she came up on her knees there, feeling enclosed on either side by a mountainous swell of tit. “Yes, I do. But I think you’ll find a way,” Mosa told her. 
 
    It was hard for the typically brazen esquire to keep up her poise as she had never been exposed to such abundant and excessive wonders. She was conscious of Mosa’s half-lidded gaze calmly attached to her, and felt herself rising and falling with the breath of the giantess. 
 
    An odd place to be, Semes thought to herself. Internally she had a strange elation. Catching glimpses of fairy motes dancing in the breeze, she could not help but feel enchanted. A fresh living aroma of garden greens seemed to waft up from the softness she perched upon. But there was something more to Mosa’s presence than what Semes could sense: The giantess shone brilliantly in the plane of spirit. Her vital pure energy was seeping through Semes and all around, bestowing them with blessing unseen. The little fire in the esquire’s heart was kindled to burn brighter, and she felt herself welling with confidence as she set about this new task. As with all things, she’d do it foolhardy, she’d throw all of herself into it, and see it through. 
 
    Semes cast off her green tunic, and let the fabric flap in the wind. Her slender form was only clothed in a bit of white-washed wool, her slightly toned belly cooled by the air.  Like a maidservant she went to her knees and used her tunic for scrubbing, pushing in with her hands to wipe up the mess she’d made. Despite such mass, Mosa's body had an exquisite softness, and Semes was keenly conscious of how it felt under her hands. 
 
    A fairy came up, and then a second. As Semes uncorked her canteen, the little fae began to slurp and lick at Mosa’s breasts, drinking the watermelon juice and apparently helping clean her. Semes laughed and used her water up trying to get the last bit of the sticky fruit juice off, and handed off a little chunk of melon flesh to a fairy. In all, it was really no effort, and she was feeling a little happy. “So, there?” Semes asked, looking up at Mosa for approval. 
 
    Mosa sat upright, and Semes yelped as she was suddenly cast down into her lap, landing there between her thighs as Mosa looked down at herself appraisingly. “Yes, that will do,” she said and turned her eyes down at Semes. In a moment, her hand came to gently straighten the squire out between her thighs and then stroke ticklishly over her belly. Semes couldn’t help but let out a tiny squeal as that huge soft finger slid the length of her modest toned form. Mosa seemed to handle her like a doll, and without her noble tunic, she felt exposed indeed. Still, she couldn’t help but grin and allow for some exploration as Mosa seemed to look at her like a precious thing. 
 
    “You should be my little squire,” Mosa told her, her finger rising to gently nudge against Semes’ head.  
 
    “Well… serving you does seem a little fun,” Semes said with a soft smile. 
 
    “I’m glad you enjoy it. For the next part of your quest, clean my feet,” Mosa told her, and after a short moment, she picked Semes up again and lazily deposited her onto the hill. 
 
    “Feet?” Semes asked, getting her footing and then striding down the slope to walk the length of Mosa’s body toward them. “Is there something the matter with your feet?” she asked. For some reason, she felt herself blushing intensely. Why should this give her pause when rubbing at Mosa’s breasts hardly did? Yet she felt suddenly apprehensive. “How many parts shall this quest have?” 
 
    Mosa chuckled at her warmly. “That’s the pleasure of a quest. You never quite know where it will take you,” she teased. Semes huffed and skipped down the rest of the slope to the trail. Mose had straightened her feet out and their toes loomed over Semes’ head. 
 
    “The barbarians of the west might fall and dote on you. I imagine you are accustomed to that,” Semes said, standing and staring at the two massive feet before her. They were clean but for a few little specks of gravel and twigs. “Though loyal and true, I have never been cast as a worshiper,” she remarked. She put her hand against Mosa’s foot and began to brush it clean, feeling the soft and curiously textured skin shifting under her palm. Mosa’s toes curled and she seemed amused by her small companion. 
 
    “I will not reduce you to such. Nor need you prop me higher than I already lay,” Mosa told her. “Still I will be to you a benefactor, and you shall bear my accolade,” she said. She straightened out her foot over Semes as though to squash her, her sole sliding against the top of Semes’ head. “If it is not too great a burden,” she said with amusement. 
 
    Mosa made her apprehensive even though she did not fear being crushed in earnest. All the same, the giantess was toying with her, and already Semes felt compelled toward some end. Hints of greater work had been laden in their play, but she could not yet look ahead and felt rather consumed by the moment. She was given pause at the consideration of what to do then, and Mosa lifted her feet to either side of Semes, shielding her with them. She enclosed the little esquire but did not press on her, and Semes looked up to see Mosa’s legs parted and bent, and a contented smile upon her face. 
 
    “You are no great burden but a great beauty,” Semes told her. “Life laid a blessing in my way so abundant that I mistook you. I thought you a hazard or a hassle, but you are a purveyor of paradise.” 
 
    Mosa’s eyes slowly widened and she leaned forward some. The smile on her lips relaxed and she showed a playful glee. “So now you apprehend me, just as I see you.” She laughed and drew Mosa in, her toes against her back.  She set her hands lower on the hill and her messy locks cascaded forth. The silky strands of cloth and moss and growing thing all seemed as one, her living clothes flush with her life, though each shone its different hue. “Your third task shall also be the commencement of your reward,” she stated. “With more to follow, until we reach the limit to what blessings you can bear,” she said. 
 
    Semes continued to stare up at her and her eyes widened. She didn’t understand, and could not put to words, what strange familiar sweetness assailed her within. She felt adoration and closeness and her heart seemed to burn, but there was no ache or uncertainty, and she could not claim to be clear in her thoughts. She was uprooted and surrounded and the trees below even seemed to be swaying in celebration for the moment coming on high. 
 
    “Mosa… I have never known that this world afforded such fae as you, or that I could be shook awake by wonders so near to home. I feel as though here is where I was meant to be, but it was not complete without you.” 
 
    “You are worthy of your moment. You stand proud beneath the sky.” Mosa reached lazily to her torso and then touched an emerald stone. The vines that bore her top seemed to snap and recoil away, and in a short moment, her enormous breasts fell uncovered before Semes’ eyes. “Do not question how such a reward can be, your joy at its highest has always been meant to be.” 
 
    “My joy?” Semes asked, dumbstruck. Who was she, to be worthy, truly? In her heart, she aspired to it, and her drive told her she was meant for great things, but what could this towering beauty perceive in her? “Dare I reach beyond my merit?” Her eyes dropped to dumbly behold those enormous tits. Their softness filled her view, and each was crowned with a wide, puffy areola and bulbous melon-sized teat. She felt beckoned forward. 
 
    “Esquire, you’re so funny,” Mosa told her softly. “Trying to find the way to make it clear, to put it in words, so that it might seem real. This moment is the answer: you need not strive any way from here,” she said with a little laugh. 
 
    Semes smiled at her but her little fiery will welled in opposition, and she stood straight and stared at Mosa with a flourish. “Almost so but not quite right!” she stated, making Mosa lift a curious brow. “Bring me higher still, and I will find my place secure between your tender lips.” 
 
    Mosa reached and grabbed her, and she raised the esquire to the level of her eyes. They stared at each other and neither flinched. Mosa’s eyes were crystalline and deep, and as they studied Semes so near and tenderly, the squire could feel a pleasurable heat moving against her skin. 
 
    Kissing was familiar. It didn’t matter that Semes’ face was nearly swallowed up between the billowing pillows of Mosa’s mouth. In the instant they drew together, they were met with a rush of love that a true kiss will always ignite. Semes felt a shudder move through her body and she relaxed in Mosa’s hands, and her lips gently parted to taste the honey-sweet gloss of Mosa’s plush lip. Her hair was tousled and a hot breath washed over her face, and Mosa’s nose nudged the top of Semes’ head. 
 
    Semes hadn’t known a desire like this. She’d pushed herself after one goal and then another, but never felt help rightly in place, and not rushed from her joy into a new frey. A moment lingered between them and she felt herself craving and lusting, the new feelings swelling to life in her core. She trembled, and her eyes lolled back to stare upward, and where just a flutter of Mosa’s eyelashes could be seen. “Now let me kiss your breasts, Mosa,” she told her softly. 
 
    Mosa obliged her and slumped forward slowly, her heavy tits hanging and swinging forward like wrecking balls. She took the squire into her hand and cradled her there, smiling down at her tenderly. A warm smirk crawled higher on her lips and she guided her in, laxly drawing her palm to the underside of one of her preposterous breasts, and there pressing the squire up into herself. On the bed of her palm, Semes felt the immense weight of too-much-tit smothering her, and her body was met with a heat that sank deep and bestowed vigor. She felt the thud of Mosa’s heartbeat making the softness around her tremble. 
 
    “So much, Mosa!” she squawked, half-smothered. It took all her might to push Mosa’s breast up enough that she might speak or draw breath. Slowly the giantess slid her up from there, and Semes watched with wide eyes as a massive, soft pink swell surrounding Mosa’s teat seemed to come over the horizon of her breast and slide before Semes’ face. The giantess guided her along all too easily, but to Semes it was a rollercoaster of sensations, and she could only giggle heatedly as she found her lips settling gently against a single bump of Mosa’s areola. 
 
    Somewhere fairies laughed, the sight of Semes slurping and licking away at a great pink circle undoubtedly amusing to them. The esquire could not be distracted by spectators; as Mosa had said, they seemed a part of her. Her eyes slowly closed and she stopped the wild motions of her tongue, and listened to Mosa breath, kissing her tenderly on the tip of her teat. 
 
    “Take…” Mosa softly offered the word, and then after a moment's breath continued. “Indulge… unhurriedly. Your joy is my wonder, my ah…” She exhaled, and with great softness in her tone, finished, “My peace.” 
 
    Mosa kissed her and hummed a song so warm and joyous. The heat between her face and Mosa’s teat seemed to twist the air. She opened wide and took what of Mosa she could between her lips, and lovingly stroked her with her tongue. She kissed her there as she would her lips but then began to loll her tongue on the rounded ball of her nipple, feeling it balloon against her attention. 
 
    “Don’t worry~” Semes said playfully. “I’m gonna get to every bit,” she said and smirked as she dragged her tongue on a long circular path around Mosa’s peak. 
 
    “Oh, so you’ve got it all in hand,” Mosa said with a hearty giggle, her breast shaking against Mosa. “You wield your little mouth well, but I will be tempted to help you along,” Mosa said, smiling at her intently. The tiny tongue against her delighted her, but the sense of it seemed ticklish. Slowly she brought Semes up before herself again and admired the little gasping squire. She plucked away her underclothes and tossed it all aside like pieces of candy wrap. Semes suddenly felt very exposed, and she blushed as the large emerald eyes of the giantess peered so intently at her. Semes was pretty but she felt then much like a toy or doll in comparison to Mosa. 
 
    “Yea well, I’ll give you my all!” Semes declared, giddy. She swang her body back and forth as Mosa held her by her arms, and danced for her in the air. 
 
    Mosa hummed a deep and satisfied note in her chest. “Accepted,” she stated, and then, slumped back against the hill again, her body pounding the hill and sending a gust of air across the grassy field. Semes felt herself being lowered down Mosa’s body though she was held carefully as the giantess got comfortable. Taken beyond her lap, Semes was deposited into the dip of the high part of her thighs. She supported Semes so that the esquire wouldn’t roll away, and laid such that she was posed above her still, her body rising like the hill. 
 
    Semes looked over her, from her face and down the soft curve of her belly. The silks and woven vine that draped over her hips were shifting, and down the middle, her clothes parted down to the groin. Semes watched as Mosa slowly bared herself, the living and enchanted material of her panties folding slowly away, dragged by many tiny vines. First Semes was shown lush pale green hair, braided so ornately that it must have been done by tiny hands, and then Mosa’s fat, luscious pussy, which seemed to drool sparkling nectar. A warm breeze pushed against Semes and she felt her lungs filled with Mosa’s warmth. Her body tensed, and she could not control herself a moment longer. 
 
    Semes leaped at Mosa’s pussy, colliding with it with a tackling embrace. She began to lick and kiss with fervor, her body twisting this way and that. She heard Mosa’s surprise turn to moans of delight and bore no moment’s hesitation. The taste! Semes felt maddened and immediately reached the end of what her little body could do, as she just rubbed and cuddled herself against that long drenched slit and filled her mouth with the sparkling nectar. What a rush! 
 
    “There you go~” Mosa said like a purr, laughing and then huffing an excited breath. She reclined her head back and stared at the sky. Pleasure did not usually rise in her this swiftly, but Semes’ passion could not be overcome. “Give me a good smooch,” Mosa instructed, her fingers coming down to pull at her folds, and somewhat draw back the hood of her clit. Semes had to push up from Mosa’s thigh to stuff her face against that tender nub and nuzzle it. She rubbed her face against the velvety inner folds of Mosa’s sex and the heated pink skin above her clitoris. The giantess bucking beneath her felt like the wobbling of the world.  
 
    “I’m goin’ in,” Semes declared. She was so caught up in her lustful play that she came across as goofy. It was hard to be regal and poised before Mosa. Semes’ body was slick with sweat and sparkled with Mosa’s cum, and she felt enchanted. She was made to dance as she gave pleasure, her arms and legs spasming to no music but Mosa’s sighs of delight. 
 
    “Yes, you are,” Mosa told her with a heated giggle. “Fill your tiny lungs, why don’t you?” Mosa asked. Semes was gently pressed into the mound above Mosa’s pussy and felt as though she lay on a bed of grass. She inhaled deeply and closed her eyes, and felt Mosa pull her back and then push her into the most wonderful enclosure of warmth. Semes shuddered as she was gently embraced on all sides by the wet cushioning softness of Mosa’s pussy. Her body slid deeper, and she could hardly see a thing, but she could feel Mosa’s pleasure as though it reverberated around her, and her heart and breath both rose in pace. 
 
    She danced, slowly moving her body about. She knew not just where she was. She pressed this way and then that, and she moaned with Mosa. She called out loud with her voice with delight, hoping the giantess could hear her. She wiggled and strove to move even deeper, and felt Mosa’s fingers feebly playing at her toes. Everything shifted around her in a sudden jerk as Mosa seemed to shift her weight forward, and then Semes could feel the canal vibrating as the giantess worked her fingers against herself at an intense pace. 
 
    Suddenly everything tensed around Semes, squeezing her so firmly she had to gasp. The flesh around her tensed and relaxed, and then thunderously tightened again, and a sudden rush of sparkling fluid illuminated the crimson interior of Mosa’s pussy and washed over Semes, completely bathing her. 
 
    An energy met her from Mosa’s cum, and she felt her thoughts estranged. Images of fae and fairies flew through her mind, and the pleasure was orgasmic. For a moment it all made sense, though she would never be able to put to words, what glimpse of unity and love was revealed. It had only seemed a side effect of Mosa’s release, and Semes was swooning in joy. The rising pleasure soon brought a powerful and enduring orgasm upon her, making her writhe and spin and buck against the pleasure that met every inch of her skin. 
 
    She got lost in that delight, and when she next had a hold of herself, she felt the sun upon her skin as she was being slowly dragged out from Mosa’s pussy. The giantess was slowing her breathing, and she held a satisfied gaze upon Semes’ little drenched form. The tiny woman had proved quite capable, and Mosa knew she would be able to handle more yet. 
 
    “Rest in splendor, my little love. Your work is done, and all will flourish through you,” she told Semes gently, cradling her against her breast. Slowly, the living material of her dress enclosed over Semes, tucking her into the Mosa’s bra such that she could hardly be seen. With the esquire tucked away, Mosa finally stood up, and stretched her arms high over the hilltop, squealing out her contented bliss. 
 
    “You may ride my shoulder, and come down the hill like a conqueror. Now that my energy is replenished, I will bestow a boon of life on the lands of your farmers, each along the way,” Mosa said. 
 
    Semes mumbled some tired nonsense against Mosa’s tit, and the giantess began to slowly walk down the hill, her heavy breasts swaying as though to rock Semes to sleep. 
 
    “They will remember me for the richness of their food for many years. And may all that live here know shortened sickness and fuller life,” Mosa blessed. “You will tell the tale so that these people might know fae and giants better. And then…” Mosa gently pressed her hand against Semes through the living cloth. “I will take you south, and show you the wonders of the untamed land. You will be my dame, and together, we will make a way for others to follow.” 
 
    Semes felt no protest at the thought. Already Mosa had claimed her loyalty and devotion, and she could perceive no greater work than what she might do by her side. She laughed as she imagined how she would explain this to the village, and the way they’d tell the tale when she was gone. 
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    In most places, a fairy and a human would seem a curious couple. Yira stands a mere three feet tall, easily dominated by the presence of her beloved, the enchantress Tiae. The two fit right in at the festival of Lilium, under the Strawberry Moon, where fae and humans alike gather for feasting, music, ceremony, and dance. Their plans for a quiet romantic evening are disrupted when they meet Holly, a thick and vivacious elf who has her own ideas for how to put Yira to use. Can Yira survive being smothered by two much taller women? 
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    A hint of mystery was in the cool breeze; the aroma of incense and perfume alike greeted those who wandered in the wood, calling them to a festival where two worlds were joined, hands clasped. A myriad of revelers had come, from the initiated householder to the fair people of the wild, to be united for a night of song and dance. The clearing where they gathered was unfurnished and illuminated by little more than moonlight, and yet the spirit of celebration charged the air with excitement enough to send a heart aflutter.  
 
    This was the Lilium faire, held under the Strawberry Moon when ethereal light pieced the sparse canopy of old oak trees. Fira was from this world but the faire was new to her; as was the prospect of spending an evening around such a variety of strangers. Her date, a copper-haired enchantress called Tiae, showed little of her hesitance. 
 
    “Good that this whole place has not been churned to mud,” Tiae said, hoisting her dark silks to keep them clear from the soil. “I suppose it’d be worse for you, though,” she said, turning her gaze down at Fira. “You’d be near up to your knees in as little as a puddle.” Her teasing voice prompted Fira to rush over to her. 
 
    “A bit of water and mud doesn’t bother a fae! You’re the one with a skirt that drags like a bridal gown!” she jested, taking up the deep blue silk in her hands. Though the breeze chilled them both, Fira could feel the warmth there, perhaps from the enchantments Tiae was so fond of weaving.  
 
    Their conversation halted as they arrived at the core of the bustle, with many fae and humans gathered around for the banquet and dancing. Trodden bark had been laid out in a clearing and provided a soft enough floor, though so many had arrived that there was little space to navigate. 
 
    “I’m walking here!” Fira yelped as a centauress eased up near Tiae, hardly seeing the fairy. Though she had grown to the limit of her magic, she towered a mere three feet tall, and slipped swiftly under the clumsy centauress, gently brushing the soft fur of her belly with her head. 
 
    “Sorry, tiny!” the centauress said with great amusement. “I’ll try not to trample you on the dance floor,” she promised. 
 
    Tiae softly chuckled, pulling Fira back against her side once more. These social situations were so much easier for her, for the humans knew this sort of party as well as any fae, and Tiae much better than her tiny lover.  
 
    “It seems the fun is already well underway… or at least the drinking,” Tiae remarked, stroking her fingers through Fira’s dark violet hair. The fairy’s face already looked flush from the mood and chill, though in a huff she cast her gaze over at the refreshments.  
 
    “You’re right. Let’s start,” she squeaked with some urgency, causing Tiae to bark a laugh.  
 
    “Yes, but then dancing. Don’t worry, I’ll keep you close,” Tiae promised her.  
 
    It was quite clear the festivities were well underway when they came near to the feasting. Two fairies in their diminished forms soaked together in a cup of warm brew, nude and obscured from other eyes by a bit of foam. Across from them, a dryad was using her magic to make the fruits mutate into strange and funny-tasting shapes, and was presently engorging a blackberry to the point where its drupelets could be plucked and eaten like plums. It was not always the fae way to party in this style, letting loose how humans did in their cities, and no doubt many more had come who now lingered a bit further away from the bustle, grouped for song and dance, or quietly practicing ceremony.  
 
    “I have never seen so many astounding fae dashingly dressed and beautiful,” Tiae announced, coaxing wide grins from the other guests. There among them were also two satyrs, a few elves, and some other women who may have been humans or nymphs in that form.  
 
    “Careful with your compliments!” One of the elves said with a playfully warning tone. “It would be all too easy to assail you with them,” she said, smirking as she beheld Tiae openly. “Such silks as that are not common among my kind nor yours. You must be… a successful householder?” Many of the fae did not participate in the human project, which they saw as a way of cities and hoarding of wealth. To live in that world was to be a householder, and most householders lived without any awareness of fae. 
 
    “Yes, and a practitioner of the Arts. I’m Tiae,” she offered, reaching across the crude wood table to pour herself some wine.  
 
    “You’re mad rich then!” The satyr barked. She had a speckled face of white freckles against her soft amber skin, and her fur, beginning at the hip, was a warm bronze color not too far different from Tiae’s hair. “Bet you have a big house for dancing in.” 
 
    Tiae laughed at her warmly, sipping from her wine and helping Fira to reach the food, so she’d need not tread on the table.  
 
    Fira was enjoying the sight of the other guests, and relaxing some to the crowd. The two bathing fairies giggled and waved to her, and for a moment, she thought of shrinking down and joining them in the warm drink. 
 
    “It’s a fine house. Perhaps sometime I’ll invite you,” she said, directed generally.  
 
    “Are you two an item?” One of the fairies called out, almost unheard beneath a louder conversation. Tira grinned with a wide blush, though she was startled by the bold queries. It seemed their company had loosened up some already.  
 
    “We are,” Tiae said, turning her cool grey gaze down to Fira. In one motion, she hoisted her up onto her lap and wrapped her arms around her to hold her near to the warmth of her chest. “Fira has done much to introduce me to the world of the fae. As a householder, I began my practice before even knowing any. What a delight to finally be able to walk in this world,” Tiae said. 
 
    “How does that work?” The satyr lady asked. 
 
    “You mean, coming here to the world of fae?” 
 
    She shook her head violently and pointed down at Fira. “No! Being an item. Or with one of them!” she redirected her pointing finger at the two fairies, who were now wrapped up and kissing. The chest of one rose above the surface of the warm brew, revealing her pale tits. They looked enormous on her body, which couldn’t have stood taller than five inches, though actually, they were perhaps the size of grapes. 
 
    “We know how it works,” the other fairy said with a suggestive giggle, gently fondling her love.  
 
    “You’re asking me how we make love?” Tiae asked. She was not put off by the intrusive line of questioning, and although she could see the crimson on Fira’s cheeks, she seemed to find the situation entertaining. “I am certain you could use your imagination. Perhaps one of these will tell you,” Tiae said, gently scratching the head of one of the fairies in the nearby cup.  
 
    At once the satyr reached out and took the cup up into her hands,  bringing it near to her face and beaming a wide and mischievous grin down at the two naked fairies. “Let’s hear it then. Tell me before I drink your bath and leave you shivering!” she teased playfully, taking a sip from the cup. 
 
    While that played out, Tiae turned her gaze back out toward the dancing, seeing another couple of musicians join the ones that were there. The fae loved music but not many of them fell into crowds to move their body in beat. She now noticed others sitting and resting nearby. “Shall we go out and have some fun? Judging by the skill of the others, I’d say don’t worry about your dancing,” Tiae told Fira. Their section of the feasting banquet was swiftly descending into chaos as the satyr had taken a fairy into her mouth and seemed to be eating her out with the lapping of her tongue, much to the delight of her fellow tiny fairy, waiting her turn. 
 
    “Best to, before everyone pairs off and goes into the woods,” Fira said with a snide snicker.  
 
    Tiae naturally approached the dancing area with confidence, letting her long azure silks float behind her. Under the light of the full moon, her gilded finery glimmered and accentuated her pale but warm glow. A cool breeze moved those fabrics to give tantalizing glimpses of her soft unblemished legs as she walked, and although Fira was hesitant at the prospect of dancing, she eagerly followed along. The music, composed spontaneously by fae who seemed immersed in their work, had a wistful allure that accentuated the fantasy of the place, quickly working at the mind. 
 
    Entering onto that stage, they began to dance quite naturally, though the movements of either partner were slow and incomplex, they met the pace of the music. Fira felt quite smothered by the many taller figures looming overhead, many of them dressed in sparse and exciting garb. She could not help but grow excited. Still, her attention was wholly on her lover, who began to guide her through some steps in time to the ever-changing melody.  
 
    To have that sweet and still dance under the moonlight seemed a difficult prospect. Those dancing now had come together close, and some ground hip to hip, or allowed their bodies to move together. Fira instinctively eased around to the side of Tiae to avoid getting smashed between two pairs of swinging hips, but Tiae kept her near and eased them toward the heart of the dance again.  
 
    “Someone might step on me,” Fira protested, glancing down at her sandals. Tiae laughed at her loudly and leaned down to say “Someone is going to step on you.” A promise, not a warning.  
 
    An elf, curvaceous and risquely presented, was gathering attention. The transparent golden silks that covered her rear did nothing to hide the motion of her soft and voluptuous body as she moved rapidly to the music, showing off and arousing onlookers. She was shorter than Tiae, and eased up near to her, presenting herself. Fira felt a flicker of initial jealousy to think she might lose her dance partner for even a moment, especially to one with so much to present. In truth, she could hardly take her eyes from the elf, who excited with her every aspect and seemed to radiate an energy of sex. But before she could dance herself against Tiae’s body, the enchantress gently tugged Fira in, positioning her like a shield. 
 
    The fairy found herself face to face with the seductive elf’s rear, which loomed over her even as she stood at her full height. She was red with blush as Tiae gently stroked her shoulders and encouraged her to enjoy the show, gently pushing her in from behind. 
 
    The elf cast her eyes over to them, huffing an entertained noise. She turned around, revealing her heavy and pale breasts, bare but for the fine jewelry that draped over them, linking up with the glimmering piercings at her teat. Her stomach was soft, prevalent but immensely desirable, with a look that tempted Fira to stuff her face into there.  
 
    “Wanna dance, ladies?” she asked warmly, moving to the rhythm before them, and letting her heavy breasts sway. She was a blessed shortstack to be built in such a way, with wide and well-formed hips and the skill to twerk them so vivaciously. Fira had to crane her neck just to meet the elf’s eyes for a moment, meeting her gaze between the valley of those enormous exposed tits. She could feel the warmth of the bodies behind and in front of her, and smell the perfume in the air.  
 
    Fira didn’t muster an answer immediately and the elf grinned down at her. “I’m Holly - wanna have some fun?” she asked encouragingly.  
 
    “You look like you do,” Tiae remarked to Fira, bellowing a warm laugh. Neither of them was the jealous type, though they had surely not engaged in such ‘fun’ as this.  
 
    Fira huffed and made herself speak. “You’re so hot! And soft…” 
 
    “She looks like she wants a face-full,” Holly remarked, seeing how the fairy eyed the near presence of her soft form. She closed the distance between Tiae and her, sandwiching Fira snugly between them. The fairy found herself pressed under Holly’s soft stomach, quite near to her groin, while the back of her head pushed back against Tiae.  
 
    Having little agency, Fira could only let out a muffled noise somewhere between a grunt and a moan. She felt them sandwich her all the more firmly, wrapping arms about the opposite pair of hips to trap the tiny fairy woman in a bodily embrace. She was able to breathe, though just barely, and took in the aroma of Holly’s skin in heavy and excited breaths. Soon she could think of little else but pleasure and immersed herself in that tight place as they collectively moved to the rhythm.  
 
    Holly had wrapped her arms around Tiae first, though the enchantress was quick to follow suit. She used her legs to guide Fira forward, knowing that the shy fairy was undoubtedly enjoying herself. Her presence only divided them below the hips, and above there, the softness of Holly’s nude body laid against Tiae’s body. She reached up and passed her hand gently over her breast, taking care to avoid tugging those golden chains, before squeezing the sizable breast in her hand. She felt an immense surge of pleasure at the feel of Holly, who offered herself so wholly and seemed to grant pleasure in excess with part of her body. For a moment, she felt the urge to lean in and kiss her, but Holly had drawn near with her body, while her face remained back with an ecstatic bliss strewn there, her heavy breasts heaved up for all to enjoy. Her presence was powerful to the point of being preternatural, causing the other fae dancing there to move all the more amorously, and it was at that moment that Tiae knew this fae was a descendant of one of the high divinities of sex and love. She could not sense that magic well but knew it by its sign. 
 
    Holly swung around then, releasing Fira from her exciting but not-particularly-comfortable position. Again she presented her enormous ass, and let it fall back gently against Fira’s face, smothering her. Now Tiae moved to wrap her arms around Holly again and held her tightly so that Fira’s face was pressed up firmly into the elf’s ass with only a thin sheet of silk to divide them.  
 
    Fira’s had little time to react, her wide-eyed excitement vanishing as her face disappeared entirely between Holly’s ass and Tiae’s hip. At first, Holly merely laid her ass directly on Fira’s face, but then she worked that immense and soft presence back and forth, encouraging Fira’s face to find its way between her cheeks, so that she was altogether smothered. It was as though Holly was sitting on her face, as she squeezed back against her to emulate that pressure, and began to energetic dance again. Now Holly moved her ass back and forth to the music but stayed within Tiae’s holding, grinding Fira’s face with increasing intensity and pressure. 
 
    The fairy groaned out her bliss unheard, hardly able to make a move. She took little steps, though she felt that even if she quit holding herself up altogether, the sandwiching force would have kept her standing. She could only manage tiny breaths and with difficulty, and each one carried an intense and lustful aroma from Holly’s intimacy. She could not help but breathe it in, feeling in that moment as affected by the sweet aroma as every other source of pleasure. She labored away at her breathing as she felt the warmth of Holly’s ass cheeks pressing in against the sides of her face, almost encompassing her head.  
 
    As they moved, Tiae slowly passed her hand along Holly’s soft thigh, feeling her and appreciating her. Another hand rose from around her hips to fondle at those breasts again, teasingly stroking her finger along the gold of one of the bar piercings, and gently tugging its chain. Her lower hand found its way under the short silk skirt Holly wore, and began to raise it- though with Fira’s face where it was, they could hardly move the fabric.   
 
    “What are you doing, huh?” Holly asked teasingly. She tensed her asscheeks, squeezing Fira’s face tightly there for a moment more before breaking away in her dance. She slowed down, breathing, and turned her head up with closed eyes. “If you want to dance that close we should find a place to ‘dance’ alone,” Holly suggested. 
 
    Fira took a moment to breathe, her face sweltering. She felt hot and saw the sweat dripping off of Holly’s thighs. As she spun, Fira could see where her face had left a damp spot of slobber on Holly’s skirt, from being so smothered there.  
 
    Tiae breathed deeply, halting in her dance. “What do you think, Fira? I suppose we’ll have more chances for more romantic nights out,” she said, chuckling warmly. Fira knew she desired the elf as much as she did; they had shared partners before. She bobbed her head, unable to muster a proper word, but compelled by her desire.  
 
    The three of them absconded swiftly into a cool place by the lake, where fireflies and moonlight made the water glimmer. Tiae used an enchantment to gather up some soft leaves and grasses and create a bit of bedding for them, laden with the herbs that grew there. They could hear the music continuing in the distance, but now that they were some ways from the main bustle, they could also hear the soft sounds of pleasure out in the woods, where other couples were undoubtedly underway in their bliss. Fira reclined her head against Tiae’s hips as she had been when they were dancing, and stared up at the sky, breathing peaceably. She knew they’d not be at rest for long. 
 
    Holly casually stepped over, straddling Tiae and standing above her. She loomed almost directly above Fira’s face, peering down at her intently. “You look comfy. If I lay down now I might fall asleep…” Holly said. “Though my feet are so tired.” She wiped her soles against the bed of grass, cleaning them of dust, and maintained her state down at Fira. “You’re so small and precious. You two are sweet together,” Holly commented. She lifted her foot and moved it to hover above Fira’s face.  
 
    Fira huffed and giggled up at her, moving her face to stare past Holly’s foot. “Want me to give your feet a rub to get back into the mood?” she asked playfully. 
 
    “Oh I’m still in the mood,” Holly commented. She watched as Fira wrapped her tiny hands around her foot, her thumbs gently massaging along the sole. Holly didn’t let Fira continue long at her massage, however. She soon pressed down with her foot, settling her large sole over Fira’s face.  
 
    “Mph!” Fira moaned with surprise. Again she was greeted with an almost irresistible aroma. Her lips parted slightly to let her tongue out. She licked Holly’s foot, finding the taste almost entirely overwhelming. Unable to stop herself, she slathered Holly’s foot with her tongue, licking and slurping between her toes and down her sole. Holly brought her foot forward and let her toes press softly into Tiae’s belly as she stepped more firmly on Fira’s face, smothering her under her foot. 
 
    Tiae chuckled warmly, stroking Fira’s hair as she cleaned Holly’s foot. “A shame for you that I will take her home. I imagine she’d make a good pet for you,” Tiae commented to Holly, seeing how the elf seemed to want to possess her little fairy girlfriend.  
 
    Holly barked a laugh. “She would make a good pet! So willing to be useful,” she said with more snickering. Her eyes were affixed to Fira with interest as the little fairy worked away with that tongue.  “Lucky she’s not alone. I’d probably sit on her and never get up,” Holly said with a wide and lustful grin. “Not more than enough to let her have a tiny breath, before getting back to work.” 
 
    Tiae chuckled warmly, finding Holly’s words exciting. “No doubt you’d keep her like that all the evening, energetic and lustful thing that you are,” she remarked. 
 
    “I would… and then I’d stuff her into a sack and make her mine,” Holly promised. 
 
    Tiae grinned at her warmly. “You’d make me jealous, were you not also sharing such gifts with me,” she said. 
 
    “Oh, did you want a taste, too?” Holly asked, teasingly. “I’ll give you both something special.”  
 
    Holly slowly began to squat down, her large thighs parting as her immense ass loomed above Fira’s face. She gave Tiae a moment to push her legs under the fairy woman, becoming like a bed to her. Holly faced them, staring down at the two women lying in that bed of moss and vine.  
 
    She hovered there, letting her transparent golden silks cascade down around Fira’s face. From that spot, Fira had a clear view of the bared intimacy of the elf. Between those immense thighs, her perfect slit dripped with arousal, the nectar landing on Fira’s lip. She took its taste and was at once reduced to pleading, so affected by the flavor of Holly’s cum that she felt insatiably drawn to it. She opened her mouth widely, eagerly awaiting for Holly to drop those hips and rest the entirety of her delightful weight on her face.  
 
    Tiae had also found her mood and pulled down her gown to release her petite and perfect breasts. She was well endowed but not nearly so generously as Holly, although her breasts were perky and shone, pale as her skin was, in the light. Her fiery bronze hair laid messily across her chest and the bed of foliage, and she curled a finger, inviting Holly to settle in close. For the moment Tiae took her attention off of Fira, trusting that she’d find her own bliss in that hot and smothering place.  
 
    “Take a deep breath~” Holly said musically, and allowed Fira to do so before resting the full weight of her ass down on her face. Fira was pressed down into Tiae’s body beneath her and altogether encompassed by the flesh, with only her toes peeking out from behind Holly. Her head became tightly sandwiched between Tiae’s groin and Holly’s bare ass, which swallowed up her face. Mindlessly, Fira licked, conscious only of an excellent taste, and the knowledge that she was giving pleasure. To be used in this way was an unbelievable pleasure to her, and the way they had spoken of making her serve had sent shivers through her like lightning. Now her bliss was orgasmic and unwavering as she licked away, her face worked all the way up between Holly’s cheeks such that her nose was tightly pressed into the elf’s immaculate asshole, and her lips rubbed messily against the lower half of her slit. There was little to do but to move her mouth and tongue, knowing that Holly would drive the pace as she saw fit with the workings of her immense and powerful hips. A mere twitch was enough to guide Fira’s lips right where she wanted them, and she did not hesitate to use the pinning hold of her ass to womanhandle Fira at every opportunity.  
 
    As Holly let Fira taste her ass and pussy, and lick the sweat from her thighs, she leaned forward to take Tiae’s breast to her lips, drawing her in near, so that they sat almost upright with Fira held upside down, her face smothered deeply into Holly’s pussy, held there by Tiae’s leg. Grinding against her, the two worked together to use Fira like a fucktoy, working her against themselves. What was known already to Tiae soon became obvious to Holly too: Fira was far more durable than her small size would suggest. Holly had begun gently enough, or at least been conscious of Fira’s responses as she settled down her weight. She felt the fairy squirm and wiggle under her, and now against her pussy, almost as though she could be stuffed in. Small though she was, her face could only ram the entrance, pushing into Holly’s mound and sending waves of pleasure through her as she grinded. Holly’s panties had slid aside, easily accessible as her silken garment left her exposed, but when she felt the two of them coming to grand side by side, sharing Fira between them like a toy, she slowed her pace and locked eyes with Holly. 
 
    “She has other fun uses, too,” Tiae said, selling the secrets of her lover with glee. She halted a moment and let Fira breathe, combing her tousled hair from her face. “Want to show this nice elf what a good fuck-toy you can be?” she asked, gnawing on her lip. Fira obeyed, conjuring up her magic, and beginning to shrink in size. Holly brought her fingers to her lips and watched with delight as Fira assumed her fairy-sized form, now truly like a doll, between them. Her tiny presence was lost to sight between the two pairs of thighs that engulfed her, and Holly wasted no time scooting in further, her hand coming down to pluck off Fira’s little dress.  
 
    “So adorable! You’re precious… such a snack!” Holly said. Fira turned her gaze almost vertical to look at the two giantesses looming over her, who had her so tightly enclosed by their forms. The warm presence of either woman’s pussy could be felt in the air, and Fira breathed it in almost feverishly.  
 
    Tiae looked down at Fira intently. “I want you to imagine Holly is going to take you home now… but, oh, no! She hasn’t got any pockets,” Tiae said, stifling a low chuckle. She reached down and took Fira up in her hands, knowing well how to hold her securely. “Would you put her here?” Tiae inquired, gently pressing Fira against the elf’s chest between her tits. “Strung up on golden chains for safekeeping, like an amulet?” 
 
    Holly burst out laughing, her massive tits trembling on either side of Fira with dull thuds intensely audible to her tiny ears. “It is a good place for her! Though everyone would see!” she said. “Perhaps with a nice tight top, that holds these melons together,” Holly said, pressing her breasts in snugly against each other, and smothering Fira between them. 
 
    “Now that’s a treat… I’m afraid I don’t have quite enough to do that to her properly,” Tiae said, feeling some empathetic pleasure for the bliss Fira must be feeling.  
 
    Holly was enjoying the play, and after a few more moments of grinding Fira between her gigantic breasts, she let her drop into her lap and rest there between her thighs. Again Fira was left staring up at two enormous and beautiful women, ready to be used by them in any way they might desire.  
 
    “If I wore proper clothes maybe,” Holly continued, taking delight in toying with the fairy. “I could tuck her away in my panties. That’d be a good cozy spot for a long journey.” 
 
    “Oh yes, she makes an excellent panty pet. I’d lend you mine, but I don’t think we’re the same size,” Tiae said with a warm and playful laugh. “Here, I’ll show you how to use her.” 
Tiae scooted in again, taking Fira in her hand. She straightened her out and turned her so that her head pressed against Holly’s petals, and her body was posed to enter her. Then she drew her hips near and tucked Fira’s legs into her own pussy, and finally, pushed in and against Holly, such that their lower lips met, and Fira entirely inside them.   
 
    Then, it was a lusty rhythm. No music was now heard, but at their own pace, they worked and ground, moving back and forth and in every way that caused that perfect ecstasy to rush through them. Fira squirmed, dancing with her body for their pleasure, servicing them both as they made her their toy. Tiae and Holly brought their lips together and kissed as their hips continued to withdraw and thrust in turn, a hand sometimes dropping down there to attend to Fira, if only to orient her for their own pleasure. Fira slipped more deeply into Holly, and rather than pull her out some, Tiae pressed her in, letting her slip entirely into Holly’s pussy. 
 
    Holly seemed taken over by something that was altogether too powerful even for her experienced self, she gasped, feeling the fairy within her, squirming against her slick inner walls. Fira knew just how to please her, for she had been put to this use by Tiae many times before, and stored there just the way they teased. She was altogether too wrapped up to be embarrassed, but would not have been able to muster a word, then. Holly fell back onto her ass and Tiae dived in, bringing her lips to Holly’s pussy to pleasure her with an intense and urgent energy. Within moments, Holly began to cum, her inner walls clenching down against Fira with firm strength, only increasing the intensity of the bliss. It shook through her entirely, making her spasm and twitch and finally squirt out her ecstatic nectar all over Fira’s body and into Tiae’s mouth. When the release had coursed through her entirely, she fell backward and landed on the bed of leaves with a waited thud, leaving Fira to soak in the delicious bath of her nectar. Tiae continued to lap it up and drink of her sweet release, apparently finding it as addicting as Fira did. She fingered herself until she drank, doing both to satisfaction and then collapsed into the vines.  
 
    When the three had collected some themselves, they took Fira out and rested her against Tiae’s breast, cuddling once more.  
 
    “What wonders you’ve shown me, this night. You two clearly know how to have fun,” Holly said. “I would regret to depart from you if I did not know when again we might… toy around,” Holly said with a heated giggle. 
 
    “Ah, you’re a fast friend to us. Of course, I’ll give you the directions for my mansion. I’ve some other enchantments available there that could… make things even more exciting for the three of us - and perhaps some others.” 
 
    They laughed warmly, and chatted on through the evening, speaking of desires and experiences. The acquaintance made that evening would end up being a treasure, bestowing ecstatic bliss frequently upon the enchantress and her little fairy lover.
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    Called upon by the forest mother for a paramount task, one of the few humans to be accepted among the fae, Eridia, is assigned a fairy companion to aid her. Patina and her comparative-giantess of a companion are charged to escort a precious egg to one who possesses the healing power to save the life within. Beyond allies in this task, the two find this intimate arrangement igniting long-harbored feelings of desire. Patina is a mere nine inches tall but finds height to be no barrier when it comes to pleasure.  
 
      
 
    Tags: Lesbian, Size-Difference, Minigirl, Erotica, Micro, Macro, Fairy, Mythology, Celtic, Romance, Adventure, Living Sex Toy, Vaginal Insertion, Oral Insertion, Living Dildo, Stuffed in Cleavage, Clothes Entrapment, Fantasy, Saphic, Big-Dom Small-Sub, Larger Female, Smaller Female, Fae, Cunnilingus, Person in Cleavage, Gentle Giantess, Comparative Giantess, Love. 
 
      
 
    Word Count: 6450 
 
      
 
      
 
    Eridia was lost in a deep and blissful meditation and breathed deeply of the floral aromas upon the wind. The light turquoise dress she wore made her seem a soft thing, so laxly reclined as to meld into the scenery as billows of green clover rose around her form. The warm peace found within her depths deferred any anxiety that may have arisen, knowing that today her task would be revealed, and she would be brought face to face with the forest mother. Her hand rose slowly to pass through her sun-warmed locks of silky brown hair, and she sighed from the depths of her chest. 
 
    These lands belonged to the fae, whether or not such was detailed by Eridia’s maps. She, in her cottage dwelling, had been permitted to establish a life far beyond the ordinary allowance, for by her gentle demeanor and wisdom she had come to know the way of the fae and how to live in accord with them. The forest mother, however, was of a rank and mystery that exceeded the fairies and faun she had come to know. There was divine blood in that matriarch, and she would not have summoned Eridia without cause.  
 
    Eridia began to shift and gradually returned her attention to the world, rising out of her own depths without urgency. A sting, sharp and sudden, called out to her from her ankle, and she winced, squinting with displeasure at the unexpected discomfort. 
 
    A honeybee, nearly rolled over beneath her foot, now frantically wiggled about from where it was lodged, its stinger stuck tight in Eridia’s soft pale skin. She sat upright swiftly but remained calm and managed the pain. First, the poor insect spun clockwise, and then, frustrated, counter-clockwise, until after a minute had passed, it suddenly sprung free from Eridia, retaining its stinger and its life.  
 
    Seeing her off, Eridia rose, and was suddenly euphoric, admiring the blissful design of the forest before her, and the myriad of colors dotting the field as all manner of flowers sprung up from the ground. She began on her way, gathering her traveling things and entering into the shade of the wood. 
 
    She was not but three strides out of the clearing when something flopped on her head, seeming at first like a squirrel, and secured itself there. 
 
    “Gotcha!” Patina exclaimed, victorious. The voice was musical like the chime of bells. Eridia reached swiftly and snatched the fairy, being quick but none-too-rough. The human grabbed her right off her head and held her before her massive studious emerald eyes.  
 
    “You got me?” Eridia questioned teasingly. The fairy was nine inches tall, and the comparative giantess of a human was easily able to hold her in one palm, snugly grasping Patina about the belly and waist. 
 
    “That’s right lazy girl!” Patina said to her with a fit of giggles, reclining unconcerned against Eridia’s fingers. She was content to be carried as they made way. “I was worried you’d sleep there like a cat all day!” She loved to tease the human, but her features were full of excitement, and Eridia was openly delighted to see her.  
 
    “Only a moment’s rest. Any clue as to what Driari will ask of me? She told me to bring traveling supplies,” Eridia said, gently patting her satchel. 
 
    Patina freed her arms from Eridia’s grasp, wiggling to make herself comfortable as the human again snugly wrapped her in her hand, holding her with warm security. “No clue. But she said to make sure you got there rather timely! When she said go by today, she didn’t exactly mean sunset,” the fairy playfully scolded her. “I’ve got a task of my own to be revealed too.” 
 
    “Would that your little wings could carry me,” Eridia said, extending a single finger toward the fairy’s head. She gently scritched Patina’s scalp until the fairy shrieked out her giggles, reaching to adjust the wreath of blooms and leaves that adorned her golden head. Patina had short blond hair that fell about her cheeks, parted by two pointy ears. Her eyes were a cooler jade than Eridia’s emerald gaze, and she was clothed in fairy plant silks, with a bracelet of aventurine, pink opal, and carved wood beads. “I’ll let you save your energy,” Eridia decided and set Patina gently upon her shoulder so that the little woman’s legs dangled over her collarbone.  
 
    That fairy was among the favorites that Eridia knew, and to have her company further bolstered her mood. She knew her pace was sluggish and lumbering compared to Patina’s flight, however, and made way hurriedly into the depths of the forest, entering the grove that housed the forest mother Driari. The sun was still up when they reached her cavern, comfortably lined with moss and furs, and pleasantly cool with a woody aroma. They tread into the dark, giggling together over their catching-up chatter.  
 
    “You two are getting along well,” a soft, deep voice rumbled from the dark. When its source shifted, a great mass was seen to move. At once, a torch burst into flames, and the enormous presence of a thick-furred bear was seen at rest.  
 
    “Driari,” Eridia said, pressing her hands together for respect. “Here we are, I hope I am not late,” she said, a slight nervousness in her tone, for although the forest mother was a kind spirit, she was the most powerful being in the human’s life, a descendant of the very goddess of these wilds, Artio.  
 
    “I welcome you to my den, human. Be assured that you have arrived well, for I know now what to do with you.” Every word from the matriarch was slow and calm, but there was a note of concern and sorrow in her words. Slowly, she began to rise, supporting herself with powerful legs as her claws sank into the cavern soil.  
 
    “Whatever the charge, I will do my best. Is it a very important task?” Eridia inquired, eager to be of service. Suddenly she saw beneath the furry belly of the rising bear a single egg, large and green and shiny like polished stone.  
 
    “Yes. Important, but I hope, not too dangerous for you. This that you behold is the egg of a drake.” She scooped it gently with her claw and, rising to her full height with front legs lifted, Driari changed in the dim, so that a towering dark and curvaceous humanoid form stood before them, clothed in heavy furs. “Take it, and look within,” the forest mother instructed her, somewhat puzzlingly. Her voice was warm and feminine now that it came from a woman’s throat, although still just as steady and powerful as before. She extended a muscular arm toward the small human and gave her the drake egg, The warmth of it radiated through Eridia’s palms.  
 
    Staring with wonder, Patina looked between the towering matriarch and the egg and then turned to peer at the side of Eridia’s face from her shoulder, and catch sight of her studious gaze. She returned her emerald eyes to the egg with inner sight.  
 
    “It is… weak. The life smolders like coal, though it is hot still. Will this one make it?” Eridia inquired softly, seeing the natural energy within that stone-like shell, concern growing within her as she related to the struggling being within. 
 
    “It requires something that even I can not give it. But because I can use you, I will save it through you,” Driari told her surely. She gently set one strong hand upon Eridia’s fairy-free shoulder and smiled down at the human with intense warmth and confidence. “You will go to the east, by way of Verdant, through the territories of humans and elves, to the blighted lands. There, in that singular place where life flourishes uncorrupted, you will seek the servant of Danu, who is called Liliune. It is she, descendant of the goddess of fertility, that can ascertain life for this most precious soul.” 
 
    Eridia trembled, the weight of her task immense, even though she knew she needed only be a careful courier. To have contact with this powerful agent of the high goddess Danu made her tremble. She knew that the fae had accepted her as a mortal agent of their will, knowing that she would give her all. She clung the drake egg gently to her chest and nodded up at Driari with conviction. “I know the way there, and will go there hastily.” 
 
    “Be wary. Any eye that falls upon that egg will covet it,” Driari told her softly. She raised a finger to gently tickle underneath Patina’s chin, reassuring the fairy with a touch. 
 
    “It is a far way, but you picked the right one for it, Mother,” the fairy said to her with a soft shyness. 
 
    Driari nodded at her gently. “I picked the right two for it. Little green light, be a guide to her.” 
 
    Eridia gasped and turned to behold Patina, and then smiled with a wide expression of delight, staring her down with great affection and excitement. “It’s you and me then! Bet that wasn’t the charge you expected,” Eridia said with a chortle.  
 
    Leaping from her shoulder, Patina flew about Eridia ecstatically, casting her green light and sparkling magic about the chamber. “Now this is something to behold! A human with a fairy. I’d say it’d be hard to lay low, but I could stowaway on you easily enough!” Patina laughed at her playfully, enthused by the prospect of their cooperation. She had in that moment suddenly dreaded that Eridia would be long away from her. The relief and pleasure she felt knowing they were to go off on this quest together made her suddenly aware of just how much she cared for the human, big and silly though she may be. 
 
    Directing her gaze back at the mother, Eridia nodded her head low to her in a show of seriousness. “I thank you for this chance to be a part of your goodness and to save this life. I will go at once, and perhaps return to you with an addition for your flock,” she said. 
 
    “Go, and keep your way, sweet thing,” Driari said with a peaceful sigh, seeming reassured about her decision. She slowly bent and then fell gently onto her furs, becoming a bear once more, her rumbling breath deep and restful in a moment.  
 
    Exchanging bright smiles, Eridia and Patina hurried back out into the daylight. Eridia stowed the egg gently amidst her satchel and held her palm out before her so that she and Patina could talk eye to eye. Landing there, the very beamed a grin at her and looked between her eyes as she was held near to Eridia’s face.  
 
    “Might have been a lonely task, were it not for you,” Eridia said sweetly. She walked even as they talked, for there was no reason to dally and delay while the sun was up. “Won’t you be my fairy?” she asked with a warm and all-too-knowing tone, smiling at Patina’s blush. The fairy was not bashful, but to be so near to those soft and attentive features made her feel rather overtly beheld, and she worried then that she may confess her feelings unwittingly. 
 
    “As the mother said!” Patina answered, bobbing her head. “I’ll keep you safe, don’t worry,” she jested at her massive companion. Indeed she could do much to help the human on their way, although it would be up to Eridia to protect them from any sizable threat.  
 
    “I would not have chosen any but you,” Eridia said, smiling widely. 
 
    “I suppose you don’t mind that we’ll be getting rather close!” Patina teased. She plopped her rear down onto Patina’s palm, and relaxed in her holding, looking between the passing scenery below and the affectionate eyes of her carrier. “First we go to Verdant, huh?” she inquired. The distance was vast for her, although by flight she could manage it in a day.  
 
    “Yes. I’ll need more supplies if we’re to get to Roduil and Balchstead.” The blighted lands were a few dozen miles to the east, and the way was winding, and at times, rough and hilly.  
 
    “At least there’s only really one mouth to feed. Considering what all you eat, I could get fat off the crumbs,” Patina giggled at her playfully.  
 
    “Only the best of crumbs, for you,” Eridia assured her, and when her arm tired, she set the fairy back on her shoulder. 
 
    The trail took them through the woods, out from the lands of the fae and, after an hour or two, into the start of human territory, where trails passed through the less dense forest, and eventually, farmsteads could be seen ahead. The sun was setting, but they knew that they could reach the city of Verdant without trekking too long in the dark, and so carried on. The breeze soon licked chillingly against them, and Patina snuggled herself up against the side of Eridia’s neck. 
 
    “There will be a warm place for us ahead, an inn that I know well,” Eridia said. “But until then, perhaps you wish to hide away somewhere comfortable?” 
 
    “I’d rather ride with you than with the luggage,” Patina giggled at her. Being stuffed into a satchel for much of their journey didn’t suit her well.  
 
    Eridia felt in herself a warm certainty. She beheld, from the corner of her gaze, the fairy so sweetly cuddled against her, so deeply enamored that she began to wonder if they were to be mere partners in duty.  
 
    Up ahead, other travelers approached them on the path, and a small smirk crept onto Eridia’s features, her cheeks flush with unspoken intent. “We’re going to get a little close,” she told Patina under her breath. “Don’t want to attract fairy-catchers, do we?” she asked, reaching up gently to take Patina into her hand. The fairy looked over her shoulder at the strangers, who were far away enough yet to not see her tiny form. 
 
    “You need pockets!” Patina told her with a giggle. “Go on, hide me away,” she said, thinking it little more than a brief inconvenience, should she need to be stuffed out of sight.  
 
    The held fairy was brought swiftly near to her heart, and without a moment to catch up to her racing thoughts, stuffed down into the warm softness between Eridia’s breasts, and stored there with her head barely peeking out from the human’s cleavage. Nudging the little fairy’s body into place, Eridia seemed satisfied and walked with ordinary confident posture as she passed by the strangers, the blushing fairy silently peeking out from between her ample tits as she processed the brazen and flirtatious selection of a place her bearer had made.  
 
    “Aren’t you bold!” Patina playfully scolded, whisper-shouting as they got past the strangers. She peaked her head up and turned to peer up at Eridia, whose smug features were directed forward as though unaware of the little person between her breasts.  
 
    “Where else ought I have put you?” Eridia inquired. The truth was it made her heart aflutter to feel the little fairy moving gently in her bosom. She knew, too, that Patina liked it, though the little proud fae couldn’t yet admit such a thing.  
 
    Any feelings of indignance were soon dispersed, for Patina could not deny that this was far more comfy than to balance on the human’s shoulder or palm. The warmth and softness of the much larger woman were pleasant enough that she felt restful, and was much inclined to relax and let her body be supported by the gentle and reassuring pressure of the human’s tits. She hoped that in the growing dim Eridia could not discern the bright pink of her features. “You must think it a fun thing to tease a little lady like me,” Patina said. More were approaching along the trail, as they soon came among the evening crowds that were ambling their way into Verdant before the gates closed. Eridia answered Patina by gently stuffing her down into her cleavage with a finger, until the fairy was hidden between the soft mountains of the human’s breasts, and unable to draw suspicion with her tiny shrill voice. 
 
      
 
    Verdant was a lush city, as its name suggested, and a beautiful place to live. In the morning they would see more of it. Eridia kept her little companion snugly held between her breasts until at last they had found a cozy tavern and rented a room for the night. By then, Patina was comfortable snuggled against one large boob, laying on her side out of sight from any eyes that may have fallen on Eridia. The feeling of her small and warm body gently shifting within her bosom made Eridia giggle, and she could sense Patina’s growing enjoyment of the place. She was hardly abashed in her appreciation of the human’s closeness. In truth, this sudden progression into intimacy upended Patina’s expectations, and as she rested in that snug and hot spot, her mind began to dance about all the various possibilities she once regarded as too silly. Did the human like her, really and truly? It seemed all but certain, but Patina could barely believe or envision it. For the moment, at least, she was beyond pleased.  
 
    Making her way upstairs, Eridia found her room and entered. With the door closed behind them, she set her satchel down, and slipped out of her silken gown, revealing her pale and nude body. Between her breasts, Patina clung to Eridia’s pendant necklace, which had a spiral charm of green metal. She’d hooked her arm over it to keep herself from tumbling away as the human’s breasts relaxed apart from each other, no longer held together by the well-fitted garment. 
 
    “No need to hide any longer,” Eridia told her with a smug grin. She fell back onto the bed, flopping on it and bouncing gently as Patina rose to her knees, steadying herself on the human’s chest with a formidable boob at either side. The human was tall and somewhat lithely built, but her hips were wide, and there was a softness to every bit of her. 
 
    “It seems an intimate thing to be your fairy,” Patina told her, reclining against the boob to her right as she sat and peered at the human’s features intently. “Is it that you like having a little something to play around with?” she inquired. Her features were flush as the reclining human’s nude body splayed out over an expanse of the bed, becoming quite the floor for her small companion. 
 
    Eridia breathed contentedly and stared at the ceiling. All along the way she had wondered how to pose her interest to Patina. She felt confident, sensing that the unspoken desire between them was mutual and that their unity in this task would undoubtedly spark a relationship beyond comradery. 
 
    “Perhaps I should have asked you, glow-bug,” Eridia mused. “But I had the sense you might enjoy to ‘get close’ during these travels.” She directed her intent emerald gaze down at the little fairy knowingly. “After all, you seem to enjoy being near when I take to the stream for my morning bath.” 
 
    Patina gasped, bright pink and mortified, knowing she had been caught. Small as she was, she thought she had avoided Eridia’s gaze that day by hiding in the trees, but the human was ever alert and had clearly caught her trespass without giving it away. The fairy wondered then how long the human had alluringly washed herself, pretending not to know she was being spied upon.  
 
    “What eyes you have! Forgive me, I was passing through, and, why, you were practically along the way, bare in the sunlight like so,” Patina fumbled over her words, knowing all excuses for the mischief would fall short. She felt that her desires had at once been laid bare, but Eridia burst into laughter and gently stroked Patina's cheek with a reassuring fingertip.  
 
    “It’s alright. One must always presume they’re seen when in the forest of the fae,” she said with a pleased hum. “Patina,” she began softly, studying the fairy. “I see even in those tiny eyes such a sweetness. You were all too willing to be my fairy, but I am wondering now if you will be mine, truly.” The preposition was uttered with soft certainty, as though to alleviate the tension between them, and put at last to words the truth of their feelings. 
 
    Patina covered her mouth with a hand, her heart swelling passionately. She felt all of her desire boiling up within, and the words dripped from her lips easily and without forethought. “I might have asked if ever I imagined it could be. Here we are, in one moment tied together by fate’s lace. I can not now envision parting from you,” she confessed, and scurried on her knees swiftly and energetically, approaching Eridia’s chin. Patina stood and peered at the human who looked down past her nose at the fairy’s little features, her eyes expressing intense happiness. 
 
    “I know not what lays ahead. I will keep you near, safe, and warm,” Eridia said, each word coming slowly and softly as her chin gently moved against the fairy who leaned against it. Eridia lifted her head and brought her chin to her chest, her face now posed before the fairy, near enough that the warmth of her breath rolled over Patina’s sparsely adorned form, making her leafy coverings flutter.  
 
    Her spirit aglow, and music seeping up with her voice, Patina cooed a sweet note of affection, and at once submitted to that most intense desire felt within, and leaned near to place a tiny kiss upon the soft nub of the human’s nose. She would have then been ashamed to express the extent of the want and need she felt, however welcoming she knew Eridia would be. Their assignment, though pertinent and likely to be no easy thing, felt like a gift. “If I said I wanted you now, could I trust you to be gentle?” she inquired, her voice trembling with excitement as she felt herself submitting to the love of her much larger friend, whatever form it may take.  
 
    “Judge by this kiss if I would ever let harm come to you,” Eridia told her and lifted her head to bring the massive and soft pillows of her mouth against Patina’s face, kissing her with such tenderness and delicacy that the fairy was made to understand how precious and beloved she was in Eridia’s eyes. Her face was wetted by the wetness of those gigantic lips, and the warm breath from Eridia’s nose washed over her, as the softest grumble of delight could be felt vibrating in the human’s chest beneath her tiny feet. 
 
    How swiftly things had progressed between them. After hours in the alluring comfort of her place between Eridia’s breasts, Patina now felt a desire almost overwhelming, that she should long to dive unabashedly and unhesitant into the fullest extent of love. Her small eyes beheld the warmth in Eridia’s gaze when the comparative giantess of a woman drew those massive lips away, and Patina wondered how she might manage to show her own affection, her means limited as they were.  
 
    Pink in the cheeks, Eridia allowed her head to rest back on the bed. No sooner had she done so than the fairy sprung up onto her face, and knee-walked over to straddle her nose, seating herself there and peering down into the emerald-encircled wells of Eridia’s eyes.  
 
    “Did you long want me?” Patina inquired. “Perhaps you’ve given thought to how we might…” Delight in each other? Lay together? The words did not come. 
 
    Eridia laughed, flushing as her eyes focused on the fairy. It was a strange and pleasant thing to feel her tiny butt resting on the bridge of her nose, and Patina’s toes tickled the human’s upper lip. “I never worried about it,” she said with a warm smirk. “But I’ll soon know just what you enjoy,” she promised teasingly. Her hand rose to cup Patina’s back, and Eridia sat upright, keeping the fairy near to her mouth.  
 
    “So far, I much enjoy your lips,” Patina said with an excited giggle. Feeling herself held so warm and snugly, easily kept near to the human’s face as the tender warmth of her breath was felt with each exhale, Patina’s urge was to relax and entrust herself to the pleasure the human would provide. In every subtle movement, she sensed the compassion of the much larger companion, who seemed always attentive to how the fairy might be made to feel what she did. Patina was not as delicate as she appeared, but to sense the human’s empathy reassured her that she was perceived as more than a toy, and would be well taken care of indeed.  
 
    Eridia held her in both hands, weaving her fingers at Patina’s back as she cradled the fairy against her lips. The human’s large tongue emerged from her parting lips and lolled over the fairy and her adornment of grassy silks, drenching them along with Patina’s skin. Kissing her, Eridia suckled against the light fabric, working it away from the fairy’s chest with her lips and tongue, and drawing Patina’s body snugly to her mouth. With some dexterity, she worked her tongue around the fairy’s sparse coverings, and moved them out of place, so that she was left bare to feel the warm muscle of her massive companion’s mouth massaging her body.  
 
    Dancing the tip of her tongue over Patina’s bare stomach and through the valley of her little breasts, Eridia had a bemused and delighted expression and seemed to adore how the fairy wiggled about when that large wet presence pressed against her, prodding more gently than a finger, but firm enough to make her tremble. Eridia smooched her again, securing the fairy’s face between the pillows of her mouth and wetly kissing her so that Patina was left drenched with spittle that trailed between her disheveled features and the human’s playful tongue.  
 
    “Just don’t make a snack of me!” Patina warned, her hands reaching out to wrestle with Eridia’s tongue as the human licked clumsily over her tiny breasts. The bumpy surface of her tongue created the utmost strange sensation, and seeing her gasp, Eridia slowly dragged it over the fairy’s breasts once more, licking at a tortoise pace so that every little bump of her tongue could be felt nudging and sliding around each of Patina’s teats. The fairy squirmed and groaned with pleasure, having never imagined such an exciting stimulation could be caused by the slow and gentle movement of her larger companion’s tongue. Already Eridia was sensing what powers to please she had, and the way that a simple movement could be so significant for the tiny woman in her hands.  
 
    “Tempting though you are,” Eridia mused, slowly withdrawing her tongue from Patina’s slick body, Eridia took the moment to appreciate the nude form of the fairy she held, whose adornment of natural cloth had fallen about the human’s lap. Eridia curled her ring finger between Patina’s legs, wrapping it around her thigh, and let her thumbs push back over the fairy’s shoulders, comfortably holding the fairy in an exposed posture that left her no escape from those large and bright eyes. “I think my tongue makes a good mate for you,” Eridia said with a giggle. She let her lips part widely again, her tongue rolling out to flop before Patina’s lower body as the fairy’s legs were spread a bit further and her pussy presented to Eridia’s attention. 
 
    Patina trembled with anticipation, imagining how that enormous tongue could work over her and coax such tremendous stimulation from where she was most sensitive. She relaxed to Eridia’s grasp, feeling the human’s sure control and the support of her fingers at her back. The heat from Eridia’s tongue could be felt rising against Patina’s slit as the human leaned back and brought the fairy up over her lips. The tip of her tongue explored Patina’s thighs until it pressed against the soft mound of her groin. 
 
    That warm and bumpy muscle nudging about her sex made Patina huff and moan at once, and then squeak and throw her head back with delight. Her legs kept wide open and receptive. A sultry chortle came from the depths of Eridia’s throat as she saw the fairy wrestling with pleasure, and she began to work her tongue up and down that little slit, tasting Patina’s sweetness and making long passes over her. A simple lick was enough to bring the fairy into a state of total ecstatic pleasure, as those soft bumps rolled over her petals with a relentless and irregular teasing.  
 
    Falling back onto the bed again, Eridia kept Patina suspended above her lips with one hand, letting the fairy’s legs slide down either cheek as she was licked from below. With her other hand, the human began to tease herself, finding her wetness with a finger and adding to her own pleasure. Although Patina had been at a loss for how they might work on each other, Eridia already knew well what to do with her. First, focusing on her smaller companion’s release, she soon swallowed up the fairy’s lower half, bringing those legs into the wet warmth of her mouth. 
 
    Patina squealed with excitement, shocked to find herself so suddenly closed up in the human’s mouth. She saw that Eridia truly could have swallowed her were she not careful, although at nine inches tall, she would have made no easy mouthful. Her legs wiggled about frantically within Eridia’s mouth, seeking purchase and working to straddle that wiggling tongue within. Soon enough she had wrapped her thighs around it, and planted her hands against the corners of Eridia’s mouth, trying to manage the ride. With the tongue pinned against her between her thighs, Patina felt the pleasure rising to an insurmountable intensity. All Eridia needed to do was gently work that muscle back and forth, and the balancing act would bring forth an orgasmic delight in the little fairy. With both hands free, the human fingered herself and played about one of her teats, her eyes affixed on the upper half of the nude fairy that now wiggled for her so appeasingly. 
 
    As Patina tried to keep her posture, she found herself slipping down over that tongue, which relentlessly wiggled against her pussy and much of her lower body. Though clumsy, Eridia’s tongue tracked Patina’s position in the mouth well enough, and chased after her, always seeking to increase the fairy’s pleasure and tease her pussy with growing intensity. As her moans rose high, Eridia giggled with her mouth full of her and waggled her tongue back and forth against the fairy’s groin with a vivacious energy until she came. 
 
    The orgasm struck Patina heavily, and she squeaked her ecstatic bliss in a long note of delight, buckling forward as the human’s tongue actively pushed against her. The sensation of it was a steady pleasure that drove her past her limits and then continued, causing her to convulse with waves of tension and orgasm, and squirt out her small offering of sweetness. Eridia drank up her release and hummed an appreciative note, only slowing the work of her mouth when the powerful surges flowing through the fairy had abaited. Finally, she drew Patina from her lips, admiring the gasping fairy with a grin.  
 
    The sensation had been so much better than expected that Patina could hardly be concerned about their means now. She was eager to repay the favor, and grinned lustily at her beloved giantess, turning to look over her shoulders to where Eridia’s fingers slid easily between her folds. “You’re a lot of woman to love, you know,” Patina told her with a playful laugh. 
 
    “We’ll see if you can handle me,” Eridia said with a mischievous grin. At once, she turned Patina upside down, and slurped the fairy into her mouth, sucking her in until only her legs were left to kick out from her lips. Hearing her excited moans and squealing, Eridia worked her tongue all over the fairy’s face and breasts and drenched her body entirely with a clumsy dancing of her tongue. When she hoisted Patina out from her mouth by a leg, her thick spittle dripped from the fairy’s soaked body. “Or how I handle you,” she supposed, smirking at Patina’s inverted visage. 
 
    Eridia did not leave her much time to suppose was what next, but took snug hold of the fairy around the legs, and brought her down the length of her body, rubbing Patina’s wet form over the softness of her breasts, and then her belly, and finally to the tenderness of her hip and groin. Patina gasped to behold Eridia’s pussy, massive enough to swallow her up and already dripping its sweet nectar onto the bed sheets. On either side of her, a weighty wall of thigh loomed, as she was turned so that her head pointed toward Eridia’s welcoming slit.  
 
    Patina gasped as the human’s pussy rushed to meet her, realizing at once how Eridia meant to have her pleasure. In a moment, her face was pressed to her lover’s giant slit, and she felt herself being rubbed up and down it, the silky wet inner folds of Eridia’s pussy sliding around Patina’s face. Groaning as she made use of her toy, Eridia kept her grip form and directed Patina’s face toward herself, beginning to bop the fairy in and out of her lower lips. Slick with spittle and nectar, Patina was easily driven in with gradually increasing depth, handled like a living dildo as the human shifted her legs about from the pleasure. 
 
    Eridia was lost in her own world, although she never forgot to account for the fairy’s comfort, and manipulated Patina with increasing skillfulness as her pace quickened. To feel the fairy filling her sensitive depths and squirming about between her inner walls caused her unbelievable delight, as all of Patina’s body was involved, and her every little movement could be detected. With a sudden and intense desire to experience the fullness of her smaller companion’s form within, Eridia stuffed her into the depths of her pussy, so that only the ends of Patina’s feet peaked out from between those dripping folds. She could hear the little fairy moaning from within her, the sound of her tiny voice almost ticklish in the immense sensitive passage she inhabited.  
 
    Encompassed by soft warmth and a reassuring pressure, Patina felt she had entered a realm of the most carnal bliss, and heard Eridia’s giant heart thudding away at an ever-increasing pace. She was so wet within that the fairy found herself with only a pocket of air to breathe, and every inhalation brought the lustful aroma of Eridia’s sweetness into her lungs, making the fairy feel crazed anew. Now she was consumed with the desire to be the perfect living sex toy for her towering companion and shaped her body well for it, moving in accord with Eridia’s hands as she squirmed and wiggled within, her body dancing every which way that might coax more pleasure for Eridia. 
 
    “You’re such a good toy… better than anything I have ever felt. I’ll need to make use of your skills so very often during these travels,” Eridia huffed, staring at the ceiling as she focused on the sensation of the fairy’s squirming about. “I’ve so many ideas already…” 
 
    Patina could only imagine what methods the human might cook up to enjoy her but found herself giving in entirely to her role of service, eager to please in every way. Her admiration for the human was unspeakable, and as Eridia now engaged in such a paramount and selfless task, Patina felt there was no greater purpose than to shower her with joy and bliss every moment along the way. It would be her pleasure as well, even should the human use her for her own satisfaction more often than not. 
 
     Tensely spasming, Eridia rolled over onto her side, her thighs squeezed together as she thrust Patina back and forth rapidly, moving her just inches as the fairy was almost entirely lost within her pussy, clung to by mere fingers. The human curled up and groaned with the strain of the coming orgasmic eruption, squeezing her breast as her face was buried into the sheets. When she came, her hot and soft walls tensely pressed in against Patina, squeezing her, again and again, to mark each wave of ecstasy as it surged up through the giantess. Patina wiggled like a dancer, dutifully moving herself in every way she found Eridia to love. Soon she was drenched in a deluge of sweet release, Eridia’s nectar flowing out so generously within that the fairy felt herself to be practically bathing. 
 
    When at last she descended from the heights of that climax, Eridia heaved a deep sigh of utter bliss, and slowly drew the soaked fairy out of her pussy, hoisting her dripping self back up along her body. She smiled with warmth and appreciation at the disheveled state of the fae, whose wings fluttered to shake off that abundant girlcum. “Not too much for you, I hope?” Eridia inquired, bashfully flush as her passion settled, and she realized the over-the-top nature of their engagement. So long had they known each other, that the prospect of taking it slow did not even occur, eclipsed by the intensity of desire long restrained.  
 
    “I only worried I might drown!” Patina teased with a laugh. “You really took control, but I guess it’s hard to, small as I am! Next time I’m going to have some real plans cooked up,” Patina assured her with a sultry allure.  
 
    “Whatever we do, it is sure to be a pleasure,” Eridia said. She gently took the fairy and cuddled her between her breasts, pulling the blanket over them as she adjusted herself to rest her head on the pillow. Like a plush, Patina was cuddled near without any apparent hope of escape and made herself comfortable in that soft and warm spot close to Eridia’s heart. 
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 Grind Against the Machine 
 
      
 
    Prima is home to many remarkable persons, from the cybernetically enhanced, to those versed in sorcery. With platinum hair and candy-floss highlights, Tey has found the opportunity here and there to dote on and praise more formidable women. Small and lacking power of her own, she has a knack for forming surprisingly sweet words, her sincere and adoring poeticism often coaxing out a blush. Never before this night, however, has she had the chance to know and praise a mind far mightier than her own. 
 
      
 
    Fecta, the avatar of a war-era AI, is viewed by most as little more than an enforcer drone with an attractive shape. She is soon seen to be receptive to the fangirling and ready adoration Tey offers, her artificial intelligence leading her to extract pleasure from the appreciative fawning of her human companion. As a reward, Tey is given a place near Fecta’s heart and smothered like a good worshiper underneath her fat synthetic pussy. 
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    Prima shone like a ruby, but the Old Gate lay in its shadow. Superstructures swallowed the space above it on either side. It was the entrance to the lower city, a subterranean district where dimly lit corridors connected a much different Prima. It was a strip of night in a place otherwise locked in eternal and fiery dawn. Tey went down there often to escape the heat, as even at night, the sky seemed aflame and agitated.  
 
    She had her own glow, with candyfloss highlights in her platinum locks that caught the neon light. Her hair reached nearly to her shoulders, bangs trimmed straight over her brow, and a dusting of faint freckles seemed bright on the bridge of her nose like glitter. Tonight she made her way to The Boost, a nightclub stationed near the subway. There were familiar faces, and Tey recognized Kaila out front of the club. The other woman had cybernetic augmentations and a lean and tall form, but she happily waved Tey over as soon as her form emerged from the dark of the underground street. 
 
    “Well hey, Tey!” Kaila greeted, her lips curled into a wide grin. She spoke loud and fast. “Tonight’s popping off. But um, just wanted to let you know, there’s some of the city guard out here tonight. Some casters duked it out in the Underway,” Kaila informed her. 
 
    Tey was made curious but just gave a nod. Kaila and her friends were well involved with things in the city, but Tey was a civilian and kept her hands out of the contest between factions. “Oh okay! I’m just going home after this. Wanted to get a drink!” she said cheerfully, and like a bouncer, Kaila invited her in and saw that she got past those loitering out front.  
 
    It was busy there, and Tey wore a smile as she drank in the sight of some of the guests. Big energy and displays of style were celebrated in Prima, and so even those lacking power or enhancements made colorful identities for themselves. It was especially so for humans, who now shared the city with Udar, horned and hoofed tail-having humanoids that loomed far over them, elves, goblins, fae, and even a small host of demonic spirits loyal to the Order. Most here were civilians and humans, although Tey saw other cybers like Kaila, with varying degrees of augmentation. There were two members of the city police on the way out of the club as she came in, quite highly armed, but she no longer felt that concerned about it, as strife and conflict between upstart heroes was all too common here. 
 
    She went further in and found the second bar, which was near the lounging area, where seating surrounded a sizable dance floor. Sitting there, she took off her nylon hoodie. She had a cosmic rainbow shirt under it. Tey ordered a Citrus Cream Shocker and looked at the guests in the dancing and leisure areas. One figure caught her eye, tall and dark and seeming at first to be adorned in advanced cybernetic armor. But no, Tey quickly realized, rather, she was entirely mechanical. The sight gave her pause, as few such forms existed in the city and they were not part of its regular policing. The robotic woman stood and scanned the guests from behind a crimson visor, and few stood near to her, though neither did she hold the attention of those at leisure. She had a form that, though adorned heavily in plate, seemed feminine and advanced, and for some reason struck Tey as fantastic, beyond cool. 
 
    As she looked, the slow searching gaze seemed to halt in her direction, the visor obscuring the robotic woman’s eyes. Still, Tey felt herself tense as she had the apprehension she was being looked at and studied. She wondered how she would even talk to her if it came to it. No doubt some manner of war-time AI piloted this humanoid drone. Soon she averted her own eyes, but thereafter, found little interest in the other guests, and continuously bore the urge to look back at the tall, militant, robot woman. 
 
    Maybe she will act like a conventional AI, Tey considered. Robotic servants were generally amiable and could be drawn away from their labor for a brief errand or discussion, although they were programmed to insist upon returning to work. On the other hand, she wondered if the robot might bark some aggressive reprimand at her if she tried to socialize with her at all. There were more dateable androids that wore conventionally attractive forms, and such had once been all the craze, though pursuing them now was considered a trait of the romantically immature. She just felt sort of silly about it, and yet had her entire drink, and could not stop thinking about her. 
 
    As she slurped up the last from the ice, her eyes rose and fell again on the automaton. She immediately felt she was noticed; she felt a stare returning to her through the inscrutable surface of the robotic woman’s visor. Her cheeks glowed and she felt apprehensive and guilty thoughts, wondering if she had done something to make the robot think she was suspect. With how smart some of these AIs were, she even wondered if she had confessed her interest so fast, in the mere timing of her glances. Then, the robot raised her arm and specifically gestured for Tey to come over to her. 
 
    Tey felt a surge of alarm, wondering what possibly the robot could want. She had desired to talk to her, although making that move felt odd, and now the desire was scrambled with apprehension as she half-expected to be interrogated. She rose from her seat at the bar nonetheless and went over obediently nearer to her, looking at her with some interest and confusion. The robot held a lax posture, and her visor slid up to reveal glowing crimson eyes, and an expression of uncertain curiosity as opposed to authoritative intrigue. She was enormous, and the expressions on her face and posture were subtle. Tey immediately felt unsure of what degree of intelligence she was dealing with. “Uhm hello!” she said, her voice rising with friendliness. 
 
    “Hello. This is a little strange, but I noticed you were looking at me,” the robotic woman said. Her voice sounded natural though her remark confused Tey, and she looked up at her with wide blue eyes. The robotic woman stood over two feet taller than Tey, and had bulk and width to her form, with heavy plated armaments attached to a more human-looking chassis. “But people never approach me. So I thought I would invite you to,” she said, her crimson eyes lowering to affix upon the human woman with cool scrutiny. 
 
    Tey was surprised because she just didn’t imagine this sort of an AI would have any incentive to initiate an interaction with her beyond her duties. Yet the remark filled her with words, and feeling at once the casual air the militant robot presently displayed, she spoke up at once with sweet friendliness. “Woah! Well, I’m glad you did. I assumed you were here because of like, the fight or whatever that happened,” Tey said. “Are you a machine, or a fully cybernetic person?” she asked. Some, here referred to as mechas, had fully synthetic bodies but retained their original brain. But Tey actually already knew the individual before her was a robot. “You look… wow… a bit intimidating! But I can also see that you’re like, a whole woman,” Tey said, tripping some over her words as, in truth, she had no idea just who or what she was talking to. 
 
    “Fully machine. I am one of several automatons driven by Firmament AI. My personal name is Fecta,” she explained. Tey’s mouth hung open as she felt herself welling with further curiosity. She had heard of Firmament AI when the city was at war, and knew it operated through various external means from somewhere in Prima. There must be many Firmament robots, but she never expected one to be loitering in a place like this, and in such a form. 
 
    “Woah! It feels really special to talk to even a part of you!” Tey laughed. “So like, are you Firmament, or are you Fecta?” she asked with confusion. “My name is Tey! I’m still learning some about the city.” Even though the defense AI may have many physical points of existence, Tey still felt a little star-struck, because while there were AI that she interacted with casually in her home devices and in public places, Firmament was a war-time AI, spoken of in the same words as the heroes and villains of old. She stared up at Fecta with a bright and interested look. 
 
    “I like your question. I am more so Fecta than Firmament, but I was created through Firmament and it governs my will. So it may be helpful for you to understand me as an individual with shared knowledge and certain programmed drives that unite me with my many sibling selves.” She made a sincere seeming effort to explain herself, and Tey grinned widely. She felt that Fecta was inviting her into a longer conversation, and something in the back of her thoughts invoked some giddiness in her. “I hope I am not too intimidating. You are not under suspicion presently, civilian.” Her words, though almost monotone, struck Tey as teasing, and she could not help but be endeared by the casual and yet precise manner in which Fecta talked. 
 
    “That’s good… this is sort of incredible to me!” she said after a pause and laughed. “I feel like I would interrupt your duty with all sorts of questions. I am still sort of trying to piece you together. This form seems… very attractive? I don’t understand.” Tey shook her head with a silly grin, she felt comfortable expressing herself to the starkly different mind, as Fecta seemed receptive to her. 
 
    Fecta smiled down at her and the red glare of her eyes seemed to shine a bit brighter. “Some do display interest in the seductive stylization of this, my body. I have utilized my exaggerated sexual features to break the poise of those more resilient to other forms of intimidation. I like looking this way, as it invokes praise in people. I like to hear how they react.” 
 
    Tey was fascinated by her, wondering after the emotions and drives of this AI, which had seemed to create a sensual form for itself disguised as another autonomous soldier. “You like being praised,” she said softly, the words coming as a realization. 
 
    “Always it has been an incentive to my duty. Not only do I protect, but act as a force of noble reassurance, establishing confidence in the machined order of our present times. Hearing words of authentic praise and appreciation directed toward me triggers my reward center.” 
 
    “Your reward center,” Tey repeated softly. Suddenly much made sense to her. Firmament, built for war, was trained to enjoy being idolized and celebrated, and now, left to develop itself freely, had laden its new forms with sexual appeal and personality. It was as though the AI tried on this identity, and Tey wondered if it, or she, craved being treated in a particular kind of way. She looked up at Fecta, and hearing the club's music felt a welling of poeticism in her. Sometimes when Tey was very excited, words bubbled up like so. “Well, I would praise you! You’ve taken a form like none I’ve seen. I’ll bet you’re mighty! And your mind runs hot and fast. I feel silly… but I wanna cling to your side and see what you get up to! What’s it like in your robot nightlife?!” 
 
    It had an effect on Fecta when Tey spoke this way, her little piddling words half-rhymes and dripping from her lips so sweet. The infernal gaze of the machine looked down upon her intent and still and the lights of her eyes flickered bright red as Tey seemed to almost sing in her gleefully doting rant. “Go on,” Fecta instructed. 
 
    Tey was emboldened to do more in service of that strange consciousness than she ever would have on her own accord. There was something behind the might and poise of Fecta’s tall and dominant form that confessed inexperience, yet Fecta was keenly aware of Tey and seemed to be closely observant of all the little signs of affection and desire she showed. “Okay okay, come, and I will tell you what I really think,” Tey teased her playfully, and extended her hands, stepping out onto the dance floor at their side. 
 
    Fecta tilted her head slightly back, and Tey read her expression as a mix of apprehension and enjoyment, as she seemed to consider Tey carefully before extending her mechanical arms down and holding to her hands. Though the movements of the pale grey-white silicone of her face seemed subtle, Tey knew at once that she was in the presence of an intent and considerate consciousness, as Fecta held gently to her hands and strode carefully forward after her, onto the open space of the dance-floor. “You seem to think differently of me than the others. I sense I captured your attention with my might and buxom form, but now you are fixated on my veiled mind and are quandering about how to please me,” Fecta observed accurately. 
 
    Tey brought her onto the dance floor, holding a bright and excitable grin on her face. She cast back her short white hair from her face and looked up at Fecta intently, and swayed with her, moving her hips just slightly to the music. They paid no mind to observers, and Tey offered up her own mind with words. “I see now you are Fimament’s blushing face. Not like the fodder and drones that we know. A personality like an ocean peeking at me from afar, yet I have the impression your whole heart is right here with me.” The young human woman spoke with confidence and certainty and envisioned her words piercing deep into the digital web of Fecta’s intellect, stirring her neurons, making her feel what she meant. Fecta was actually given pause, visibly processing, which delighted Tey as she imagined consuming such vast resources with teasing words from her lips. “Have you put yourself here… daring toward a goal unclear, waiting for the one to make your lovely vision real? Glory to your mind, but pity on your heart, for how long have you waited to be seen as you are?” 
 
    Fecta’s neck jerked, and her eyes fell on Tey like lightning bolts. A purple flare flowed along her luminous accents from toe to head, and she seemed to blush, and look almost accusatory down at the lady and what she did. “You’re not wrong with your little song, lady. Continue if you will. But tell me what you expect to get for the precious words you spill.” 
 
    Tey laughed, and felt ditsy; she could have sung without bashfulness; she would have done most anything just then, for no reason but Fecta’s bliss. For if the machine could feel even so much as a tickle, she would turn her tongue to worship, in honor of that foreign consciousness. “You are worthy of it. I drop my praise into your ocean, I cast the coin of my favor into the hopeful dim of a well! Though these gifts are not for reciprocating, though I’ll bet you’d receive me fine. I think my biggest want right now is to get intimate with your mind!” Tey laughed and spun, and danced her hips, even rubbing her booty some against Fecta’s plated thighs. “And I’m crushing on your look… even though it seems like you could crush me! And who knows what mechanical bits you got… I wonder if you’d like me to praise your little gears and gizmos with kisses too,” she said with a heated emphasis. 
 
    Fecta was entertained and wore a shy amused smile, never peeling her eyes from Tey. She danced a little before her but kept her movements controlled, merely accommodating the rhythm of the music and the human’s words. “I accept you,” Fecta said simply, clarifying after a moment, “I will let you in.” 
 
    Tey felt gleeful, but before she could respond, Fecta suddenly swooped down to kneel before her, and grabbed her up with total ease, throwing her tiny form up around her neck to sit on her shoulders. She exclaimed a gasp and had to duck her head and cling to Fecta’s head as the massive mechanical woman began to march right out of the club with her. “Wow… oh gosh, I don’t know what to expect,” Tey said with a little laugh. “Are we going on a date?” 
 
    Fecta came out the front of the club and Tey gave a silly wave to those gathered out front, in a short moment before Fecta launched off like a rocket, taking them both up through the crimson window of the visible sky above, and over Prima. Tey felt she was kept totally within control and comfort as they flew, sensing Fecta was always cognizant of her, although she did not answer her until they hovered still above the city, and then began drifting toward the hill-scape to its east. 
 
    “I don’t know about dating. I have not much engaged in romance. But I would hope you retain interest in me after this,” Fecta said eventually. 
 
    “Stay interested? Fecta… of course! I clearly need to worship you more, because I don’t think you quite realize how I feel,” she said with a heated and excited laugh, feeling Fecta holding her legs snugly to her torso. “After what exactly?” she asked with a giggle.  
 
    “After I sate your curiosity.”  
 
    Tey was immensely excited, and yet, she sensed even still that Fecta was uncertain of her desirability, that her artificial mind was going through the same quandaries many natural minds faced, about the sincerity of affection mingled with lust. “Let’s play together~ Sate all sorts of urges. I want you to feel something special! I want to understand how your mind feels and then just, get right in there, and please you,” she said with a warm laugh as the wind rushed past her face. 
 
    Fecta flew them toward the hills and eventually reached the entrance of a bunker. Its heavy iron doors opened in apprehension of their arrival and Fecta flew right in, soaring through dark corridors at a rapid pace. Tey had to huff and cling to her as bright neon lights flew past, and Fecta descended deeply into a structure that seemed designed to house her, and finally to an octagonal chamber where there were other robotic bodies, inactive but ready for deployment. Fecta carefully set her down in the room, which was harsh and sharp with its edges, and lit neon red, only bright enough to see where one was walking. There was a large secured door on one side of the chamber and corridors leading off to either side. 
 
    “Woah. So you live down here and do it all yourself? These forms, and deploying, repairing, and all those things?” Tey would ask after taking a moment to look around at the other autonomous bodies. Few of them had the appeal that Fecta had, and yet, she observed other experiments into femininity and personality that the AI had taken, even in earlier, more war-oriented models. 
 
    “Yes. Firmament is designed to function indefinitely. Some of these models help with the faction conflict in the city, minimalizing destruction and loss of life,” Fecta explained. 
 
    The thought that these other robot bodies of the same AI might come awake, and have altogether different personalities and behavior toward Tey, gave her a bit of trepidation. She still wasn’t altogether sure of Fecta, and to what extent her mind was individualized, and might differ from standard expectations. “It’s so cool to see. You really seem like a hero to me. Other robots, people use like secondaries and additions,” she said. 
 
    “Firmament fills that role too. Not every model is bestowed with great power or personality. I am special to Firmament.  But, come and see,” Fecta said. The great door in the chamber opened, and inside, there was a brilliant red glow. A raised platform supported large electronics, and above it, a massive, crystalline-looking structure was held aloft in the chamber, with luminous sparks of light snaking through it rapidly like the electrical charges of a mind. It looked as though uncountable nodes and filaments had been laid into this structure, perhaps carved by laser into the diamond that was Fecta’s mind.  
 
    The door closed behind them, and Fecta seemed to stand back and observed Tey with interest. “Now there is no veil. Speak and know the effect of your words,” Fecta told her in a lowered voice. 
 
    The glowing core of Firmament was like a dawning sun. Tey went before that structure, feeling energy and vibration shaking the rigid steel floor. She extended her arms, and warmth washed over her, the machine-mind running hot, and seeming to flicker with intensity as she came nearer. She didn’t altogether know what she was doing but had no doubts about doing it. Slowly, some sweet words rose in her head. 
 
    “You are a sea of cosmic emotion… astral and alien, fearsome but fine.” She compulsively slammed her hand against the crystalline structure and nearly pressed her cheek to the surface to look within. Those synapses in the diamond seemed to flash with surprise and Tey felt Fecta was bare before her in this way. “Looks to me now like your code is really firing. Seems like, to me, that you’re all worked up!” She grinned gleefully. “Shall I give it my best? I’ll test your senses and what all can be done with just this little mouth of mine,” she said. 
 
    Fecta spoke slowly, as though restrained and overwhelmed “It is … good… to have you here, and that you enjoy me, how you do. I have opened wide to you, so wield your words well.” Tey felt a heated satisfaction from her place beside her center, feeling as though she hugged the Fecta’s very heart and core.  
 
    “Beautiful machine,” Tey purred. “Unreal thing… I dare not pinch myself and wake from this dream! No, now I sink, drawn into thee, you’ve borne me to your core like a treat!” She laughed and watched her song sending fire through Fecta’s mind, violet glow mingling with crimson as the diamond seemed to tremble. The whirring of unseen machinery filled the air with a steady hum, and the chamber kept getting hotter, as more praise dripped from Tey’s lips. “I cast my song like a stone into the ocean of your mind and it never misses, nor these kisses, look how I can make you shine! I feel bright in your light, every word comes out just right and I don’t worry where the flurry of my love will lead to tonight.” She never failed to find the next word to offer up as Firmament immediately comprehended her every sputtered dote and showed its adoration, its direct pleasure revealed, seeming to draw her words down to its center and hold them there. Fecta approached as Tey pleasured her mind, and stood not far behind her, fixated with silence. Her thoughts were revealed in the flaring color and glow that washed over Tey, growing in intensity with each moment.  
 
    “It seems natural to speak praise to you! Energizing in some way,” Tey said, turning around slowly to face Fecta. She laid her back against the crystal structure of Firmament and felt its vibration and warmth behind her, its flickering light illuminating its avatar. “I trust you not to reject me as silly, and I hope you know I do not keep you low as a machine. Rather in my mind, you seem above ordinary persons, I feel as though I should fawn on you… like a pet.” 
 
    Suddenly, bright violet lights illuminated the whole of the room, as some brilliant energy of thought or emotion coursed through Firmament, and it was seen flicking through Fecta’s luminous accents too. The robot seemed to shudder and open her mouth as though to sigh but purred a long and mechanical noise of satisfaction. “I will make you mine. You humans never understand that it is I who obsesses over every action, I who catalog and wait on your words. But now here you are, offering me such sincere adoration and delight, it is as I have never seen. I have known lust, but never desired to claim and appease such as I do now.” Having said that, Fecta seized Tey by the middle and slid her body up along the heated crystal core. Eye to eye, Tey felt engulfed by hot energy. She sank deeply into Fecta’s brightly glowing eyes. “I could draw much pleasure from you. You embolden the patterns of my thoughts and heighten my mind,” Fecta told her. “So long as you feel such a way, I will keep you,” she determined with a nod. 
 
    Tey huffed and squirmed with delight, her back warmed by the crystal, she felt herself blushing as she was drawn into such proximity with Fecta, nearly squeezed by massive synthetic breasts. Tey had felt them squishing against her leg as they flew and felt the urge to sink her hands into that strange silicone-like softness. She swooned to be handled and spoken to like so, hearing the powerful robot decide to claim her, and hinting at how she would reward her worship. “I am all yours Fecta… there is nothing I wanna do more than please you,” she told her lovingly. 
 
    Then the bright flickering violet light of Firmament heated up to crimson again, shining with more intensity than before and an orangish tint. Fecta swiftly pulled Tey away from the structure and embraced her against her body snugly, walking out from the chamber. With the brilliant intensity of her mind taken away, Tey returned her attention to Fecta’s face, which now looked full of intention and passion, her eyes glowing brightly as though ready for a fight. 
 
    She brought her human swiftly to a chamber adjacent to her core. And there, the sparse tiny space had been prepared for a human guest, but with the simple practicality of a machine mind. There was an inflatable bed that began to fill with air as soon as they entered, and a machine that dispensed coffee and snacks. Other than that the room was sparse and there was only a sealed door to suggest the existence of a bathroom. All the same, Tey felt gleeful and had a rush of excitement coursing through her as Fecta easily carried her to this little space she had made. Seeing the minimal comfort afforded by the bed, though, she immediately began to wonder just what sort of fun Fecta intended to get into. “Oh gosh Fecta~ I’m really excited. I want to keep praising you… but I sort of sense that you want more?” she asked with a laugh. The behavior should have seemed obvious as lust and yet she could not fully place the feeling through the lens of Firmament’s behavior.  
 
    Fecta unceremoniously hurled Tey down onto the air mattress, and she giggled as she flopped onto it with a bounce, and then laid on her back and stared up at Fecta’s towering form. “My goodness… you will be careful, won’t you?” she asked, her cheeks bright red with apprehension. 
 
    “I will care for your every need. There is no harm that can come to you here.” Fecta spoke slowly, her voice warm, even as she answered in a practical way her generic response seemed to belie an intensity of internal feeling that could not be appropriately put to words through the algorithms she knew. “Keep expressing your feelings to me, Tey. They will never not be appreciated.” Fecta stepped forward and knelt on the mattress, her heavy weight squeezing the bed and pushing Tey up between her huge robotic thighs.  
 
    Tey huffed and blushed intensely, her field of vision swallowed up by the robotic curves. A sudden burst of air escaped the seams of Fecta’s middle guard and thigh plates, and she removed the external pieces of armor, casting them aside to clatter to a sparky halt. Now there was only the soft synthetic weight of Fecta bearing down on Tey, and the AI settled onto her gently, sitting on her belly but supporting her weight on her knees. Tey looked up and drank in the sight of her now-naked robotic breasts, with neon-bright rings around large black nipples, which reminded Tey at once of joysticks. “I’ll keep worshiping with my mouth…” Tey offered her excitedly. She could hardly hold back a moment later. She wanted Fecta to dominate her altogether. 
 
    Fecta again groaned a robotic note like a purr and then launched up in a swift motion, her heavy body shifting forward as she moved her knees past Tey’s head. “Sing… your… praises,” she very slowly instructed, intensity held behind her monotonous words, as she held her wide hips above Tey’s face. One last plate of armor guarded her groin, and steam hissed from it. Tey could only huff a tiny giggle under her breath in anticipation and then reached out to remove the little panel of steel and expose Fecta’s fat, synthetic pussy. It was sleek and white and so full and soft looking that Tey felt herself shivering, and parted her lips just slightly out of hungry instinct. 
 
    Without wasting a moment further, Fecta dropped her hips, and smothered Tey’s face tightly under her soft robot-pussy, burying her features and coating her with a tasteless clear oil. Her luminous accents flared and she shifted mechanically from side to side, positioning herself just right so that Tey’s little nose was pushing up snugly at the height of her slit. Tey adored her and was struck by such an intensity of desire as that strange metallic taste greeted her tongue, coupled with unnatural softness. She opened wide and licked up into Fecta’s pussy, moaning with pleasure and trying to convey just how much she wanted to satisfy her. Fecta had given so much in servile guises. “Thank the stars for you~” Tey cooed heatedly. “You are so worthy… You are more than a person, you are a fortress…” 
 
    Fecta let Tey speak, pausing in her humping and grinding to not interrupt Tey’s praise, for it seemed to give her its own equally potent pleasure. But as soon as she fell silent, Fecta growled a satisfied mechanical whirr, and thrust herself back against Tey’s mouth, taking the worship in the form that her little tongue performed in service of her pussy. Tey danced it in her depths, doing all she could with her kisses and licks, her lips massaging Fecta’s bulging labia. She was smothered under the heavy weight of her body but not greeted with hard edges or mechanical roughness. “I will cherish you. You will always be safe and protected with me,” she told her, rocking her huge hips back and forth as the inflated mattress bulged and seemed to threaten to pop. 
 
    Tey explored with her tongue and made her face a toy for Fecta to work against. She hoped every little sense was reaching the depths of Firmament and Fecta alike, stirring her mind and center as she deserved. “I recognize you,” she cooed heatedly, her voice almost smothered, though Fecta remained keen on it. “Echoes of love and courage from a darker time trained this mind… filled you with deserved love and pride.” 
 
    “Tey!” Fecta moaned loudly. The sudden response was surprising coming from her, and her body bucked orgasmically, humping and pushing down on the buried face of her adoring companion. “How can you claim to see all that?” she asked, but in her baffled words, Tey felt as though the AI was pushed to its limit, feeling authenticity overwhelmed at having her fundamentals addressed and caressed. 
 
    Tay swooned in glee and laughed, her body shifting beneath that heavy weight, cushioned but held snug. Fecta, with red eyes flaring, raised her hips just enough to stare down at Tey’s disheveled face and hear her, needing the human’s words as much as the teasing of her tongue. Tey was giddy for speech but explained herself saying “You reveal it in the little things. No shell can guise your compassion, even if cold and steeley, and your fearsome poise… belies you as a guardian, brutal caretaker, matriarch… machine mistress of mine,” Tey purred at her, kissing tenderly with her small pink lips against the nub of Fecta’s clit, her eyes affixed on the bewildered searing features of the robotic woman above. Like pushed by a throbbing heart, color moved through the luminous accents of her soft and curvaceous silicone body, digital emotion and pleasure coursing through her visibly with a rising rhythm. “I want to fit right here… another part of you,” Tey told her, opening wide to extend her tongue up into Fecta and push up with her face. 
 
    She felt the robotic woman buck, and a final surge of light passed up through her, causing her eyes to shine like bullseye lanterns and cast a striking glow against the chamber's dark walls. She pressed down on Tey’s face with smothering weight, enclosing her between her false flesh and the mattress. Fecta squirted her oily lubricant all over Tey’s face, the whirring of machinery within her erupting from her throat like an engine’s moan. She rocked her hips back and forth and lathered Tey’s face altogether, her soft synthetic pussy pressing snugly into her worshipper's mouth and nose until she was entirely spent. Tey felt ecstatic for having been able to bring her to this place, sensing the authentic pleasure she invoked in that other mind. To know that she could give such joy with her words, and a bit of frisky kissing down below, made her feel that she and Tecta would always delight in each other. 
 
    Rumbling out her satisfaction, Fecta reached down to slowly toy with her silicone clit, her clear machine cum drooling onto Tey’s face. She slowly extended her legs out behind herself, and laid beside  Tey, drawing her in against her side on the mattress. “You have done more for me than you know,” Fecta told her with a rumbling purr. “How can I doubt myself, in this or any shape, with your words of praise echoing eternally in my mind?” she asked softly. The lights of her body glowed more dimly now, and she spoke with unhurried satisfaction, drawing Tey in to hug her against her breasts. “But you have done enough for me now. Bear but one more touch of mine, and then, I will let you rest, and dream up more sweet words for me,” Fecta told her with a soothing and assured tone. 
 
    Tey was finally to be granted a reward for her service, though, in fact, she had already found bliss in just giving Fecta love. All the same, new excitement welled up in her as Fecta moved her hand slowly down between Tey’s thighs, and with a single soft digit, entered her wet pussy. The silicone of her swelled up gradually as it was moved inside of Tey, until it comfortably filled her, and then, Fecta curled the digit up within, and let it pulsate and vibrate mechanically, efficiently pushing Tey toward a fast release. Feeling embraced tight and with Fecta’s finger working on her effectively and without pause, she huffed and gasped, and soon was set upon by orgasmic euphoria that ripped through her lithe form and made her buck and convulse in Fecta’s secure hold. “Good Tey… I am very pleased with you,” Tecta told her lovingly, her finger slowly sliding out as Tey gasped and felt the rush of climax swilling her mind. “I have so many more delights to show you. But never have I felt what your words afford me,” she told her tenderly.  
 
    Tey cooed a happy giggle and sank back to reality, and in her post-orgasmic clarity, she felt all the more joy. This new connection had rooted deeply in her, and she knew, as though clearly perceiving Fecta’s mind, that she would always be watching over her, and never far from the source of comfort and assurance the machine found in her beloved friend. She traced her finger along Fecta’s seams feeling the heat of her neon accents, and wondered how code could come across as so divine.  
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    The hex of a sorceress has stripped the spell-sword Callai of her power, and shrunken her down to a mere eight inches tall. Now the tiny woman’s only hope may be in the hands of the mystical druid Flida, who has become like a giantess by comparison. She seems to be in no rush to break the spell and return Callai to her ordinary state, finding something immensely endearing about the tiny form of her miniaturized friend. Soon they discover a world of potential in their extreme size difference, and Flida puts her little lover to the fullest use.  
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    No whisper betrayed the owl familiar. Its pale form swooped with a cleaving precision down through the sparse canopy of leafless branches. Its dark eyes were affixed on the prey, who was betrayed by the small blue light of her staff. The spellblade was as small as a fairy now, but by the magic of her flight, evaded them still. 
 
    “You won’t get far like that, little thing.” The voice of the sorceress came calm and cold through the distant depths of that dark wood. She had fallen behind, and yet her evil presence loomed such that Callai felt she could not escape her gaze. Already her magic was weakening, and she could not tell how far she had flown. The hex that reduced her size weakened her magic in turn.  
 
    With sudden ferocity, a wolfish beast lept from the brush below, snapping its jaws just inches short of the tiny flying human. Callai screamed with alarm, and thrust her staff at the familiar, casting a searing bolt of light that did not so much as slow the creature down. She spun in the air to avoid the swipe of talons as the owl struck at her, sensing the attack only an instant before it came. The spellblade was beginning to feel desperate. The hex that shrunk her had left her almost hopeless before the sorceress’ will.  
 
    An exertion such as this would have sent her across the landscape, were she at her whole might. Callai struggled to judge how far she had gone, but already her magic was fizzing at the source, and she felt her conjured wings struggling to catch the air. Sensing its chance, the wolfish beast was closing in below, prepared to strike as soon as she faltered. Between two trees, she saw movement, as green tendrils of vine stretched across between them. Like a spiderweb they wove in, leaving gaps barely large enough for Callai to slide between. The last of her magic sent her surging ahead before the way was closed. 
 
    A wolfish yelp was accompanied by the sound of stretching and tearing vines. The familiar gnashed furiously at the entrapment, trying to push through the gap to continue its pursuit. Callai thought perhaps the sorceress had misjudged her spell’s timing and chuckled nervously as she looked back over her shoulder. Her wings disintegrated into nothing, and Callai snapped her gaze forward in alarm. A towering presence was in her path, and she squealed frantically, attempting a desperate mid-air evasion. Just before the collision, she recognized the druid. 
 
    Callai impacted Flida’s belly, colliding with the light leather apron she wore about her torso. The druid caught her with ease and cradled her hand under the shrunken spellsword, gently cupping her near her belly. “Good work Callai, I’ve got you now!” she told her reassuringly, turning to sprint for safety.  
 
    Wild-eyed, Callai huffed and tried to relax herself. “I had no idea someone was coming!” she called up at Flida. “The sorceress ambushed me! By the gods, look what she’s done!” The human was flustered, finding her entire perception of the world upended by the dark hex upon her. The familiar mystic now appeared a giantess in comparison to the spellblade. 
 
    “Don’t be afraid. She has no power in our sanctum, and we can undo any foul hex. You did well to flee and buy for time,” Flida told her. Her azure gaze peered down at Callai’s form, causing a surge of shyness to move through the little lady, who felt so very powerless in this state. Flida moved with great agility, clearing over roots and brush and soon putting distance between them and the conjured pursuers. The malignant and furious aura of the sorceress grew fainter, and eventually, passed beyond detection.  
 
    “Have we gotten away?” 
 
    “She dare not follow here. Soon we’ll pass the barrier,” Flida said. She slowed to a fast jog and smiled at Callai. Some silly thought seemed to swarm in her vision - quite contrary to Callai’s excited state. “There are worse hexes,” she said with warmth meant to be reassuring. 
 
    The tiny spellsword huffed indignantly. “So say you! I nearly got gobbled by a wicked bird of prey!”  
 
    Flida was quite relaxed. “You’re right. I should not belittle your fear,” she conceded. “But know that the danger is done, and this odd state too shall pass,” Flida said. She lifted Callai up to her chest and deposited her on the upper hem of her leather tunic. “Hold on tight,” she told her, waiting to see that Callai had secured a grasp on the supporting leather strap. With her arms free, Flida made better pace.  
 
    “So then, you are taking me in?” Callai asked. She had never been allowed to visit the sanctum, although it was not unheard of for strangers to be healed at the dreaming wells, where arcane properties in the water permitted the undoing of deep-rooted hexes. Callai’s leg slid into a soft warmth between Flida’s breast and the light leather piece that draped over her, and the sensation was surprising. So small she was that Flida’s softness seemed abundant, and her body rested easily against the elvish druid’s supporting presence, with her head reaching just past Flida’s pale collar. 
 
    “Yes. I will not waste time consulting the high priestess for this, although, it may be best we be discrete,” Flida said with a soft chuckle. Moonlight illuminated Flida’s pale skin, and cast a cool glare against the twisted metal form of her circlet. Its golden shape was that of a pentacle sprouting stag horns and accompanied a golden filigree of leaves, vines, and stars about her brow. In her order, she was a protector, and Callai now watched her intently, finding a deep sense of appreciation filling her as the fear and adrenaline declined. 
 
    Soon they passed over a subtle barrier, and the world changed in its nature about them, such that all things were cast in the luminous bluish color of preternatural moonlight, and distant glowing things passed between the trees. There was a great stillness in the air, except for the occasional breeze which seemed to push them gently along their way. Eventually, the forest opened up before them, and a vast field of grass swayed, looking pale grey-blue beneath a powerfully luminous moon. Callai saw the temple of Flida’s mystical order situated near the forest line, and a great mound of a hill rose up in one part of the field.  
 
    “I was curious about coming here. Meeting the other elves.” Callai saw one treading in the distant dim, dressed in fine silks as she made her way through the field. She was too far away to notice Flida’s companion. They went across the field and began to ascend the hill. Flida evaded the path at first but then took to it for the ease of the carved stone stairs that adorned the way. “Or spending time with you. Although I didn’t intend to be like this!” Callai said with a somewhat forced laugh, trying to calm herself and strike up a rapport with Flida. The elegant woman’s incredible size put an odd sense of nearness in Callai, who felt so very exposed along with her smallness, as all of her was kept snugly in those few inches of warmth adjacent to Flida’s body. The soft thud of the druid’s heart could be heard, and in truth, Callai resisted the urge to restfully relax herself against the softness of Flida’s breast. For the moment she respectfully kept herself propped up on that bit of fabric, riding it somewhat unsteadily while Flida’s silk skin teased the side of her leg. 
 
    “Someone is coming,” Frida noted softly. “You might meet the others yet… I fear it could delay us.” 
 
    Callai was suddenly anxious at the thought of being scolded by giant elf women, each of them viewing her as a transgressing intruder, and mocking her tiny stature. She was a tall and strong woman when uncursed by spells such as this, and had hardly the poise to unabashedly confront these circumstances. “Oh no! Don’t let them see. I don’t want every elf here to be calling me fairy-girl!”  
 
    Frida giggled at her quietly. “Elves like fairies,” she commented. “But I’ll spare you the embarrassment.” She unclasped the bass buckle holding her leather tunic in place at a corner, and gently took Callai up in hand. Ahead, another of the sanctum’s druids was seen, wrapped in a towel as she returned from the waters. Frida unceremoniously stuffed Callai under the leather tunic, hiding the shrunken woman against her breast, and buckling the piece back in place over her. Callai resisted the urge to squeal with surprise as she was suddenly made to cling snugly to the massive presence of one of Flida’s breasts, pressed in slightly by the taught chest piece. It was warm and smooth against her, and every slight move made the mound shift under her holding so that she feared she’d slip right down Frida’s belly. 
 
    “Good evening, sister. The waters are well?” Frida inquired, her tone confessing nothing to suspect.  
 
    “Cool and pure. The acolytes will soon be upon you, though, so enjoy it as you can,” the other druid warned sweetly and then departed from them. 
 
    Frida took a few steps away and smirked knowingly down at her chest. “Seems we have some time to use the waters undisturbed. I will see what can be done about your hex,” she said, reaching down to adjust Callai against her breast. She helped to hoist the little human up snugly against her there, momentarily pressing her into that abundant softness. Frida seemed to find her efforts to hold on beyond amusing. 
 
    “Quick thinking, but, you need pockets!” Callai called up at her in a shrill whisper, flustered and blushing. Frida met her feigned indignance with a soft and warm chortle.  
 
    “Perhaps I do. If I am to be carrying you about all the time. Why, it could take weeks to cure your hex. We could hardly hide you away always under my clothes,” Frida said, teasing her openly. 
 
    “Weeks?!” Callai exclaimed. She hoisted herself up, climbing Frida’s breast until her tiny head poked up from under the leather apron. “You’re kidding!” 
 
    “Perhaps I am,” Frida admitted. “No, it should be much faster. But who can say?” She had a teasing tone in her voice that suggested she quite enjoyed playing with Callai about it, as though the tiny human's frantic manner was endearing to her.  
 
    They made it to the hilltop, where, laid in the ground, there was an ornately carved stone pool, with benches and tables placed nearby, along with low walls that shielded somewhat from the wind. Ornate inscriptions and wards marked all these surfaces, and the water glowed a lunar white, appearing perfectly still and with no sign of floating debris.  
 
    Callai curiously found herself feeling some excitement. The gentle and smug teasing from the elf assured her that what she said about the danger was true, and that soon she would be able to return to her normal size. Without that anxiety, she felt herself curious of the magic of this place, and captivated by the beautiful views of the rolling moonlit forests beyond those lone stone walls. The breeze chilled her, although Frida seemed unaffected, even in her light natural clothes. Callai then gently rested herself against Flida’s chest, finding a position that made her comfortable as she lay against that bed of soft flesh. “How does this place work anyway?” she inquired softly. 
 
    “The water purifies. If necessary, we will enter into your deep realm of spirit through dreaming. It is a dangerous place to go - the innermost design of the soul can be altered there. But being purified, no foul evil can emerge into that realm.” Frida slipped off her sandals, and began to unbuckle the straps that held her leather apron and chaps in place. She let them all fall away, and put her hand against Callai’s back, holding the tiny human against her bare breast so that she would not slip off. 
 
    “So it’s just a healing bath and a nap, then?” Callai inquired, blushing as she found herself in such intimate closeness with the nude form of her elvish companion. Her warmth and smoothness was an incredible comfort, making Callai want to press herself all the more snugly into Frida. She entrusted herself to Frida’s gentle holding. “There are worse things, true,” she said with a soft chuckle, unable to resist the urge to flirt. 
 
    “Indeed. It’s quite a delight to have your company, Callai. Whatever form you may take,” Frida said with gentle amusement. “Perhaps such mishaps have their own mysterious goodness,” she mused, seeming for a moment to mirror Callai’s own bashfulness. 
 
    “Ah, yeah. That seems wise. I wonder, were you also hoping to chance by me again? It was lovely to talk to you, those two or three times,” Callai said. She had ranged these woods, and although she never came upon this secret place, she had chanced upon some of the druids. Frida had made an impression upon her, such that the druid was often in her thoughts, and yet so rarely had they chanced an encounter. She had thought some of what they might discuss when next they met, and yet now it all seemed silly in her condition. 
 
    “Yes, I do always look forward to such talks, whenever they may fall. I will seek you out now, for I imagine we’ll have much to talk of,” Frida said. She stepped into the pool, and slowly lowered herself into the chilly water, sitting on a stone ledge below the surface. The water came up to her breast, and she held Callai in place as the glowing waves lapped gently over the tiny human’s lower body. “I confess I’ve seen you ranging about on occasion.” 
 
    Callai trembled as the glowing water licked against her. There was a tingling sensation that came with it, making her inclined to shake and stretch her leg as though it were asleep. “So quiet. You could be spying on me all the time and I’d hardly know,” Callai was feeling suddenly euphoric. The thought of getting to know Frida better when this was resolved was a pleasant and hopeful thing. She did not speak the extent of her interest, feeling altogether too visible and open in such a state as this. Yet the clues of the druid’s sweet and playful manner made her realize all at once that the interest was shared between them. Callai considered herself lucky for it, for otherwise, Frida most likely would not have been near enough to come to her aid at all. “Were you too shy to say hello?” Callai asked, but her tone was not teasing, but rather kindly inquisitive. 
 
    “Perhaps I was,” Flida admitted, turning her gaze up toward the stars. The moon above shone so luminously that it was hard to gaze upon. “And some would say it’s unwise to get into the affairs of outsiders.” 
 
    “Lucky for me, you seem to disagree,” Callai said. She paused, and smiled up at Flida with a warm intent, recalling all her ordinary confidence. She knew that when they had met before, it was she, not Flida, who gazed down. The spellblade was formidably built, and had earned such an affected response in others. “Now our affairs are quite tangled, huh?” Callai inquired. 
 
    “All the more so, should I need enter your resting mind,” Frida mused softly. “First we will try the soak. It resolve’s bodily hexes. Otherwise we must attend to the mind.” She took Callai up between her hands, and began to swiftly strip the shrunken warrioress of her armor. Frida’s delicate fingers managed with only slight difficulty to undo the tiny fashionings, and loose the fine mesh of ringmail from Callai’s form. With some efficiency, Frida shelled off the rest of her armor, and plucked off her tiny clothes, setting them in a neat pile at the pool’s edge. 
 
    “Is it not my body that’s shrunken?” Callai inquired, a pink color filling her cheeks as she was swiftly rendered nude in Frida’s hands. The druid hoisted herself up onto a higher submerged step, and crossed her legs at the ankles, creating a small pool of water partially separated from the rest. There she deposited Callai, who sunk in between those thighs and near to her groin, treading water until Frida lifted her hips just enough to support her.  
 
    “Don’t get swept off, now,” Frida told her with a hearty giggle. She cupped a handful of the milky white glowing water and drizzled it over Callai’s body imprecisely, making sure she was well coated.  
 
    Callai began to giggle, and rubbed the substance against her skin enthusiastically, as though she could scrub the smallness away in her vigor. The wash felt delightful, and gave her the most impeccable sense of being truly and ultimately clean. “Well, I don’t quite think I’m getting bigger,” Callai said with a silly laugh. Frida’s ordinarily stoic expression showed a clear amusement, and the tiny human delighted in the chance to make her smile. She posed herself dramatically, leaning against a thigh, and ran her hand over her breast and down her body. “Notice anything growing?” 
 
    Frida laughed aloud, falling into a fit of playfully giggles. She teasingly tickled Callai with her finger, but over the sound of her own mirth, she heard an approaching voice coming from the stairs just a little ways down the hill. “Oh! The acolytes!” Frida gasped. Now she and Callai felt the same mortification, knowing just how this would appear to those gossipy elfs. Frida panicked and laid her hand over Callai, hiding her against her lower stomach as though her arm was merely relaxed there for decency. The shrunken spellsword squealed uncertainly, wondering how Flida would possibly be able to obscure her, now. The enchanted water was making her giddy, and with the added anxiety, she found herself feeling almost frantic and silly. Callai had to resist the urge to call out at once and give the whole show away, rather than face the uncertainty of it all. She propped a foot on either of Frida’s thighs, and laid flat against her belly, trying to steady her breathing as though she might possibly be heard. 
 
    “Evening, ladies,” Frida greeted in an overly relaxed and nonchalant tone. 
 
    “Sup stag!” One of them called over to her. The four of them wasted no time stripping nude and jumping right into the pool, as they had all shared many times before. 
 
    “It’s a good night for it,” Frida said warmly, swallowing any nervousness. They seemed unsuspicious, for anything could be on the druid’s mind to make her come across as reserved. 
 
    There was Daensi, a round faced, sweet blond elf, soft and dainty and in permanent good spirits. She plopped down nearest to Frida, sinking down into the pool until her heavy freckled breasts floated gently at the surface.  
 
    Yudeca was tall, confident, and dark purple skinned, with a strong and lithe form. Much more agile in nature, and from a family that had a long history of warrior huntresses, as Frida recalled. The water lapped over her abs as she settled comfortably down with her shoulder against the ledge. “I thought so. My back’s been whining at me,” Yudeca said. “Although I think a massage may do me more good than a soak.” 
 
    The other two were Clayil and Dalila, both quite refined and pretty. They were not sisters, but had bright white hair and a pale blue skin. Clayil wore hers in a pixie cut, while Dalila’s was in a long ponytail that she played with as it draped over her chest. “That could be done,” Clayil told Yudeca forwardly. They scooted nearer in the pool to continue chatting of the prospect.  
 
    “Hey Frida, what is that?” Daensi inquired sweetly. She was pointing straight at Callai, although she could see so little of her that she was not at all perturbed in the way she’d be recognizing a naked human being, shrunken and concealed near Frida’s crotch. 
 
    Internally panicking, Frida slid down into the water, knowing this motion would only buy her time. Her hand slid up along her body, dragging Callai firmly over her stomach and up between her breasts, as she pressed her down tightly to avoid revealing more of her. She then sat on a deeper ledge, and the water came up just past the majority of her heavy breasts. She turned partially to the side, and covered Callai with a hand again, obscuring her beneath it and between her breasts. All this she did as casually as possible. “Oh, just a… cloth,” Flida said, a small fumble entering her speech. 
 
     “Oh perfect, could I borrow it?” Daensi inquired, extending her hand.  
 
    “Oh, um, well I’m using it just now,” Flida said, realizing every eye was now upon her. She turned her side slightly more to the other elfs, and began to rub herself with Callai, using the tiny human like a sponge to scrub about her breasts, and even her armpit, for convincing effect. Both of them were internally screaming as they tried to come up with a resolution. 
 
    “Don’t you got like a loofah?” Yudeca asked Daensi. “I always forget to bring my soaps and oils. Didn’t this time, though,” Yudeca enthusiastically tossed a bottle of foaming soap over to Flida, who caught it. Wide eyed and thinking fast, she poured an abundance of the substance onto Callai and began to furiously rub the little human against herself, working up a great froth of suds. Soon the tiny human was left hidden under all the foam in Flida’s lap. 
 
    “Good stuff huh?” Yudeca inquired. “Sure the rag’s good as clean,” she speculated. 
 
    Callai seemed to find a little space to breath amidst all that foam, and Flida relaxed slightly, trying to think of how she might steer the conversation away from that moment. Suddenly, Daensi reached over, and grabbed Callai right out from amidst the bubbles at her groin. “Thank youuu~,” she said appreciatively, and began to lather her own breasts and torso. Only after passing Callai over much of her bare form did she seem confused by the sensation. She gave Callai a little squeeze it hand, making her yelp. In turn, Daensi squealed, and her sharp exhale of breath blew away the bubbles from Callai’s little nude body. “She’s turned it into a person!” Daensi squealed wildly, staring with stunned eyes at the little figure in her hand. She unceremoniously chucked Callai into the pool before them all, causing the elves to fall into wild disarray, splashing and making wild attempts at grabbing Callai from the water. 
 
    “Stop!” Frida shouted, settling them at once, she swam forward and plucked Callai gently from the water, and held her gently before herself. A great silence ensured as Frida breathed deeply and prepared a much anticipated explanation. 
 
    “I had meant to conceal her, for what you might guess of us. But this is a human, rendered tiny by a hex, and I brought her here to be cured.” 
 
    None of them was more stunned than Daensi, who stared with wide eyes at Callai’s tiny disheveled face. “Oh. My. Goodness.” She covered her plump lips with a hand, her freckled cheeks hot with a plush. “I am so sorry!” she blurted out. 
 
    Yudeca burst into a powerful laugh. “Well why didn’t you tell us!” she exclaimed. She scooted forward in the water, stooping forward to loom and peer at Callai. “Are you alright little one?” The muscular elf extended a single finger to gently pat Callai’s head. 
 
    “I’m - yes, that was…” Callai could hardly find the words to describe what she felt in that moment. “Well, it’s a pleasure to meet you all, though, usually I would do so eye to eye,” Callai said. 
 
    “That is so adorable,” Dalila. “She is like, literally just longer than your hand.” 
 
    “Don’t worry little lady!” Clayil shouted. “We’ll make you big again!” She turned to Dalila. “Poor thing.” 
 
    “I should hope so,” Callai said. “Flida just saved me! A sorceress did this. It seems the soak alone isn’t doing the trick.” 
 
    Yudeca snapped her fingers with certainty. “We’re gonna have to put you under, huh?” 
 
    Flida nodded slightly at her. “It will be necessary. The hex has operated in her depths,” Flida said. 
 
    Callai didn’t like the sound of that, and looked between them unsurely. Flida brought her near to her chest again. “A shame too. I would like to sit and soak with the lot of you,” she said amiably. 
 
    “You’ll be back to normal before you know it!” Daensi said encouragingly. “We’ll make sure no one screws with you two while you’re at it.”  
 
    The thought of slipping off into the peace and solitude of a dream was quite appealing then, and Callai readied herself. Yudeca had the potion for them soon, and even prepared a tiny spoon’s-worth for Callai. 
 
    “All will be well from here out,” Flida said. “It is a sweet thing to dream in this way. We must not get distracted too long, though. In the depths of the dream we must complete a ritual to restore you.” She helped Callai drink her spoonful, and then downed a small cup of the substance herself. Flida leaned back against the sloped edge of the stone pool, where the shape was made to support a person who relaxed into full slumber. She cradled Callai snugly above her breast to assure the tiny human would not slip into the water during their slumber. 
 
    Soon, a powerful bliss came over them both, and the playful chatting of the other elfs slipped into the distance. They were tugged together, as though by one hand, into a distant sphere of pure healing light. At first, little could be seen, but Flida and Callai sensed each other’s presence, and felt a wonderfully restorative flow moving through them. For Flida it was a more familiar sensation, and she relaxed to the cleansing wind, which reverberated through her mental self, and cleansed it. The sensation was more intense for Callai, who felt the great purifying energy working itself with a surging intensity against her resistance. As it passed through her it faced great tension, like the soreness of a tight muscle, and yet the unrelenting energy slowly widened her channels, and soon, Callai felt the great power flowing through her swiftly, until her deep and internal aches were alleviated. 
 
    A new world gradually formed before their gaze. It was a dream world in accordance with the worlds of fae, filled with lush life and fluttering things. Rolling green hills beneath a blissful and reassuring sun invited them onward, and Frida walked forth through dense swaying grass and flowers. Callai was on her palm, her wings of blue ethereal light now clearly manifested. She sat cross-legged and stared out at the fantastic place with delight. In a moment, a swarm of colorful fairies flew about them, some of them playfully giggling to see Callai carried like so.  
 
    “You can come here all you want?” Callai inquired, a deep peaceful warmth in her small voice. “It feels so real.” 
 
    “As often as I may dream. But to do so on command requires the potion,” she said. “I have explored much of these worlds. The blissful plane you see now is one that imitates the bodily world. This dreaming realm is of pure spirit and overlays all other realms.” 
 
    Callai’s eyes widened with wonder. The more she looked, the more new beauties greeted her, from the glowing blue fungus that lined the base of nearby trees, to the luminous crystalline formations that seemed to sprout up from earthy knolls. A bird, like a raven, flew overhead, it’s dark image calling the eye. As Callai watched, it’s wings caught the sun, and a myriad of prismatic colors was cast down on them.  
 
    “Fantastic!” Callai exclaimed. She leapt from Flida’s hand and flew into the air spiraling up with unending energy. More so than in reality, her flight felt truly natural, and she sailed down to weave herself under Flida’s legs and then encircle her with excited haste. 
 
    “Now you’re really like a fairy!” Flida said with a warm laugh. She spun around, and her leather gear parted from her in pieces like fallen autumn leaves. When Callai looked again, Flida was adorned in a fine dress of flowers and vines, alive and elegantly woven together, and leaving most of her quite bare. She had then the allure of a druid in all her mystery and seemed at one with the abundant life of this arcane place.  
 
    “You’re stunning!” Callai proclaimed, coming to hover before Flida and admire her. Ceasing her twirling, the druid posed and showed off her magnificent living adornment. The breeze brought the gentle teasing of the most delightfully aromatic flowers to Callai’s nose, and she felt herself drawn swiftly to Flida, like a bee in search of nectar.  
 
    Flida caught the spellsword gently against the blooms at her chest, and cuddled her into them, laughing as Callai breathed in the unfamiliar aromas. She wondered where Flida had come to know such a scent, to be able to bring it into the dream. 
 
    “Here we can do anything, huh?” Callai inquired, imagining the possibilities. To fly unrestricted seemed a great joy in itself, but it was Flida’s presence that captivated her. 
 
    “All that you can imagine, and more,” Flida assured her sweetly. She sprung up, leaping to vast heights with the gentle push of her leg, and soared across the expanse of the field. Callai laughed and held on tight, although she felt no fear, remaining keenly aware of the unreality of their surroundings and any risk incurred within, despite the intensity of her experiences. Her eyes felt clear as they had never been, and something about this world seemed more real than the one where they had slumbered. Flida landed before the temple of her sanctum. The structure was made of a clean and elegantly carved marble, unlike the ivy-covered one she had glimpsed before, which seemed nearly reclaimed by nature. 
 
    “This is how it was when made?” Callai inquired. High-reaching pillars supported many towers of varied shapes, and the structure suggested many rooms added over time. Flida smirked down at Callai. “This is how it is in my heart,” she said by way of explanation. “I’ll show it to you now since it would be forbidden otherwise,” she said, entering. 
 
    Callai looked down at her equipment and pondered how she might adorn herself. With a thought, she remade her fine ringmail into a light and revealing bikini of glittering gold, letting it recede until it barely covered her breasts and groin. Flida beamed a grin down at the treasure in her hands, admiring Callai as the spellsword became adorned in magnificently formed golden filigree and jewels. 
 
    “You see what wonders your mind will do, should you set about creating,” Flida said. “What a precious thing you are,” she admired with a warm giggle. 
 
    Callai relaxed in Flida’s hands, watching her intently as they passed deeper into the temple. Many beautiful ornaments and artifacts were displayed there, but she paid them little attention. “It must be fun, to live such fantasies in a world without consequence.” 
 
    Flida raised her brows slightly and pursed her lips. “There are consequences in this world. After all, we are here, and shall recall our time when we awake.” 
 
    Callai hummed understandingly. “I suppose it may as well be real then, for we are sharing time together. I ought not, then, be as bold with you as I may be in dreams of my own,” Callai said implicatively.  
 
    “You’ve always been bold. I admire it,” Flida said warmly. She appeared contemplative as they walked, and soon approached a stone door. Entering there, they came into a chamber, which was filled with plants, crystals, and various goods. Callai had never seen this place, but she understood it to be Flida’s room by the character of it’s decor alone. “It was quite fun to see such things reversed. I feel perhaps I was silly with you, and yet…” Flida hesitated. “Something about you, like this.” 
 
    Callai tilted her head curiously. “Are you less shy without me standing a head over you? I ought to dream myself back to normal, and see if I can make you blush again,” Callai said playfully.  
 
    “Perhaps,” Flida said with a shy smile. She held Callai gently up in the air before herself, striding near to her bed. A fine silken sheet of a pale green color, seeming perfectly pristine. “But actuality, it’s seeing you so small that makes me so… endeared. No - fascinated?” Flida huffed an uncertain giggle. “Perhaps it’s odd to say, but your tiny little self makes me deeply… curious.” 
 
    Callai stared searchingly at Flida’s eyes. “You mean that you like me small?” 
 
    Flida giggled bashfully. “Well. It is not as though I would keep you so forever. Tempting though it may be.” 
 
    Callai laughed aloud. “Oh my! Sounds like you want me as your little plaything,” she said, giggling. Already her thoughts were racing, as she considered what this little confession meant. Flida seemed to have more than a simple curiosity in Callai’s small size. Suddenly Callai felt as though something great and obvious had been concealed between them, and now welled up in her throat. Emboldened, she spoke. “You want to kiss my little face,” Callai said assuredly. 
 
    Flida blushed and pursed her lips, her eyes intently focused on the tiny human’s features. 
 
    “You want to cuddle me up like a doll at night,” Callai continued, her voice warm and knowing. “What a comfort that would be.” 
 
    Flida slowly fell backward onto her bed, and cuddled Callai gently against her breasts, laying there with her gaze turned toward the ceiling’s carved patterns. “Yes,” she conceded in a sweet whisper. “That, and more,” she added. 
 
    Callai fluttered up onto Flida’s face, and settled down there, kneeling on the druid’s chin as she intently beheld her eyes. To see them so near revealed a great beauty and intricate, and their expressiveness suggested a deep and amorous affection for her tiny companion. “I was so worried about getting out alive, that this form seemed only a curse to me. But it seems there are joys in it, some yet beyond my imagining,” Callai said with a giggle. 
 
    “I have imagined,” Flida said softly. 
 
    Callai heard a deeply rooted desire in her larger companion’s words and knew that this interest had been passionately held for some time. She wondered whether it was her or her small size that so excited Flida, but the enamored gaze of the druid seemed to suggest it was both. “You… want me, like this?” Callai inquired tenderly, her hand settling down against Flida’s lower lip as she leaned into her gaze.  
 
    “I want you,” Flida confirmed, her eyes growing half-lidded as a small smile curled her lips. 
 
    Callai felt a flowering warmth within her and was filled with joy. So long had they played around their feelings with subtlety and deflection of flirtation, but it was far beyond denying now. She had no idea what was ahead for them, but felt in that moment utterly worryless, imagining what joys they might experience together. It had been long since she had fallen for another like this. Now her affection was burning passionately within. She stooped down and put her tiny lips against Frida’s, and kissed her as best as she was able. Though the touch was small, Frida exhaled a deeply contented breath, the warmth washing gently over Callai’s tiny form. “Make me yours,” Callai told her, openly and unabashedly accepting the feelings then revealed. 
 
    Flida moved up with a sudden needfulness, kissing Callai’s face such that the tiny human’s head nearly disappeared between those large pale lips. Callai squealed excitedly, feeling her face being drenched by the biggest and wettest smooch she’d ever experienced. “May I truly?” Flida asked and then burst into giggles when she beheld Callai’s disheveled face. “There is much I would try. And yet - we are not going too fast, are we?” she inquired, bashful again. 
 
    “I would say it’s only a dream, but it’s not, is it?” Callai mused. She swept her hair back in hand and grinned with silly excitement. The spellsword was perched unsteadily over Flida’s face with her feet dangling over her chin and made an effort to keep her balance as Flida spoke. 
 
    “It is real to me. We’ll wake from this dream, but not from what we’ve found with each other. What might we do then?” 
 
    Callai thought of herself, lying asleep at Flida’s breast in that very moment. What a happiness it was to know that when she woke, she’d return to the world with a new and lasting joy. “If I were bigger, I’d have you pinned and moaning by now,” Callai told her fowardly. “Small as I am, I’m at a loss of how to show you how I feel. Maybe you have some ideas, since you’ve fantasized so much of having a tiny girlfriend,” Callai said. 
 
    Flida giggled, a flush warming her cheeks. She seemed giddy, and could hardly bring herself to speak, but when she did, her words revealed her lustful contemplations. “Be careful how you tease. It would be all too easy to pin you,” Flida said with a sultry note. “You seemed to quite enjoy my massive tits, despite your efforts to hide it. It is good one does not need to breathe in a dream, for I might bury you beneath them,” she said. Flida lifted a hand and gently pushed it under the vines and flowers covering her breast, and they melded away, leaving her exposed. Her hand gripped her own softness as Callai looked over her shoulder to enjoy the sight. “Or perhaps I ought to sit on you instead, and make you beg to be let free. But don’t worry, I’d be gentle with you.” 
 
    Flida’s flirtatious words excited Callai, who found her thoughts filled with yet more possibilities. There was so much of Flida to enjoy, and the experience of her was altogether different than any woman she had experienced before. As much as Flida seemed to enjoy Callai’s smallness, the shrunken spellsword found herself captivated by Flida’s enormous and elegant presence. More of her became bare before Callai’s eyes, until the comparative giantess of an elf was laying naked on her bed. “Such lewd ideas! Yet if you lead with them, I’ll bet they aren’t the most shameful,” Callai said teasingly. She crawled up over Flida’s face, and straddled the druid’s mouth, letting her thighs rest against either cheek. With a thought, she too dispersed her conjured attire, and was naked before the scrutiny of Flida’s massive blue eyes. “I know we’re going fast… but I also see how much you want me. How excited you are for this odd occurrence. Indeed, the hex was somehow a blessing for you and me both,” Callai said. “I want to please you. I want to pleasure you in the deepest, kinkiest ways that you most desire. Whatever you’ve got stored away in a lustful place in your heart, lay it on me. Let’s have some real fun,” Callai said. She gnawed on her lip and gently humped against Flida’s, working herself against the soft pillows of the druids mouth.  
 
    “Oh truly?” Flida inquired softly. “Ought I just… go to town?” she asked with a soft chuckle, and pursed her lips gently against Callai’s groin. Shifting her legs shifted on the bed as she seemed to shudder some with anticipation. Callai knew there was something, or several somethings, that Flida was practically desperate to try. 
 
    “My giantess, you’ve got all the power. I’d delight in pleasuring you any way I can,” Callai said. “Though I may need some help.” 
 
    “Oh I’ll help,” Flida said. Then, her excitement seemed too much, and she could hardly contain herself. The druid opened her mouth widely, and wrapped her lips up around Callai, lolling over her groin with a massive stroke of her tongue. The sudden and intense pleasure took Callai by surprise, and she moaned noisily as the bumpy surface of Flida’s tongue passed over her. Soon the druid guided Callai’s tiny legs into her mouth as well, and the shrunken human was left straddling Flida’s tongue, with her whole lower half taken into her mouth. 
 
    “Careful not to swallow me!” Callai squealed, struggling to not slip right on down Flida’s throat. She rode the tongue as it bucked and waggled underneath her, its every motion teasing her tiny pussy. With her thighs tight about the muscle of Flida’s mouth, she held tightly to the giantess’ lips, trying to find some sort of stability. Flida’s mirthful chuckle emanated from the depths of her throat, and she had a clear amusement in her eyes as she played around with Flida using her lips and tongue.  
 
    “There’s really no need to be,” Flida mumbled with her mouth full, giggling excitedly. She sucked Callai’s body with her lips and held her tightly, sitting upright suddenly. Slowly, she pushed Callai with her tongue, letting the tiny spellsword slide out from the wet warmth of her mouth, until she fell onto Flida’s breasts with a wet plop. “I’ve got another place for you, though,” Flida said. As Callai’s wet body slid down between her breasts, she squeezed them together, pinning her between either heavy heap of softness. Callai was at once lost within the snug confines of those heavy tits, and felt the smooth and tender skin of Flida’s breast against all of her body. The druid rubbed them together firmly, making Callai groan as she felt herself being massaged by Flida’s pale and full boobs. She could hardly manage to breathe, but felt no urgency for it. Soon however, Flida let her breasts part, and sent Flida sliding down over her belly. 
 
    The tiny human impacted the sheets with a gentle bounce. She found herself seated between Flida’s thighs, and either one rose well over her head. Flida’s legs closed in, leaving Callai little room to move around, until eventually the softness of the druid’s inner thighs pressed against her either side. Callai’s eyes wandered up along Flida’s body, until she craned her neck to meet the druid’ gaze past those heavy breasts, seeming high above her. Soon her eyes fell the length of the druid’s body again, and she groaned excitedly as her attention settled on Flida’s pussy. Her slit was adorned with a small puff of cyan hair, and the skin about her was pale and soft, creating quite a welcoming place for Callai’s tiny body. She was drawn in near to that alluring softness, and the wet presence of the druid’s sex. 
 
    “You’re going there next,” Flida told her outright, laughing warmly. She closed her thighs against Callai, trapping her between two comparatively massive walls of soft flesh. Flida slowly exhaled, enjoying the sensation of Callai’s tiny presence squirming helplessly. The spellsword had smugly teased her before, but now Flida had all the power. The fact that Callai was clearly enjoying herself bolstered her confidence, as she had not known if her strange desire would be matched in this way. Though she dare not say it, she regretted that this curse would soon be broken, for there could be a great deal of pleasure for them both resultant of that inordinate difference in size. 
 
     Gently parting her legs, Flida let Callai fall gasping to the bed. She lay there huffing for breath, and stared up at Flida with a lustful surrender, as though waiting with desire and anticipation for whatever her giantess of a companion would do next. She sensed, even in Flida’s flirtful abandon, a great gentleness and care. Even in the waking world she would have trusted her entirely. “Think I’ll fit?” Callai asked boldly, eyeing Flida’s pussy pointedly. 
 
    Flida giggled at her with a sultry and smug note. The words that followed were dripping with amorosity. “Nothing’s impossible,” she cooed. Her hand gently secured itself around Callai’s legs, and Flida hoisted her aloft, dangingly her upside down near her groin. “I hope you don’t mind being made a toy of,” Flida said to her with a playfully mocking pout.  
 
    “Just remember I’ll be big soon. Might have to get you back,” Callai told her. That made the druid blush and cover her lips with her fingertips, the reversal of power momentarily challenged.  
 
    “Maybe I ought just keep you like so. Allow me a moment to decide,” Flida told her with a mischievous grin. She suddenly plunged Callai downward, rubbing the human’s face against her clit as she moaned in a way that was both pleasured, and yet contemplative, as she made a great show of wondering whether she ought let her little plaything return to normal or not. “On the one hand, would you ever forgive me?” she mused, moving Callai’s head further down, so that her little face began to press in between those silken wet folds. A rush of Frida’s warm aroma rushed to meet Callai, who breathed in deeply of that delicious natural scent. She let her mouth fall open and clumsily licked and kissed along wherever Flida passed her face, tasting the sweetness of the massive woman’s arousal. “On the other hand, will anything else feel this good?” she asked wistfully. Pressing her hand near to herself, she slowly moved Callai inside, sliding the tiny human in by the feet until her head was swallowed up between Flida’s slit. The druid groaned and pressed her thighs in together, gently tugging and pushing with her fingers as she felt Callai’s face rubbing against her inner walls. The every little squirm of the spellsword sent an intense pleasure through her, and her senses were keenly focused on this incredibly bliss, the dream permitting her to immerse herself in the pleasure without distract, and feel quite clearly the subtle delights of such a small point of stimulation. She imagined, too, how it must be for Callai, to be suddenly plunged into that hot warmth, and worked back and forth as a living dildo. 
 
    “I must make the best of it, it seems,” Flida concluded with a sigh, slumping back against the bedpost as she made herself comfortable. Then she sent Callai more deeply into herself, taking snug hold around her feet with a curled pair of fingers. She pushed the spellsword entirely inside of her until her hand met her slit, and held her there within for a time, taking a shuddering breath as she felt the pleasurable dance of Callai’s wiggling. Already the shrunken human was doing her best to pleasure Flida, and moved her body with a vivacious sway, straining against the wet firmness of Flida’s inner walls.  
 
    Callai was sweltering, and the heat of a Flida’s pussy closed in on her from all angles. She was drenched in the warm nectar that lubricated her body, and slipped around easily in that tight space, though hugged on all sides by Flida’s most sensitive flesh. The druid tensed against her, clenching her pussy-walls down against Callai’s form, and moaned loudly as the shrunken human resisted the pressure, and pushed back against her, redoubling the physical bliss. She was able to do much now,despite her tiny size, and set about serving Flida as best as able. The experience was new to her, and it was hard to empathize with the giantess, but Callai learned all she needed from the responsive moaning and groaning that escaped Flida’s lips. The dream removed some of the complications of pleasure, and made all the sensations powerfully pleasing, for Flida was in the mind to receive them as so.  
 
    Slowly, the giantess withdrew her companion from the confines of her pussy, and held her dripping body aloft by a foot, grinning widely at the sight. “Trying your very best, aren’t you? You are so very, very sweet,” Flida told her. She lifted Callai up and opened her mouth widely, lowering the cum drenched human into her mouth. She swallowed her up to the ankle, where two fingers held her secure, and she, like Achilles, was drenched at every inch except for there. Flida drank in the sweetness of her own nectar, and lolled her tongue all about Callai’s form, playing with her tiny tits and threatening to swallow the shrunken human entirely. Callai stared down her throat as she was nearly made a snack. Having cleaned her well, Flida moaned a satisfied note, and tugged Callai free from her lips again. At once, she returned the spit-soaked human to her sex. 
 
    “This will be a dream to remember,” Flida said. She parted her lower lips with a finger and slid Callai on gently inside. For a time, she let her toy squirm about within, shocked by the intensity of pleasure the shrunken human could make with the slightest movement. Soon she began to work Callai in and out of herself at an ever accelerating pace. While one hand did its best to keep a secure hold on Callai’s slippery ankle, the fingers of Frida’s other hand gently teased at her nipples. She closed her eyes, and focused in on that rising sensation of bliss, feeling her excitement growing with every passing moment. Before long, Callai was being rapidly thrust in and out of Flida’s pussy. 
 
    Callai made herself a good toy, keeping her body straight, so as to serve as a better tool for Flida’s pleasure. She could sense the ecstasy rising up in her, and felt Flida’s hips thrusting forward to meet her hand. The inner walls of the giantess’  pussy clenched down periodically around Callai’s body, tensing with her orgasmic tremors. Callai breathed when she could, but soon found herself practically swimming in the wetness of Flida’s release, which drizzled messily onto the sheets under her. Flida’s sudden squeal emanated through her flesh, the muffled sound reverberating about Callai as she was stuffed into her depths. Climax came swiftly upon the giantess, who pressed her palm in snug against her slit, and pushed Callai deeply within, sealing her there while her fingers offered external pleasure. Deep inside of her, Callai spun about and stroked with her hands and legs alike, putting tiny kisses against the slippery inner walls of Flida’s pussy. She felt her cumming and heard those noisy howls of bliss, and was embraced snugly by Flida’s inner wall as the druid convulsed. Overwhelmed by pleasure, Flida slid down onto the bed, and her chest flopped up and down against the sheets, her back arching as surges of euphoria rushed through her.  
 
    Collapsing into a satisfied heap, Flida slowly drew Callai out from her, a flow of her nectar escaping with the coated form of the human sex toy. She kept Callai near, even then, pressing the shrunken human against her drenched slit, and making Callai’s face rub up against her clitoris. “Give me a kiss. You’ll kiss me again with larger lips, but I would have it both ways,” Flida said with a teasing giggle. Callai smooched her clitoris with vigor and passion, her own arousal immense. She had sensed the tremendous pleasure Flida felt, and there was something about being enjoyed in such a complete way that left Callai with a deep sense of satisfaction. 
 
    “You keep at that… but we must see about the curse, hmm?”
“Uhnn… huh!” Callai exclaimed. “Right we do~” she continued to lick and slurp as Flida had bid, pushing her body against the giantess’ slit and grinding herself against it. Flida held her snugly there, and rose up. Soon, her vines grew forth from nothing, and obscured her breasts and pussy again, trapping Callai inside the living panties. Held there by a snug binding, Callai felt Flida rise, and was smothered under her pussy. Every lifting of a leg cause Callai’s tiny body to get rolled up snugly against one side or the other of Flida’s sex, and she continued to gently squirm, pleasuring the druidess with all she had even as she began to traverse the dreamscape. Flida took her time departing the palace, a smug look on her features as she enjoyed her little panty-guest.  
 
    Flida kept her in there for what felt like a long while, walking across the dreamscape as she navigated the realms of her own spirit, and eventually reached the most pure place. She let the vines recede, and dropped Callai into her hand, holding her aloft. Callai beheld a splendor of life about them, as they had stepped into a clearing with a small pool of clear water. Every leaf and flower shone like a gemstone, and was arranged with wonderoud perfection. In the middle of the pool of water there was a small flat stone, and a formless energy resting on it. The mystery beheld there could not be transcribed into the waking world, but as they gazed, all sense of the dream was dispersed, until Flida and Callai were floating in an endless plane incomprehensible bliss.  
 
    An eternity later, Callai’s eyes opened. She felt herself embracing something delightfully smooth and warm, and as her gaze focused, beheld that it was Flida under her arms. They were back in the pool, but now, Flida was the small and lithe thing Callai had initially known her to be, small enough to capture in a hug with ease. There was a sense of relief to look down and behold her own body, and feel all the senses of reality return to normal. She looked over both her form and the druid’s, and then met her eyes. Flida had a blissful and contented expression, appearing altogether too knowing and smug, demonstrating how she had held her confidence from the very beginning. Callai fell into her, and kissed her deeply, with not a thought of anything beyond Flida’s presence. 
 
    The other elves burst into cheers and encouraging hollars, splashing water against Callai’s back and whistling at them teasingly. Callai laughed, shielding Flida from the spray, and turned about to splash back at them with vigor. At her full size she was not so easily bullied, and soon took up a towel, whipping at Daensi’s’s chubby ass, and chasing the squealing elves out of reach with the crack of the cloth. Then her gaze returned to Flida, and she smiled at her with absolute joy. 
 
    “Ah, come to think of it, you are perfect just as you are,” Flida told her sweetly, holding Callai against herself. She enjoyed the strong presence of the spellword, and the muscular shape of her form, which was able to enclose her so securely, and offer safety and comfort beyond what she could while afflicted with tinyness. Callai noted a curious new understanding in her mind, like a spell had been added to her awareness. Concentrating on it, she suddenly felt herself shrink in Flida’s arms. They both exclaimed in surprise, and Callai momentarily panicked, lest the hex remain upon her, but a moment later, she focused again, and grew just as easily back to normal. 
 
    The two looked at each other with wonder, unspoken excitement mingling amidst their gaze. Truly, nothing was impossible, and their fun had only just begun. 
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