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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, biding that Spira fluttered down near. “There is a memory in water, and wine too. Echoes too quiet to hear float 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 seating 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 long silken hair was rusty crimson in color, and cascaded down to her chest. She was adorned only in a tunic of brown woll 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 it’s 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 it’s 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 on 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 elfs 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, leaned 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 of 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 it’s 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 it’s 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 of thrusting 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 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 finger tips 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.



“Right 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 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 a 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 elfs 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 umph 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 loath 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 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, brining 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 fairies 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 the immense presence of Solera’s body, and then letting her eyes fall to 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 fairies 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 at her 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 experience 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 in 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 palm 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, who’s 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 finger’s 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 into 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 elfs 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 a firm pressure, and stuffed the fairy deeply up into her ass, aided by the generous lubrication about 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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Did you enjoy this novella? Tell about your experience or leave an Amazon Kindle Book Review to share your thoughts!
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