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The hex of a sorceress has stripped the spellsword 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. It’s 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 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 totally 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. It’s golden shape was that of a pentacle sprouting stag horns, and accompanied 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 forestline, and a great mound of a hill rose up in one part of the field.



“I was curious about coming here. Meeting the other elfs.” Callai saw one treading in the distant dim, dressed in fine silks as she made 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. “Elfs 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 chestpiece. 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 dreamworld 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 shape, 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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