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Faela didn’t have tree-envy, although that was common among nymphs. She took pride in the clear flowing spring that carved a path around her laurel, giving her uncontested light and plenty of space to spread her branches. Still, the towering and grand ash tree of the neighboring sprite filled her with awe upon each visit. Now in full bloom, its branches reached high with birds and bees fluttering between those long flower and leaf claden arms.



When she reached the sprawling roots of the tree, Faela looked up to behold the plump and round beehive that was the home of her mostly-sweet little friend. She flew up to reach it with ease, and hovered before the bumblebee’s nest. Her wings, fast affluter, were semi-transparent and lit up like white silk in the sunlight, casting a flashing glare against the tree’s darkened bark.



The round, lazy bumblebee’s that ambled about this place hardly gave Faela a second glance, but still she would retain her full height until the sprite welcomed her, for if she was stung while shrunken, making it to the festival would be out of the question.



The hive wiggled where it hung, and with sudden ferocity, a small warrior of black and yellow blasted forth from its opening, aiming her weapon at the intruder with absolute readiness. Hum was a pixie, and although mere inches tall, was a threatening sight with a long rear-mounted stinger thrusted forward like a fencer’s foil. Her soft yellow skin was armored with black spider chitin, and her small wasp-like wings flapped with the vivacious haste of a hummingbird, sharing the characteristic sound for which she was named.



“Woah there friend!” Faela said with a laugh, fleeting away lest Hum sting first and think later. “What’s the matter? Unpleasant company as of late?”


Hum heaved a heavy sigh of relief and embarrassment, straightening her posture as she directed her weapon away. “Yes well one can hardly relax around here! Not with the festivals and the honey season in full fury!” she squeaked, excusing her behavior swiftly. The frantic energy left Hum with a deep sigh, and she flew up to Faela and grabbed hold of her cheeks, laying her small head against the nymph’s nose.



“Oh yes, I know. Such a busy time for bees,” Faela said with soft amusement in her tone. She gently reached to hold Hum, letting the little meliae stand on her palm, and keeping her near to her face.



“Such a bustle come springtime, I might lose my head!” she complained, although mostly in jest as the affections of the other brought her swiftly into a more relaxed state. It was in the nature of pixies to be thrown wildly between emotions. “And indeed there are less desirable sorts lingering nearby, creeping in the shadows. Can’t be too careful!”



“You’re absolutely right,” Faela told her, gently scratching the side of her head with a fingernail. Hum had a pixie-cut, and where her hair was short, it had the most pleasing texture to the touch. “Might I come in? I’ve a gift for you, although I must soon be hurrying on.”



“Yes, just watch where you step. We’ve uncapped the floor cells for filling!” she announced, and at once, vanished back inside the hive.



Faela ignited a course of magic and sent it on its way through her body, altering her presence and reducing her scale. The winged nymph became merely a fairy, and not much larger than her sprite companion. It took a good bit of straining and wiggling to fit herself through the narrow entrance of the hive, much to the displeasure of the impatient bees held up behind her.



The golden hexagons that capped each honey filled cell lined the floors and ceiling without one flaw or instance of inefficiency to be spotted. Faela walked a winding path around the opened cells, lest she end up knee deep in the nectar. Hum had made her home there at the front of the hive, although it was little more than a nook where she might rest. She reclined on the wax shelf that served as her bed, cuddling a sizable bumblebee to her chest as she pet it and picked away large pieces of pollen. “It is said that this winter will be extra long. The titan is in capricorn for the cold months,” she declared.



“Don’t fret, you’ve plenty of stock,” Faela commented, coming to sit beside the sprite. “And I’d help out if there was a shortage.”



“Perhaps you’d help me, but what could be done for my bees? If any honey is stolen, I fear what I might lose,” Hum said, gently patting the bumblebee on the rump as she sent her off.



“Stolen?” Faela inquired. “Do you really expect such?” Often sprites could be overly wary, although Faela did not mean to patronize her.



“I suppose the odds are slim,” Hum conceded. She put her feet up in Faela’s lap and laid back laxly.



Faela smiled at her warmly, and reached to her satchel. From it, she retrieved a small of a translucent green vial. “Here,” the nymph said, giving it over.



“My my, something special? And glass even,” Hum said with admiration, tapping the vial with her knuckle. She pulled out its cork and took a deep whiff of the contents, rearing back with a snerk and a grunt.



“Be careful! It’s a powerful extract.”Around them, the bees began to fly about energetically, colliding into the walls and each other while they sought out the source of the potent aroma. “From my laurel tree.”



“Ah yes. Good, good,” Hum decided, stuffing the cork back in place. “Very useful for medicine. A fine gift, yes.” At once, she produced a parcel in her hand, and handed it off.



“Oh, a gift for me as well?” Faela unwrapped the silk to find a small clay pot of honey sweetened huckleberry jam, as well as a bundle of honey candied pine nuts, stuck in one large cluster. “Delicious! Thank you, I’d been hoping to try this again.”



“You helped to pick many berries, yes. It is only fair,” Hum stated, nodding her head assuredly. Among fairies and sprites, reserved and transactional behavior was common. Although Hum and Faela were good friends, the ancient aversion to debts guided her feisty companion still. In nature, fairness was rare. But among the fair folk, one good turn warranted another.



“Then I will be sure to help again next time,” Faela said. She sat up, returning the strap of her satchel to her shoulder. “I’m sorry to be off so soon, but it won’t look well if I’m late to the festival of my ancestor,” Faela said with a chortle.



“Of course. Fly swiftly and safely,” Hum told her before rolling onto her stomach, and fluttering her wings to cool herself in her leisure.



Faela squeezed out of the hive and flew east, entering the dense forest. It would be faster to cut through here, even if the tightly knit trees made navigating an agile endeavor. She remained small and lost a little speed for it, but it was better than going around. Here, pine, oak, and cottonwood grew tall and twisted, and their canopy shadowed the forest in an eternal twilight, as green and golden hues sparsely reached the detritus below.



The festival of Daphnephoria was a major event, and one even the long-lived fair folk would be remorse to miss. It occured just once each nine years, and lasted for an evening and a day. The honor was to Apollo, and to her own ancestor Daphne, who was the first nymph of the laurel tree. She knew it would be late by the time she reached there, and hastened her pace as she was able. The evening breeze caught her floral lace chiton and made it flap wildly as she zoomed through the wood.



It had been some time since she had traveled this far from her laurel tree. Though bound to it, she could depart from time to time, if only for a couple of days. All tree nymphs eventually needed to merge their spirit with the tree, and blissfully rest as one with nature for a time. She had many friends in these woods, where fair folk still gathered often. Faela was near the territory of an alsea called Nadi who had been a fast friend to her, despite them meeting only rarely. Nadi was bound to a lush glen hidden amidst these dense woods, and being a wingless nymph, did not often depart from them.



The glare of the sun cut a precise path through the canopy above, catching Faela directly in the eye as she rushed below. Blinded, she turned her gaze down and blinked away afterimage. Returning her gaze ahead, she beheld in the dim a large web in her path, its string faintly shining. It rushed to meet her as she flapped her wings in hasty deceleration, colliding with the web in an instant.



“Guh!” Faela groaned, surprised at the strength of the web. At once she felt a strange energy moving through her. Alarmed, she struggled to free any limb. She freed her arm and managed to peel her body away from the sticky trap, and flapped her wings in an effort to propel herself away. She was jerked back into the web by its hold upon her leg and now stuck there securely, her wings entangled in the stuff. The little nymph frantically assessed her situation, knowing that this was no ordinary web. She frantically scanned the shadows around her, knowing that its maker would not be far.



“Hello!” Faela called out as loudly as she was able, although being shrunken, her voice could not carry far. “I need help! I’m stuck!” she called out. She strained against the web at her arms, trying to free one so that she might get to her satchel. She ignited magic upon her fingertip, but it fizzled away without effect as the preternatural web drained her power. Suddenly, the web moved on its own, growing tight as something else crept onto it.



“Now here’s a delight,” a silky voice said. Faela turned her gaze up to behold and arachnid taur, half abyssal black spider, and half pale witch. She crept down the web slowly, approaching the trapped fairy at a leisurely pace as her long, glossy legs were placed carefully on her web. From the waist up she was soft and beautiful, with glossy black hair that fell past her shoulders, and a low cut to her dark and flowing robe of silk.



“This is treacherous magic! Release me at once!” Faela demanded, making the whole web wiggle as she strained again against her bindings.



The spidery fae appraised Faela and considered her words, stroking her chin as she came to be posed over the helpless fairy. Faela craned her neck back to meet her gaze, staring past her large pale breasts to see a smug and cruel expression upon her captor’s features. “What’s the rush, little fly?” she inquired tauntingly. “If you’re going to pay a visit, then you may as well get comfortable,” she said, putting one of her long legs against Faela’s side.



“I am not here to visit! Do you know that you assaulted a daughter of Daphne on this sacred day?” she queried fiercely.



“There is no better treat for the occasion,” the drider sorceress mused. At once, she began to spin and turn Faela in the web, wrapping her up with total ease. The fairy’s arms were bound to her side as the web rendered her a helpless bundle.



“You’ll regret this!” Faela squealed wildly. With her last ounce of magic, send amplified the distress of her aura to signal her alarm as far as it might reach.



“I think not. Rarely do I regret such an indulgence. You look at me such a soft and delicious thing,” she said.



“Dry in the sun, daughter of Arachne!” Faela cursed her fiercely.



“Say what you will, prey.” She settled down on her web, resting her spiderying lower form as she leaned over Faela, admiring her form through the tight wrap of web. “My way is merciful, my venom is numbing and kind.” She opened her mouth to display two large fangs, hunger written upon her cruel expression. “To feed me is a privilege. I am Nethrai, Arachne’s own daughter.”



Faela could not help but despair to hear this name, as many other small fae had been taken by this cruel fae. She trembled as Nethrai leaned down over her, feeling the sorceress’ curvaceous form against her own bound body. “There is no need to worry. Let us both enjoy…” She gently pressed her fangs into Faela’s shoulder. At once, a wave of euphoria and pleasure washed over her, as she felt the venom’s irresistible effect on her mental state. Faela knew that in moments she would have lost all sense and fear, and doom would follow.



Her vision began to blur, but still she saw the brush move behind Nethrai. A familiar and elegant figure strode carefully nearer, unheard and unseen as she delicately moved the branches from her path. Finally the snap of a twig caught Nethrai’s attention, and the arachnid witch whipped around to face the newcomer. Faela gasped weakly as she beheld that it was Nadi. The human-sized nymph sprang into action at once, calling forth green vines from the soil to reach up and ensnare Nethrai’s legs. She tugged the spidery far away from the bound fairy, ensnaring her to the earth.



Nethrai cursed and screeched as she was now the bound one, but Nadi merely stepped around her, a calm concern upon her features as she approached the poor fairy, beholding the fear and weakness upon her features. Faela slipped into sleep as the glen nymph took her into her hands, aware only of the gentle warmth of her touch as she was immersed in a dream of thoughtless bliss.











When Faela awoke, there was a groggy confusion upon her mind. The memory of the incident felt like a nightmare, and yet as she stirred and blinked the sleep from her eyes, she knew that it had been real. She rested on a bed of soft dry moss, and had been partially buried in it to keep the chill from her small body.



“Gently, little one,” Nadi’s voice cooed softly from her side. The glen nymph sat beside the bed of moss, towering over Faela watchfully. She was nude but for a tangle of leaves and vines that partially obscured her nakedness, and her flowing brown hair fell wildly about her shoulders.



“Oh Nadi,” Faela said with sweet relief. “I was so afraid!”



Nadi reached over to Faela and gently scooped her up, cradling the little fairy in her hands. “You are safe now,” she told her, sitting Faela on her knee when she was able to hold herself upright.



Nadi’s glen was lush and sprawled out in a gently sloped field. Adorned with flowers, moss, and fungi, it was a pasture for a host of life, and all the variety of color shown amidst the emerald green.



“I think you arrived just in time. I’ve never been happier to see someone,” Faela said with a deep sigh. She gently laid her small legs against Nadi’s calf and thigh as she sat perched on her knee, soaking in the warmth of morning’s light. “It seems I’ve missed the first night of the festival.”



“I will take you, my little fae.” Nadi told her. “It goes on, yes?”



Faela smiled at her with warmth and appreciation. “Yes, there will be more to do tonight!” To suddenly encounter her friend like this was an unexpected joy, and going with her to the festival sounded wonderful. Faela had hoped to be able to spend more time with Nadi, but did not expect circumstances such as this to bring them together. Now she allowed her lingering stress and fear to recede, as the larger nymph’s peace was contagious. “I still feel drained,” Faela said.



“Yes, the magic was potent, and carried forth by both web and venom. Your power will return, but in time,” Nadi told her softly. She reached around Faela and very gently plucked a strand of spider web from her wing. “You must be clean of this stuff,” Nadi told her, inspecting and then tasting the string.



Faela examined herself with a sigh. Small pieces of the web clung to her chiton and she felt its stickiness upon her skin. “Perhaps if I wash up now the dress will be dried by the time we get there,” Faela said unsurely. Nadi reached and took Faela in hand, holding her around the torso as she stood and walked across her glen. Faela relaxed in her grasp, looking to the sparkling water of the small creek at the field’s edge. She could not so much as fly without her magic, but she knew all would be well.



“Wash, but that will not cure you,” Nadi told her tenderly. “I will make a poultice to take the dark magic from your skin,” she said, stooping down beside the creek to gather the green leaf of a small fern. She set Faela down on the creek bed, and crouched nearby.



“I can’t thank you enough,” Faela said with some hint of adoration in her tone, smiling up sweetly at the comparative giantess of a nymph. The fairy untied her chiton and bared her body. Faint white lines marked her skin where the web had left an essence.



“There is no need. I am pleased for your company. It has been many moons,” Nadi said, her gaze gently affixed on the little fairy. Faela went to the water and waded out until it was two inches deep. There she sat and shivered as she washed the dress thoroughly. She scrubbed her skin, but the lines persisted, and she soon gave up on such.



When the dress was clean, Nadi hung it on a high branch for the little fae, and scooped her up once more. The glen nymph had collected a small bundle of herbs, and began to tear them in her hand, mixing the plants. “You must tell me of your travels. Always you are flying swiftly from here to there,” Nadi told her. She sat down in the lush bed of moss where Faela had been sleeping, and laid back in it, cuddling the smaller nymph into her lap.



“I’ve not too many stories to share, although, perhaps you will be amused to hear that two women visited me in my spring earlier this autumn,” Faela said with a small smirk. “The three of us got along rather well…”



Nadi knew well what the words indicated, and hummed interestedly. “You have good fortune with your visitors,” she said.



“On the way here I also visited with Hum. Remember her?” Faela inquired.



“Indeed I do. She makes her way over here from time to time, to watch over her buzzing flock,” Nadi said with a chortle. She transferred the mixture of herbs from her hand to her mouth, and began to chew them. “It pleases me when they festoon my field and graze upon its flora,” she uttered lavishly.



Faela relaxed her body in Nadi’s hands and smiled up at her languid companion.“I got some snacks from her, although they might still be shrunken in my satchel.”



“Your magic will return soon,” Nadi assured her. “And a good thing too. I’d be sorely tempted to keep you, small and flightless as you are.” Nadi gently tickled Faela’s stomach with a finger. “Such a tiny treasure.”



The teasing words made Faela flush deeply, embarrassed and flattered at once. The larger nymph spoke to her so sweetly; it was obvious Faela’s reduced height only endeared her further. “There are worse fates,” Faela said with a small giggle. “At least you handle me gently. There are few I’d trust with me, small as I am.”



“You are right to be cautious. I do not think I shall let you from my sight until you are less vulnerable,” Nadi told her. She spat the mush from her mouth, and at once, brought Faela to her lips. Nadi’s tongue lolled out with a slime of spittle and poultice that shone faint green of herb, and lapped over Faela’s nude body with a long stroke. Faela gasped as she felt the massive and warm muscle roll over her, the sensation unbelievable strange, as Nadi’s taste buds could be felt gently rasping her skin. With another lick, the markings upon the fairy’s form grew fainter, and the persistent substance seemed to be removed.



Faela daren’t speak then, her cheeks aglow, body drenched beneath the tongue and lips of the unabashed nymph. Nadi held the squirming fairy as though she were giving her cub a bath, and licked her throughly from head to toe, until at last Faela felt a surge of energy return to her.



“Have I missed a spot?” Nadi inquired, clearly bemused.



“I think not,” Faela retorted with a giggle under her breath. “You’ve gotten more spots than needed, truly,”


Nadi laughed aloud as she rose from the bed of moss, striding over toward the creek once more. “It is hard not to work all of you when your length matches one pass of my tongue,” she told her, brushing her knuckle gently against Faela’s face to clear her drenched bangs from her eyes.



“I feared you may make a snack of me yourself,” Faela said in jest, despite the fact that her heart was wholly aflutter.



“I may yet,” Nadi risquely threatened, and swiftly stuffed Faela into the creek, giving the tiny fae a thorough scrub. Nadi made fast work cleaning her off between her hands, and in a moment, was on her way back to the moss bed with her freshly bathed fairy.



The sun radiated a kind warmth upon them both as the gentle breeze cooled the fairy’s skin. In the soft bed of moss, Nadi reclined and cuddled Faela’s small form, exhaling warmth upon her. Faela’s magic flowed again, but she felt no desire to return to her fullest height. There was something about the way the nymph held her that seemed so protective and tender, that Faela felt safe as she had never been.



“I must visit you more often,” Faela whispered to her, nuzzling her small head against the other’s jaw. She shivered slightly as the breeze tickled her drying skin, and Nadi drew her in warmly against her breast.



“Come often and unexpectedly. Surprise delights; they do me well,” Nadi cooed with a musical tone.



“Do you delight in me, so tiny?” Faela inquired.



“You have in me in a spell,” Nadi charmed, and planted a kiss upon Faela’s head, snugly embracing her silken crown with two lips large enough to engulf it, and the warmth spread from there in a bodily flush.



“It is a curious good to be so close to you; you fill my world, and are my land,” Faela told her, as she found herself lost in the warmth of the embrace, held so snugly against the other who encompassed her vision. “So lush and filled with life, as well. You are a glen in flesh.”



The tangle of vines about Nadi’s chest began to shift and unwrap from her torso. The large green leaves that obscured her breast were tenderly peeled away. The nymph revealed the warmth of her teats which appeared tender and soft beyond all the rest of her form, each puffy and pink and unblemished, having been hidden from the elements so long. “Ought I nurture you, little tree?” she inquired with a knowing and sultry air. Her hand brought Faela against her breast, and held her there in a snug embrace.



This new bliss was an overwhelming delight to Faela, who now felt the massive warm form of Nadi’s breast against her entire body. The tender teat of the large nymph rubbed against the little fairy’s stomach as she shifted her into position. The large green leaf gradually settled back into place, cupping Faela gently against Nadi’s breast to serve as a blanket for her.



“I wonder who on Olympus has known comfort such as this,” Faela inquired in blissful disbelief, groaning out a pleased noise as she relaxed onto the mound of soft flesh, embracing Nadi’s boob in her arms. She buried her face in the glen-nymph’s softness, and obscured her blush there as able.



“No doubt they miss out on the joys of being small,” Nadi supposed, laying back against the moss and directing her gaze at the sky. “You seem to be enjoying yourself,” she mused.



Faela huffed an embarrassed note, but conceded. “You have a large and soft bed for me,” she said playfully, pressing her face into the softness of Nadi’s breast. “More woman than I can handle,” she teased. Faela shifted against the teat, her thighs rubbing against it as she kept herself from sliding down under the leaf.



“You tickle,” Nadi said, although she seemed more teased. The glen-nymph bit her lip as she directed her gaze away from Faela, feeling the small nude form of the fairy gently cuddling her breast. Her wavy brown hair sprawled out over the bed of moss as she breathed deeply, her chest rising and bringing the little fae up and down with it.



Faela smirked up at her mischievously, and deliberately moved her body against the nymph’s teat to see how sensitive the larger woman really was. “A small thing like me teases you so?” she inquired innocently. “And I had wondered if I could please you at all.”



Nadi’s arm draped across her torso and she gently lay it over the leaf-bra that held the fairy to her breast, and pressed down to grip herself somewhat firmly, and squeeze the little fae into her softness. “You please me very much. I can think of many pleasures we might share,” Nadi said with a soft hum, clearly having more than a mere curiosity toward Faela’s small size.



Faela held on as she was able, as Nadi massaged her own breast with the fairy’s body, rubbing and teasing herself at her own pace. She felt herself slipping down the breast until the tender teat slid against her own chest and near to her face. Faela’s feet settled against Nadi’s stomach beneath the breast as she embraced it and posed herself before where it was most sensitive. “I’m sure you have quite an imagination,” Faela said with a warm chortle, bright red in the face as she leaned in and planted a tiny kiss upon the swollen areola of the larger nymph. “I’m yours to do with as you will,” Faela told her sweetly, feeling eager to give herself over with total trust to the one who had shown her such gentle affections. Faela knew Nadi would not harm her, even in the height of passion, and the thought of serving her in such a way filled her with desire.



“I had a taste of you earlier,” Nadi said, humming softly as she exhaled through her nose, quietly experiencing the pleasure of the fairy against her teat. She did not moan but softly gasped and huffed when the shifting caused strong sensations to course through her. “Unexpectedly sweat,” she opined.



“Try me once more, without a mouth of bitter herb,” Faela replied. “But first I’ll taste you,” she said, and wrapped her lips gently around the glen-nymph’s nipple, sucking it as her tongue lapped across its peak. At first, Nadi tasted much like the leaves that adorned her, and her aroma was earthy and fresh. Past that Faela tasted the saltiness of her skin, and felt the warmth from her teat against her tongue. It was almost too large to take into her mouth.



Nadi sighed with pleasure, and her other hand rose to gently stroke around her unattended areola, stimulating it with the pad of two fingers while her other hand supported the smaller fae. “I ought keep you after all, so that you can explore all of me,” Nadi told her warmly. “It would take some time, but I am sure you would enjoy it.”



Faela let the nipple slip from her mouth, a strand of spittle arcing between it and her lips as she giggled sultrily. “There’s nothing I’d rather do than treat your every inch,” she said sweetly. “I could get totally lost.”


With a gentle movement of her hand, Nadi brushed Faela off her breast, causing the fairy to tumble and lay in the center of her chest. “How sweetly you would adorn my glen, if you took up your roots and settled here,” Nadi mused to her affectionately. She squeezed her breasts together with either hand, smothering the little fae between her soft mounds, and massaging them against her. Faela giggled noisily as she felt her small form being rolled and pushed around by the massive breasts.



“It’s no tiny temptation,” Faela told her between her chuckling. “How wonderful it would be to please you every day, and always be safe in your keeping. I would make the Olympians jealous, for their servants would not praise like me,” Faela told her with an air of thoughtless lust.



“Twice now you have blasphemed,” Nadi laughed at her. “Am I such a goddess to you?” She let her breasts relax away from the little fairy and took her into her hands, holding her upright before her face.



Faela smiled at her warmly, admiring the other’s dark green eyes, and the pleasantly nutty brown of her skin, and the darkness of her wavy brown hair, which seemed perpetually messy, but not particularly tangled. “It is easy to see you like so, when I hardly reach past your ankle. Surely it is only right that I ought to serve my rescuer; my giantess of a fae.”



“You will serve, then,” Nadi told her surely, as her hands brought Faela closer to her mouth. “And I shall dote on you, my small delight. I will reward you for your sweetness, and your loyal lips,” Nadi gently parted her own lips and extended her tongue, dragging its tip along Faela’s leg, until it teased her upper thigh. Faela flushed as she felt the warmth of Nadi’s breath against her bare body, and met Nadi’s eyes. In the other’s gentle holding she parted her legs, and Nadi brought her to her mouth. Faela’s legs fell on either cheek as the tongue slid up between them, pressing against the fairys sex and lapping against her there. She squeaked a note of sudden pleasure as the unusual texture could be felt making long passes against her sensative slit.



“Treat yourself,” Faela said to her with warmth and acceptance as she was tasted. The larger fae’s tongue was far too massive to enter Faela, and yet the glen-nymph used it to massage and rub her sex with dexterity, managing to stir unbelievable sensations in her. Faela’s legs wrapped around the muscle of Nadi’s mouth, riding her and attempting to find more stability in the larger other’s grasp. Nadi held her arms and worked her tongue up against the little fae’s form, leaving Faela to try to support her weight by keeping that pink thing beneath her, wildly though it moved.



The tongue advanced up to stroke along the fairy’s stomach and her breasts, slathering the smaller fae’s body once more. Nadi adjusted her grip to hold Faela more comfortably, and admired her with a warm and smug grin. “You are a treat, precious thing,” she said. “I could grow quite fond of your flavor,” she teased sweetly.



“There is much more of you to taste,” Faela said, supporting her chin in her hands as she rested her elbows on Nadi’s grasping fingers. “Although I like what I taste so far,” she said with a giggle.



“I change with the seasons. As does my flavor, no doubt,” Nadi said, bemused.



“I’ll come visit in the winter; you can keep me warm.”



Nadi slowly drew Faela away from her face, and lowered her across her torso. Her finger gently slid between the fairy’s legs to gently massage against her flower, moving the tip of her pointer in small circles against it. Even the finger would have been a challenge for Faela to take, although she trembled at the thought of Nadi filling her so completely and pleasuring her with simple ease. Nadi sat upright slightly, and gently set Faela down between her legs, standing the small fae on the warm moss between her legs. The loincloth of tangled leaves had dispersed, and jade green vines squeezed Nadi’s thighs as though to show the larger nymph’s anticipation as her sex lay bare before Faela.



“This is a new delight, to me,” Faela admitted, approaching Nadi’s groin with dainty steps as she smirked and appraised the other.



“I’m sure you’re up to the challenge,” Nadi said to her warmly, resting herself back against the moss as her eyes lazily watched the smaller nymph grow near to her. Faela could feel the warmth from Nadi’s thighs radiating out from either side of her, and beheld the gentle rise and fall of Nadi’s stomach as it loomed over her. She stood beside the larger nymph’s sex and gently leaned against it, trembling as she felt the others warmth and wetness against her body.



Nadi gently cupped the little fairy to herself, humming out her approval softly as she felt the small body move against her. Faela put her arms on either side of the larger nymph’s slit and reached up to massage at her clitoral hood, gently rubbing at its top with her open palms.


Gnawing on her lip, Nadi exhaled heavily at these sensations. “You have such precise little hands… and you squirm so pleasantly,” Nadi told her with a teasing note. She pressed Faela in firmly against herself, smushing her face up against her clit and inciting more of that pleasant wiggling. Faela moved her body for the other’s comfort, and worked her hips back and forth as the front of her body was pressed against the glen-nymph’s folds. She opened her mouth to suck against the larger nymph’s clitoris and bring it partially into her mouth, lapping against it with her tongue and tugging it gently between her lips.



Typically quiet, Nadi’s soft breaths and gentle hums began to grow into lengthy, pleased groans as she relaxed into the treatment of the other’s tiny hands and mouth. She covered Faela with her palm and gently humped the little fairy, smothering her into her crotch and drenching the little fae with nectar.



“Take a breath,” Nadi commanded. Faela barely had a chance to, as the larger nymph’s hand relaxed for merely a moment. She lowered her grip down Faela’s body and secured her grasp around the fairy’s legs, hoisting her into position as she aimed Faela’s head and upper body toward her sex. Faela’s eyes widened, mouth agape as her body dripped with the fluids of the other’s arousal. Nadi seemed intent on making a toy out of Faela and fucking herself at the pace of her desire; the thought of being used so made Faela shiver with delighted anticipation. Then, she was swiftly thrust forth, her head and shoulders pressing in past the glen-nymph’s labia as she was stuffed directly up into her.



Nadi’s moaning was muffled as Faela found herself in the dark warmth of the inside of her passage, sliding easily against the soft and slippery vaginal interior. Her entire body was lathered with a sweet syrup of pleasure. Each time she wiggled, a wave of pleasure was sent through Nadi, resulting in internal tension that Faela could feel massaging against her body, as she was clenched between Nadi’s pussy walls. Faela was pressed in until even her feet were engulfed, and then tugged out by two fingers. She anticipated to breathe, but before her head was even clear Nadi had thrust her tiny body in again, pleasuring herself carelessly with the fae’s body. Faela may have been called a naiad, but being bound to a laurel tree and not to the spring it grew near, she was not blessed with aqueous breathing. Soon enough her squirming grew that bit more frantic, signally to Nadi the rather urgent need.



Nadi giggled playfully as she pulled Faela out of her sex, holding the little nymph by her ankle as she dripped. “Sorry, did I get carried away?” she inquired sweetly. “Don’t worry… it won’t take me long like this,” she said. Nadi swung Faela up to her lips and engulfed the fairy’s dangling body in her mouth, swallowing her up to the hips. Her tongue works itself around Faela’s body, shoving her around as it lapped away the larger nymph’s own flavor. No sooner had Faela popped from Nadi’s mouth than she was plummeting back toward the glen-nymph’s sex again, given only a moment to take a truly deep breath before being thrust back into place.



As Faela wiggled and danced her body deep within Nadi’s sex, she could feel the larger nymph shifting around her, twisting and thrusting her hips as she delighted in every new sensation from within. Her hands worked at her own sex and clit while the nymph gradually slid deeper into her. Faela moaned loudly from within Nadi so that she might hear her, and moved herself hastily around, wiggling her body in circles as she committed herself to the pleasure of the one in whom she now dwelled. Faela managed to breathe when Nadi parted her lower lips with two fingers, and made herself comfortable within, resting and enjoying the warmth of Nadi’s sex. A small vine entered Nadi and curled itself around Faela’s ankle, drawing her out from the nymph’s sex as she had escaped beyond the easy reach of a finger.



Faela’s cheeks showed bright red as she made eye contact with Nadi, dangling once more as the nymph took a moment to steady her breathing. She looked down at the little hanging fairy with pure lust, her face awash with unrestrained delight as she indulged in this new kind of lovemaking. “Does it please you to be my little delight? What a new joy we have discovered for ourselves. Will you come here, and let me use you all I desire?” Nadi inquired at the fairy possessively.



“I should love to please you all my days. I owe them to you, do I not?” Faela responded with warmth and affection despite the way she dangled, soaked and disheveled her. Nadi’s vines began to crawl up Faela’s legs, and more joined to wrap her lower body tightly, and soon also restrain her arms against her side. Faela giggled at her, wondering what the larger nymph intended. “Why bind me up? I shall not flee from you,” she said. The lush green vinges coiled about her all the way to the middle of her waist, and her body was held tightly straight.



“All the better for pleasure, little fairy,” Nadi said. Suddenly, Faela felt two vines press up within her bound legs, sliding slowly up her thighs as she was held tight. The soft head of each vine pressed gently against both her pussy and asshole, and began to slowly and rhythmically push in and out of her. She moaned in ecstatic bliss as the two vines pressed and massaged her sex and rear, every retrained wiggle driving waves of blissful sensation through herself.



Nadi thrust Faela within herself again, pushing her head-first with the vines continuing to pleasure Faela even as the fairy was lost within the large nymph. Now Nadi dictated the pace and movement entirely, and worked Faela’s little squirming body deeply within herself, stroking her torso against her inner walls. Nadi moaned with intensity as she lost herself to the bliss, fucking herself with the fairy-dildo at an increasingly fast pace as her orgasm swiftly approached. As she came, Faela felt her inner walls clench firmly around her and the vine, and was drenched in a new deluge of nectar.



Faela was squealing with pleasure herself as the vines picked up their pace, stimulating her vivaciously as she was drawn slowly out of the larger nymph’s sex. Now Nadi simply admired the little fairy as she was fucked before her eyes, having the vines gradually bring her back up to her lips. “Ohh, it’s so good!” Faela moaned blissfully, pressing her face against Nadi’s lips and kissing her. Those massive lips parted and Faela was taken inside again, this time sliding slowly past Nadi’s mouth as the large nymph deep-throated her. In the back of Faela’s mind there was the concern that Nadi might swallow her, by accident or otherwise, but it did nothing to dampen her pleasure. Faela’s orgasm came upon her swiftly and she squealed out down Nadi’s throat as she came all over the vines that both bound and fucked her.



Nadi giggled with her mouth full, eventually beginning to pull the little fairy out, and relax the work of her magical vines. Faela was practically limp in her holding, totally stunned by the bliss of that most intense climax of sensation. “I would not leave you unsatisfied, when you’ve worshipped me so,” Nadi told her sweetly, catching her in hand as the vines drew away. “I imagine we will find much to enjoy together,” she mused.



Faela breathed deeply as she stared with blissful affection up at Nadi. “You are full of surprises,” she exhaled tenderly. She could not believe how enjoyable the experience had been, as something was awoken within her by the unique pleasures offered by the differing size. “I should delight in exploring you,” she said.



“And I shall delight in adoring you,” Nadi told her sweetly, leaning in to plant a little kiss upon the Fae’s head. She stood up slowly, and tucked Faela once more against her bare breast, the leafy bra again moving to cover her and hold her securely to that tender warmth. “Now let us drop in for this festival, before Apollo has dropped from the sky,” Nadi said. She retrieved Faela’s dress from where it hung drying, and the two of them made their way.



Faela breathed a deep sigh of contentment as the sun began to near the horizon, casting its golden warmth against Nadi’s chest, and heating her skin beneath the fairy’s cheek. She was comfortable as she had never been held there against the larger nymph’s breast, being carried forth to delights unknown.
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Did you enjoy this novella? Tell about your experience or leave an Amazon Kindle Book Review to share your thoughts!







Follow Alison’s Twitter @AlisonOErotica for exclusive sneak-peeks and promotional information.
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