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Rowan wasn’t born to the woods, but they claimed him all the same. A broad-shouldered man of thirty-two, he’d fled the choking sprawl of a river town five years back—too many debts, too many fists thrown in ale-soaked brawls—seeking solitude in the wilds beyond the king’s road. 

The forest, ancient and untamed, became his refuge and his forge. With an axe and a whittling knife, he carved a living—felling timber, shaping crude chairs and tables for nearby villages, his hands calloused and stained with sap. His cabin sat squat at the edge of a glade, a single room of rough-hewn logs, its hearth smoldering day and night, the air thick with pine and smoke.

But Rowan wasn’t just a craftsman. The woods whispered to him—old tales from travelers, slurred confessions in roadside taverns—of creatures too wild for scripture, too small for swords. Fairies, they said, flitting through the deepest thickets, no bigger than a man’s hand, their bodies a forbidden tease of magic and flesh. 

Late at night, alone with his whiskey and the crackle of the fire, he’d heard the darkest rumors: men who’d caught them, used them—tiny cunts tight as a vice, wings trembling as they moaned. 

The thought rooted in him, a seed of lust growing wilder with every sip, every stroke of his cock in the dark. He didn’t just want a fuck—he wanted that, a fairy fuck toy, something to hold, to break, a myth made real under his grip.

He’d started hunting—not with traps or bows, but with patience, tracking glimmers in the dusk, listening for the hum of wings. The villagers called the forest cursed, warned of fairy circles that stole souls, but Rowan didn’t care. He wasn’t after their magic or their gold—just their bodies, one body, small enough to claim. 

Months of nothing—until tonight, when the moon hung fat and silver, casting shadows that danced like promises through the trees.

The forest breathed alive around Rowan, its air damp and cool, heavy with the scent of moss and rotting leaves. He moved slow, boots crunching over twigs, his axe slung across his back more for habit than need—tonight wasn’t about timber. 

His shirt clung to his chest, sweat from the day’s labor mixing with the mist that curled low, brushing his calves. The glade ahead shimmered, unnatural—a ring of toadstools glowing faintly under the moon, their caps slick with dew. He’d seen it before, passed it by, but tonight it called, a pull in his gut he couldn’t shake.

He crouched at the edge, breath fogging in the chill, his hazel eyes narrowing as he scanned the shadows. The tales said fairies danced here, their laughter like bells, their bodies bare and gleaming. 

Rowan’s hand tightened on the leather pouch at his belt—honey and salt, bait he’d gleaned from a drunken bard’s ramblings. He tipped it out, a slow drizzle onto the moss, the sweet tang cutting through the earthiness, a lure for something small and curious. His pulse thudded, steady but loud in his ears, his cock already half-hard against his trousers, the fantasy he’d nursed for months sharpening into intent.

A rustle—faint, then sharper—stirred the ferns beyond the circle. He held still, predator-quiet, his broad frame a silhouette against the trees. Then he saw her: Tamsin, a flicker of light no bigger than his fist, wings a blur of silver and gold, darting through the undergrowth. 

She paused, hovering, her tiny form glowing soft—a perfect tease of curves, shimmering skin, and delicate limbs, oblivious to the woodsman’s gaze. Rowan’s breath caught, his grin slow and cruel, the whispers roaring true in his mind. There you are, little fuck toy, he thought, his voice a silent promise as he leaned closer, ready to weave his seduction around her innocence.

The glade thrummed under the moon’s heavy glow, the toadstool circle casting an eerie shimmer as Rowan crouched, his massive frame a dark monument among the ferns. The honey and salt glistened on the moss, a glistening snare, and his hazel eyes burned with a predator’s gleam as Tamsin darted into sight. She was a tiny, glowing sin—three inches of quivering temptation, her wings a frantic blur of gold and silver, her bare skin shimmering with fairy dust that clung to every curve like wet silk. Her violet hair whipped wild, framing a face too perfect—big green eyes, parted lips—and her body, fuck, her body: tiny tits begging to be pinched, a waist he could snap, thighs he’d spread with a fingertip. His cock swelled, thick and urgent against his trousers, the whispers of fairy fuck toys roaring alive in his blood.

He snapped a twig, deliberate, the crack slicing the stillness, and Tamsin froze mid-flight, wings buzzing like a trapped bee. She spun toward him, hovering, her glow pulsing—nervous, delicious—and Rowan let his voice roll out, low and molten, a trap dipped in honey. 

“Well, well, little wing,” he drawled, his grin slow and filthy, eyes raking her from her trembling wings to the shadowed slit between her legs. 

“Found something sweet, did you?” He nodded to the honey, leaning closer, his breath a warm gust that ruffled her hair, his broad hand flexing on his knee, fingers itching to claim her.

Tamsin’s wings slowed, her glow softening as she drifted nearer, drawn by the bait, her voice a chime, pure and shaky. 

“Yours? The sticky shine?” She landed light on the moss, an arm’s length away, her tiny feet sinking in, her body swaying—fuck, she was close enough to grab, to crush. Rowan’s pulse hammered, his tongue darting out to wet his lips, slow and deliberate, letting her see the hunger there. 

“All for you, sprite,” he purred, voice dripping with dark promise, his gaze locked on her tits, those tiny peaks stiffening in the cool air. 

“Heard fairies crave a mortal taste—thought I’d tease one out. Lucky me, it’s you.”

She stepped closer, wings twitching, her innocence a beacon he’d snuff with his cock. 

“Tease?” she echoed, head tilting, her big eyes blinking up at him, clueless to the bulge straining his pants, the way his fingers flexed to cage her. 

Rowan chuckled, a guttural sound that vibrated the air, his hand easing out, palm up, rough skin a stark contrast to her shimmer. 

“Oh, I’ll tease you, little thing,” he murmured, voice thick with lust, his thumb brushing the air near her, a whisper from her flesh. 

“Warm like fire, deep like a well—ever felt a man’s heat, sprite? I’ll make you quake, show you what that pretty little body’s for.”

Tamsin’s glow flared, her wings a frantic hum as she fluttered up, landing on his palm—fuck, her weight was nothing, her bare ass brushing his skin, sending a jolt straight to his groin. 

Up close, she was obscene—dust-coated thighs parted, her cunt a tiny, glistening tease he’d fuck raw, her nipples begging for his tongue. She peered up, her breath a faint tickle on his thumb, her voice trembling with wonder. 

“Heat? Like... sun on petals?” Her wings quivered, her body leaning into his curled fingers, trusting, ripe, and Rowan’s grin turned savage, his cock throbbing as he imagined her impaled on it.

“Hotter,” he rasped, curling his fingers tighter, a loose cage, his thumb grazing her side, slow and deliberate, brushing the swell of her tit until her gasp—high, sharp—echoed in his ears. 

“Like a man’s mouth, his hands—fuck, sprite, I’ll make you melt.” He shifted his other hand, tugging his belt loose, the clink of metal loud, his trousers gaping to free the thick ridge of his erection, the tip already wet, straining toward her. 

Tamsin’s eyes widened, darting to it, her glow dimming then blazing, her voice a squeak. 

“What’s... that? A game stick?”

Rowan laughed, dark and hungry, his thumb pressing firmer, rolling her nipple between the ridges of his skin, her tiny cry fueling him. 

“A game, yeah,” he growled, lifting her closer, his breath hot on her wings, making them tremble. 

“My game—gonna use you, little fuck toy, fuck that tight fairy cunt ‘til you scream for it. Say yes, sprite—let me show you what humans crave.” His lips parted, tongue flicking the air near her, a promise of wet heat, and Tamsin swayed, her wings faltering, her body arching into his touch—confused, curious, dripping with a need she didn’t name.

“Yes?” she breathed, a question lost in a moan, her tiny hands clutching his thumb, her glow pulsing wild as Rowan’s mouth hovered, ready to taste, to trick, to take—the woodsman’s dark fantasy trembling on the edge of breaking her.

Tamsin’s tiny “yes?” trembled in the air, a fragile thread Rowan seized like a wolf on a lamb. Her glow pulsed wild in his palm, her wings quivering as she clung to his thumb, her moan a sweet, clueless surrender that made his cock throb harder, the tip leaking against his trousers. 

He grinned, slow and feral, his breath a hot gust over her, ruffling her violet hair, making her wings flutter against his fingers—fuck, she was small, breakable, perfect. His lips hovered close, the heat of his mouth a tease over her tiny form, and he let his tongue flick out, brushing the edge of her wing, tasting dust and salt—bitter, sweet, hers.

“See, sprite,” he purred, voice low and slick with deceit, pulling back just enough to meet her wide, glassy eyes, “that’s the start of it—human magic, better than fairy tricks.” 

His thumb rolled her nipple again, firmer now, pinching the tiny peak between his ridges until she squeaked, her hips twitching in his palm, her cunt glistening—a wet little tease he’d claim soon. 

“We’ve got a secret,” he lied, his tone conspiratorial, flirty, drawing her in, “a game only the boldest fairies play—lets you feel big, strong, like us. You want that, don’t you? To feel a man’s power?”

Tamsin’s glow flared, her wings buzzing faint as she arched into his touch, her voice a shaky
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