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 Growing for Him

TWO FIGURES WALKED down a forest path. The tall trees around them
drank greedily of the ample sunlight and the few rays that managed
to penetrate the green canopy made for a beautiful pattern along
the path.

The two men
were different as night and day. Seamus stood two heads taller than
his companion, dark-haired and handsome, while old Gared hobbled
along by the aid of his walking stick. Gared's head all but
disappeared beneath his wide-brimmed hat, a dull grey like the rest
of his robes, while Seamus strode on in a light, practical outfit
with a much better range of motion. As the apprentice, Seamus
always did the heavy lifting and he didn't see a reason to make it
any harder on himself, tempting as it was to don a robe and spook
the locals with cheap tricks.

Seamus carried
a pair of big butterfly nets and a bag that single-handedly scared
off all animal life in the vicinity with a cacophony of clinking
glass. A couple of loose twigs had gotten twisted up in the nets
from an earlier tumble on the ground when Seamus stumbled over a
loose root.

"Fascinating
creatures, these fairies," Gared said, looking intently at the
glass jar in his hand. "I wonder how many live in these woods. We
simply must find out."

"Yes, master,"
Seamus said with bored obedience. He had said these words many,
many times, but Gared didn't seem to care about Seamus' sincerity,
as long as he obeyed.

"You did
remember to bring a new supply of ink to the cabin, yes? The
specimen might be too fragile to take home to the tower right
away."

"Yes, master,
I did. Along with paper and candles."

"Splendid,
splendid." Gared scratched his grey-streaked beard. "It wouldn't do
to leave a beauty like this waiting." He held the glass up high and
caught the sun. Seamus leaned in to see.

The fairy
stood inside the jar with her arms held out to steady herself
against her cage as Gared's unsteady gait swung her around. She was
a frail thing, barely the size of Gared's thumb, with a pair of
large, see-through butterfly wings on her back. They glittered
brilliantly in the light. She had straight, blonde hair that
reached the small of her back and wore a delicate, leafy dress. Her
bright, blue eyes glared at them.

"She looks
pretty," Seamus said. "Though not very happy."

The fairy gave
her captors the stink-eye and opened her mouth to speak, but no
sound penetrated the thick glass jar. The lack of reaction from
either of them seemed to disappoint her, and she resorted to
sticking out her tongue at them instead. It didn't look very
fierce.

"I think it's
trying to communicate with us. Fascinating. We must make haste,
Seamus!" Gared said and raised his walking stick in the direction
of their forest cabin.

"Yes, master,"
Seamus said and hefted his load again. "You did put in some air
holes, right?"

"Of course I
didn't, my boy. Can't have our little friend escape. Don't worry
your head, there's air for many hours yet."

"Yes,
master."

***

The cabin
stood in the middle of a small clearing. It served as a forward
post for Gared's research, for when he wanted to comb the wilds for
medicinal herbs and magical curiosities. As with most things, his
apprentice took care of the practicalities while Gared got lost in
thought - or in the forest, as Seamus liked to tell his friends,
when his master wasn't around to hear.

Seamus threw
down the butterfly nets outside and barged through the door with
the bag of glassware dangling precariously over his shoulder. Gared
followed with his prize in hand, placing the jar securely on his
workbench and rubbing his hands in anticipation. He left his hat
and walking stick by the door.

The cabin
wasn't small, but it still felt cramped. Books lined the walls, and
heaps of arcane tools and instruments littered what free space
remained. The bookshelves gave way to a few small windows that
supplied the room with a modicum of light and a pair of doors along
the far wall lead into a kitchen and a bedroom.

"Oh, what fun
this shall be. Seamus, fetch me the ink and light the hearth, will
you?"

"Yes, master.
Right away." Seamus sat his bag down and disappeared into the
kitchen. He returned with an elaborate inkwell made of green glass
and a roll of papers. "We're in luck. The tradesman saved the last
batch for me, it'll be another two weeks before the next caravan
rolls through the village."

"Yes, yes,
that's nice. Get on with it," Gared said without taking his eyes
off the trapped fairy. Then he heard the unmistakable crunch of
broken glass and instantly spun around. Seamus stood at the side of
the work desk, looking straight down at the bits of inkwell between
his feet. A pool of midnight black soaked down into the old planks
of wood.

"Oops," Seamus
said. He rubbed sheepishly at the smudge of ink on his arm, papers
still tucked against his side. "I... Maybe we could use something
else?"

Gared looked
up at his apprentice in disbelief. "You fool! You utter, utter
fool," he snapped. "Tell me that there is more ink out back and
tell me now!"

"Sorry,
master," Seamus said meekly. He took the roll of paper into his
hand and smeared a blotch of ink over the back in the process.

"Give me
that," Gared said and snatched the paper away. He took another look
at the spot of ink on the floor and shook his head. "The things I
have to endure... Seamus! You take care of this. You will get me
another bottle of ink by tomorrow. I don't care what you have to
tell the tradesman."

"Yes,
master."

"First you
clean this up. All of it! I won't see a mote of dust out of place
here when I come back."

Seamus
scratched his head. "Are we leaving, master?"

"I am leaving.
I'm not going to play a happy camper out here to pay for your
mistake. You'll find me back in the tower when you're done. Which
is tomorrow, in case you've forgotten." Gared seized his hat and
pushed it firmly down over his head.

Seamus opened
his mouth to speak, but Gared was already halfway out the door.
"Goodbye, master?" He ventured as the door slammed shut.

"Well. That
was awkward." Seamus fetched a rag from the kitchen and picked up
the pieces of broken glass, then peered outside to check that his
master really had left. "All clear..." He hurried back to the
workbench and unscrewed the glass jar.

The fairy
flittered excitedly and heaved herself out of captivity. "Good
heavens! Didn't you tell the old man to put in some air holes?" She
said, short of breath, as she jumped onto the wooden tabletop with
a nimble flip.

"Tried. He
didn't listen." Seamus said with an apologetic smile. "It's nice to
see you again, Maia."

"You too,
though I could think of some better circumstances. My wings are all
sore from being crammed in there." Maia craned her neck to make
sure her delicate butterfly wings were unharmed and stretched out.
"I can't abide standing still for so long."

"I could think
of worse ways to meet," Seamus said and held out his hand. Maia
lifted herself into the air with her wings and flittered onto his
palm. "Gared is gone for the day and doesn't expect to see me
before tomorrow. We have the cabin to ourselves."

"Oh? And what
would you do with all of that free time?" Maia inquired with a
cheeky grin.

"I thought we
could have dinner together. I brought some sweet berries for you
and a piece of candy I got from a traveler. A delicacy, I'm
told."

The mention of
the sugary treat perked Maia up. "What about wine, did you bring
any of that?"

Seamus
chuckled. "If you think you can handle your liquor better than last
time."

"Shut your
mouth, I didn't mess anything up aside from the thimble!" Maia's
wings flittered with her motion. What she lacked in stature, she
made up in sheer expressive power, using her whole body to convey
her mood.

"That's true.
You're a neat little fairy." Seamus held her up closer to his face.
She flushed slightly.

"Flattery will
get you nowhere," Maia said without conviction.

"No, but this
will," Seamus replied and kissed her. It was overwhelming for such
a small woman, just about disappearing in Seamus' warm lips. It
wasn't obvious to a novice, but he clearly felt her miniature
reciprocation, delicate hands sinking into the soft skin of his
lip.

"Granted,"
Maia cooed, remaining snuggled up against Seamus’ face as he drew
his hand back. Her wings beat excitedly, tiny chest shuddering with
her heartbeat. "How much time do you think we have?"

Seamus kissed
her again. "My dear, we have all the time in the world."

***

The cabin had
a surprisingly nice bedroom. Though the sun had begun its slow
descent towards the horizon, the bedroom window still provided
ample light. A thick carpet muffled Seamus' footsteps as he stepped
in and a small mirror hung over the plain cabinet at the opposite
wall. The bed was wide and lavishly covered in sleeping furs.

Maia followed
Seamus, hovering deftly in the air with a goofy grin on her face as
Seamus disrobed. He stood with his back towards her as he pulled
off his shirt and treated Maia to a show of his well-sculpted back
muscles. He complained often and loudly about the work Gared put
him through to anyone that might listen, Maia included, but the
manual labor obviously did wonders for his body.

He turned
around and caught Maia's unabashed leering. She offered a shrug,
still grinning. "You've grown," Maia said and flittered in close.
The sight of Seamus' handsome front made her little heart
quicken.

"Gared doesn't
feed me enough. He's the one getting fat instead," Seamus said.

"I ought to
thank him, then," Maia giggled. "If he would stop trying to catch
me for more than two seconds."

Seamus held
out a finger and let Maia touch down gracefully, like a miniature
ballerina. "Not likely." He winked. "Your turn, princess."

Maia spun
around once and curtsied. She couldn't shake the excited grin from
her face. Seamus was so big to her, a veritable giant. His deep,
brown eyes swallowed her up and she lost herself in the pattern of
his irises. They seemed like a pair of portals to another world,
big enough for her to pass through... But Seamus would undoubtedly
be cross if she tried!

"In time. I'm
only wearing one piece, but you're hardly naked yet," Maia said.
She kicked off into the air again and Seamus sat down on the edge
of the bed to remove his boots. When his hands seized the belt
around his waist, however, she called for him to stop. "There's no
reason to hurry, sweetling. I'll help you."

Seamus gave
her a look, but obeyed, leaning back on his elbows to have the
fairy have her fun. "I'm all yours," he said. Maia landed on his
chest and dragged her naked feet slowly over his skin, feeling the
contours of his sculpted abdomen. It brought a tingle to her chest
to have such an imposing stud at her command.

"Damn right
you are," Maia agreed, swaying her hips from side to side as she
walked down Seamus' dark treasure trail. His belt lay partially
undone before her and his rough-spun pants bulged up with the
telltale shape of male arousal. She saw it rise further with her
dainty steps on Seamus' skin, and the sound of a slight flutter in
his breath brought an impish grin to her lips.

"Let's see
what we have here," Maia said. She started on
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