Spriteling
Cassandra was like many other girls in the small town of Glenwood; she had long brown hair, blue eyes, and stood about three inches tall. One of many hidden homes of a race of tiny humans, often called spritelings in the legends of other races, Glenwood was located in several trees in a secluded area of a large forest. Only those given special permission, after taking various challenging tests, were allowed to wonder outside the trees and the subterranean tunnels that connected them. Cassandra never got that permission, but miraculously found an otherwise unknown passage to the surface. She had always been curious to see if the stories her parents told her and her younger siblings were true, tales of monsters that lived in the woods above.

As night fell, Cassandra sneaked out of her family’s house and ventured through the passage she discovered. Though she’d been out a few times before, the sheer size of everything still amazed her. She walked around for a while, staying in the area she had explored on a previous expedition, when she heard voices. They weren’t voices like a group of explorers or hunters from the town. These voices were louder and bigger. Ever curious, Cassandra followed the voices to find their source.

The sight that met Cassandra’s eyes astonished her. In the center of a small clearing burned a large fire, five women in black robes stood in a circle around the blaze. Their arms were stretched out , barely touching the hands of those next to them, their head gazed up into the sky as a strange archaic chant flowed smoothly from their tongues.

Cassandra stood there, mouth agape in shock and awe, amazed at what she saw. The fire was larger than any she’d ever seen before. And none of her parents’ stories ever mentioned the black robed giantesses. A higher pitched note of the giantesses chant awoke Cassandra from her stupor; knowing she could be spotted our here in the open she quickly and quietly moved into the shadow of a tree to continue watching the spectacle before her.

The giantesses’ chant grew louder and they began walking in a circle around their fire. Cassandra continued to watch the giantesses for almost an hour. Reluctantly she turned away from the congregation; every moment she stayed there she risked being discovered, by the giantesses and by her parents. She vowed to herself she’d come to watch the giantesses again as she started back to the passage. The witches had no idea of their tiny observer as they doused the fire, planned their next gathering, and then went their separate ways.
Cassandra went out each night, hoping to see the giantesses again. Six nights she went out, never hearing a gargantuan voice or seeing the gigantic figures. For a while she began to wonder if they only came to the forest that one time. On the seventh night since first seeing the giantesses, Cassandra found them again, this time as they set up for their ceremony. The convenient rejoined a week later, they lit their fire which burned like a star in the dark forest. Assuming their positions, they began to chant

After discovering the schedule of the giantesses, it quickly became a weekly thing for Cassandra to sneak out of bed and town to watch the giantesses chant and dance. A month after first discovering the cloaked giantesses, Cassandra was about to leave this week’s gathering a gust of wind blew spores of pollen into her nose, causing her to sneeze. She tensed up in terror, wondering if the giantesses heard her.

The witches stopped in their chant. “I thought I heard something.” One said.

“I heard it too. I think it came from over there.” Another said, pointing towards the tree Cassandra was hiding by.

“I’ll check it out sisters.” A third, and the tallest of them, said before walking toward Cassandra’s hiding place. It didn’t take her long to find the source of the disturbance. “Well, well, what have we here?" She asked curiously her lips curling into a twisted smile.

Cassandra stood completely frozen in fear as the giantesses looked down at her. When the giantess spoke she screamed and started to run. It was simple for the witch to catch the tiny girl; she barely had to step forward before grabbing her. Cassandra screamed again as the enormous fingers wrapped around her and the ground zoomed away beneath her. “Please don’t hurt me, please.” She begged as the giantess gazed at her from under her hood.

"Hurt you little sprite?"The giantess asked as she pulled down her hood with her free hand. She had long dark hair, and her blue eyes looking down at Cassandra with a surprising kindness.

“I thought…” Cassandra started to say, but her voice gave out. She was still quite afraid.

"I see little spriteling. You can call me Isladl" The giantess said smiling softly. "We've actually been looking for one of your kind."

“You- you know of my people!?” Cassandra exclaimed. Until now she was worried about her own safety, now she was also worried for her family and everyone else she knew.

"Yes we do know of you." Isladl said, “What you look scared?"

“It’s… it’s the old stories my mother told me when I was younger. Stories about terrible giant monsters that lived outside our town.” Cassandra said before quickly adding, “Not that you look like a monster.”

"Oh I see little one." Isladl said her smile growing with amusement. "Well you're special spriteling, we’ve been calling one of you for months."

“You’ve been calling for one of us?” Cassandra asked, her fear suddenly being replaced by surprise and confusion.

"Yes we have little one." Isladl said happily. "We wanted proof of the inhabitants of the forest."

“Well I guess I’m that proof. What happens now?” Cassandra asked.

"We have a special ritual for you spriteling." Isladl said smiling.

“A ritual?” Cassandra asked before an unpleasant though entered her mind, “You’re not gonna sacrifice me are you?”

"Oh no no no little one." Isladl said giggling softly.

“Then, then what’s going to happen?” Cassandra asked.

"Well, you'll see here in a moment." Isladl said taking her back to the fire and the other witches.

Cassandra nervously bit on her lower lip, wondering what awaited her.

When Isladl returned to the group she smiled broadly as she presented Cassandra. Cassandra gazed up at each other the giant witches as they passed her around, each one examining her with great interest. One even exclaimed “Aw, how cute.” While each examined her, Cassandra examined the giantesses, each one was quite beautiful.

Soon Isladl, who was the leader of these witches took Cassandra back and asked, “Well how long you been watching us little one?"

“For about a month now.” Cassandra replied rather timidly.

"Well that’s nice little one." She said smiling softly looking the little girl over.

“You’re not mad?” Cassandra asked, once more confused. Some people back in Glenwood had secret society meetings, but those who spied on such meetings were not taken lightly.

"Not at all little one, but I have a big surprise for you." Isladl said smiling.

“Wh-what kind of surprise?” Cassandra asked, feeling her fear threatening to take over again.

"It’s a secret." Isladl replied quietly, it seemed she was excited.

Cassandra remained silent, knowing there was nothing she could really do to escape. Though she was frightened, she was also curious to see one of the giantesses’ rituals close up.

"Here we go little one." She said smiling softly looking around at the others. They started chanting softly as they swayed back, and forth. Cassandra inhaled deeply as the giantesses began their ritual, she couldn’t help but sway in time with them; of course being in the hand of their leader helped. As the chant continued Isladl suddenly held Cassandra up over her head, without breaking the beat of the chant. Cassandra wasn’t expecting the sudden increase in elevation, so when it happened she let out a yell that went unnoticed by the giantesses.
The chant soon took on a different tone, and Isladl began to glow as did Cassandra. Cassandra gasped quietly when she saw the glow emanating from her and the lead witch. She ached to ask what was happening, but something told her it would be unwise to interrupt the giantesses. The giantesses continued their chant as the glow spread to each of them. From above they would have appeared to be a strange glowing circle. As the glow spread to the other giantesses, Cassandra felt a strange tingling sensation spreading through her body. The chanting soon stopped, but Cassandra kept glowing. Cassandra watched the glow fade from the giantesses, but she was surprised when that same glow didn’t fade from her, if anything it seemed to intensify. Her nervousness was increased as the witches stared at her, as thought they expected something to happen. And happen something did; the tingle evolved into a short burst of pain, and then it seemed as though the leader’s hands were tightening on her.

Isladl smiled softly holding onto Cassandra tightly as she licked her lips lowering her down to her mouth. "The ritual is complete my dear."

“What happened? What did it do?” Cassandra asked, wincing slightly from the tightness of the giantess’s hands.

Isladl chucked softly. “You’ll see." She said before she pushed Cassandra into her mouth.

Cassandra barely had time to scream before the giant witch stuffed her into her mouth. “NO! PLEASE STOP!” she cried, desperately groping for something to hang onto.

Isladl chuckled again, tilting her head back and swallowing hard. Cassandra screamed again as she felt herself descending into the giantess’s throat. And her screaming was cut off as the throat muscles clenched around her, squeezing her from all sides and pushing her down. Isladl licked her lips again, “That was tasty” she purred.
Eventually Cassandra landed with a wet splat in the giantess’s stomach. The thin air smelled awful and burned Cassandra’s lungs as she breathed. “Please, let me go!” She pleaded as loudly as she could, “My family is going to be worried sick about me!”

“I hate to sound so rude my little spriteling, but you should have thought of that before you spied on us.” Isladl said as she gently rubbed her belly.

“Please!” Cassandra shouted before bursting into tears, “I don’t wanna be digested.” Isladl said nothing as the glow permeated her belly. Cassandra barely anything, nor did she truly notice that the glow from earlier still remained, as she sat curled up and crying with her eyes closed.

The glow around Cassandra soon faded and she disappeared in the giantess stomach, and reappeared right where she was when she was found. Cassandra uncurled herself and opened her eyes when she felt a breeze of fresh air blow past. She just sat there gaping in amazement at where she was. But her mind was plagued by wondering if this was real, or just a delusional hallucination her mind created in its last moments. The sound of chanting could be heard in the distance, When Cassandra it she began to wonder if the whole thing had been a dream, a supernatural warning. Whether it was or not she decided it was best to head home as quickly and quietly as possible, and never come back.

