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“Am I not enough for you?” Miffette flashed an exasperated look at Penelope, who had poured over the fine text of her spell book for over half of an hour. “Unlimited magical power and you’re stuck perusing your catalog of horny spirits.” The shortstack succubus had a scowl upon her little mischievous face, the jealousy undisguised.



Unphased, Penelope licked the tip of her finger to turn the page. She reclined comfortably on a smooth stone step and pondered the illuminated scrawl of the ancient records. “For all the fanciful spirits I conjure, I still can not displace you as my favorite,” Penelope assured her minion sweetly. “Perhaps you will also enjoy our new friend.”



“I doubt it,” Miffette stated, striding over in a huff. As Penelope’s eyes lingered upon the page, her small, thick minion ascended the stone steps behind her to peer over the amber-haired witch’s shoulder. “A fiery sylph? What good are those?” She stared incredulously at the small illuminated drawing of a golden sprite.



“I suppose we shall see,” Penelope mused. As Miffette stepped to her side, she reached around the succubus’ thick hip and gently embraced her. Miffette’s wide booty was clad in tight black cloth, and the vibrant red skin of her stomach and thighs radiated an intense warmth. “That kind of spirit is even smaller than I, are they not?” Sitting, Penelope was in the shadow of her minion’s lustfully curvaceous body. Standing side by side, Miffette would only come up to her midriff. Her mistress was taller than most human women and conducted herself with sexy elegance, gracefully traversing the quiet wood in a sparse web-patterned adornment of midnight black silk.



‘They are. And like you, disproportionately filled with energy and passion,” Penelope said, gently swatting her summoned succubus on her plump ass.



“Mmn~,” Miffette moaned, exhaling softly. “Well they must be, to have ended up in that text,” she said, watching the finger of her mistress as it traced along the ancient and faded runes. She murmured under her breath, and like the rustling of autumn leaves caught in a breeze, magic seemed to flow in toward them from amidst the forest.



“Need I remind you which book I summoned you from?” Penelope asked with a soft teasing note, causing her short thick companion to flush and turn away. “It is fortunate such texts are repressed, or you may have been summoned a hundred times in as many years,” Penelope mused. She twirled her finger amidst the golden light that was accumulating about the page and beheld as a humanoid form began to appear.



“Well I do like variety,” Miffette mused.



The sprite formed upon the page before them, and while not yet entirely material, struck a dramatic pose with her feet upon the page. The small curvaceous being looked like a woman, with a heavy bust and wide full hips, and a tunic that sparsely covered her, and could be seen through with ease regardless. Obscuring her features a hat had formed, and she peered out from beneath it at the body of her summoner, silently appraising the one who had brought her into the realm.



Penelope reclined and admired her new minion, taking in the shape of her golden luminous curves, her confident posture and energy. “Malphae,” she addressed her, reaching out with a single finger to gently lift the rim of the tiny sylph’s large conjured hat. The spirit had wry features and a warm and intent stare, as she observed her mistress refined and regal physiognomy. “Welcome to the mortal world, sylph of fire. May you find pleasure in that task for which you were summoned,” she told her with warm and amorous annunciation, allowing for the spirit to judge what was alluded to.



The little sprite swiped the hat from her head and held it to her stomach as she stooped low in a dramatic bow. “In your service, how could I not?” she inquired suavely.



“Well aren’t you an eager toy,” Miffette chided.



The little lustful sprite turned to her and stuffed her billowy hat back on her head. “And you, one well broken-in?” she inquired, bemused.



“My little jealous delights. Shall you compete for me? I think you will both soon discover the admirable qualities of the other,” Penelope suggested. She held her hand out for the sprite, who settled her plump golden rear against it and allowed for her new mistress to hold her. Reclining back in her hand, she considered Miffette with a note of curiosity.



“Well, it is fortunate that she is made of magic, for we are sure to crush her by mistake,” Miffette said, as though stretched to think of a kind remark. She conceded though, after examining the little sprite cuddled up affectionately against Penelope’s chest. “I suppose she is a
 little
 cute,” the shortstack succubus professed.



Penelope cradled the sylph in hand, feeling the warmth of her energy and the tingle of the magic that gave her form. The little being was warm and pleasant to the touch, seeming without hardness as she could be gently squeezed in hand. The summoner met eyes with her and looked at her with appreciation and warmth, allowing Malphae to rest gently against her breast as she embraced her tiny form to her cleavage. “Tell me little sprite, how would you enjoy sharing with us in all pleasures?” she inquired softly, plucking the magical hat from Malphae’s head and gently casting it away, where it disappeared in a puff of golden smoke. “You need not be used like a mere toy; unless that is your desire,” she told her, wondering what machinations the sprite had about this newly found role of service.



Malphae kicked a leg up and reclined against Penelope’s breast, looking between the expanse of soft and warm skin of her human magus, and the slowly encroaching curvy presence of the larger minion. “Summoned for the pleasure of a sorceress divine and her stocky squeeze? Yes, I can spare some time away from the infinite void,” she smirked slightly, loosening the long translucent golden scarf from her neck and allowing it to float away and disperse. Her hair cascaded behind her as light as smoke, and her features were intent and mischievous. “I would not leave two souls such as you bored on a cool evening like this,” she assured them, lifting her leg and sliding down Penelope’s bare stomach, to land on her lap seated between her thighs. She felt the softness of her mistress with a hand to her either side and laid back against the warmth of the summoner’s smooth stomach as she peered up at Miffette.



“Let’s get nice and snug, then,” Miffette said with a wide grin, and turning herself, dropped her thick rear into Penelope’s lap, and smushed Malphae between the groin of her summoner and the thinly clothed mass of the succubus rear. Feeling the little sprite struggle against the tight black fabric, Miffette laughed and wiggled herself back and forth, letting the sprite ride up between her cheeks and experience a good smothering.



Penelope softly chortled, thrusting her hips up slightly to allow Miffette to grind against her. She could feel the soft form of their sprite squirming between them, already moving her body for their pleasure. “Come now, give her a chance to ease into things,” Penelope chuckled, squeezing Miffette’s rear in hand and lifting the shortstack from her lap.



Malphae was disheveled as she lay splayed out in blissful bewilderment, staring up from Penelope’s lap and regaining her breath.



“I think you’re having fun already. Perhaps you truly are a good toy, amidst so many spirits of pleasure,” Miffette said, having not truly cared whether Malphae would enjoy the face full of ass or not. “Perhaps you will prove fun to bully a little,” the larger succubus mused.



“You’re well endowed for one with such impish stature,” Malphae said, sitting upright. “But I can handle some rough play,” she assured her confidently, gnawing on her little lip as she peered up at the body of the succubus, whose breasts seemed prepared to burst from her tight black silk vest. Miffette met her gaze with a confident and interested grin, imaging all the ways she might test what the sprite could handle.



“Perhaps first you should serve your mistress, and then I will have my turn,” Miffette said, stooping over Penelope as the witch reclined back on the stone ledge and propped herself up on with an elbow on the book of spells. Hooking her fingers under the black silken waistband of Penelope’s panties and leggings both, Miffette tugged them gently down, exposing the warmth of the fiery-haired woman’s sex, and the little tuft of neatly groomed amber hair that adorned her mound. “Go on, let us see if you have the skill to please despite your meager stature,” Miffette challenged.



Penelope gently parted her legs, inviting the small sprite to slide down a bare thigh. Malphae slid onto the stone step and let her hands grace either of Penelope’s thighs as she walked up between them, stroking the soft flesh with her little ethereal fingertips. “I am sure you will please me well,” Penelope told her with a soft sigh of anticipation, a grin creeping into her features as she beheld the small stature of the other, almost dwarfed by her thighs and small enough to be lost between them.


“I’m sure I shall,” Miffette said, approaching tentatively as she came to stand between Penelope’s thighs, and peered forward at the other’s sex, which was nearly a third the length of her body from clit to dam. Her pale form was soft and inviting, her outer labia full enough to be pillowy to Malphae’s touch. Each of them felt the warmth that radiated from each other in that intimate proximity, one a magical heat, another a carnal throbbing. “And I will enjoy myself as well, for what a generous sweetness you lay before me. Indeed, I could become lost in the bliss of you,” Malphae said.



“And what a sweet tongue you have,” Penelope remarked, gently guiding the other in with a palm against her back, until she was pressed gently against the wet slit of the summoner, who towered over her and peered down between her breasts. Miffette crawled up beside her mistress and peered down at the servant they would share, seeing how she approached and alluringly teased the witch. Malphae’s face pressed snugly against Penelope’s mound an inch to the right of her clit, and she pressed her lips against its hood as she lay her cheek on the cushion of Penelope’s labia majora. The kiss was so tender and amorous that Penelope could not help but swoon at the gentle manner of her new minion, who already treated her like a goddess.



Malphae leaned down against the other’s flower and pressed her breasts against her petals as she began to make love to her clit with her mouth, smooching it and working her tongue around the hood as though she was deep in a kiss and lost to the bliss of it. Her body gently wiggled against Penelope’s sex as she eased herself into her, her ethereal skin becoming slick with the witch’s nectar. Penelope softly moaned, surprised at the powerful simulation created by every movement the little spirit made. Her thighs gently collapsed upon her, and she squeezed the slyph between the hot softness of her thighs, pinning her against her sex and keeping her squeezed tight to it as that her every subtle move would be for Penelope’s pleasure.



“She can’t get enough of you,” Miffette mused, her hand sliding down between Penelope’s thighs to press the serving spirit snugly against the summoner’s drenched slit, and rub her against the softness of her mound rapidly. Penelope groaned intensely as the tiny humanoid became like a toy used for her pleasure, moving in every moment to maximize the stimulation her mistress would receive.



“Nor I, her. Help me, with you?” Penelope softly ordered, allowing her legs to part slightly as the sprite rubbed her face along her inner folds and drenched her features.



“My pleasure,” Miffette said, grasping the micro spirit in hand. She held her snugly about the waist and rear and gave her a little squeeze, appreciating her somewhat rubbery quality, which made her seem firm but flexible and at no risk of breaking, however they might use her. The impish succubus grinned deviously as she dragged Malphae’s head along Penelope’s slit, and then thrust the spirit inside of her, beginning at once to use her like a dildo for her mistress’ delight.



Malphae was suddenly immersed in the warm softness of Penelope’s sex, and her world was filled with the taste and aroma of her, as she felt her mistress’ every heartbeat through those wet and cushioned inner walls. She was manipulated forward and backward by Miffette’s grip upon her legs and felt herself being pressed in deeply until her face was against the back wall of Penelope’s sex. The moans of her mistress reverberated through her flesh as she rocked her hips in coordination with Miffette’s rhythmic use of their living sex toy.



For Penelope, every moment of the spirit inside of her pussy sent a wave of intense pleasure through her, as she imagined this small being in delightful willing service to her with every inch of her tiny body. Miffette smirked at the way the sylph’s legs wiggled and turned, imaging her tiny body feebly squirming in its hot fleshly prison.



“Does she need to breathe, I wonder?” Penelope asked with only sparse concern, as the wiggling movements of the sprite grew more passionate and fast within her, causing intense pleasure but also leading the witch to wonder if it was out of urgency. Miffette continued to gently draw the sprite partially out before thrusting her in again, gradually hastening the speed that she used to fuck her mistress with the little summoned toy. Eventually, she pulled Malphae out, drawing the drenched gasping spirit slowly from Penelope’s clenched sex. “It seems you do have your uses,” Miffette commented, opening her mouth widely to stuff Malphae inside, and suck the nectar from her dripping form, tasting her mistress on the spirit’s body. She playfully wrestled the tinier humanoid with her tongue, opening her throat as though to swallow her with glee, but instead spat her out with a pop of her lips.



“Don’t look so alarmed little sprite. I wouldn’t make a snack of you, especially before we’d had our fun,” Miffette told her with a naughty smirk ear to ear.



“How does she taste?” Penelope inquired. “She has such a sweet cinnamony aroma,” the witch remarked, fingering herself laxly as she watched her minions.



“As good as she smells, truly,” Miffette could not help but admit. “You should suck on her a little,” she recommended. The shortstack succubus took Malphae and gently stuffed her into her crimson cleavage, the small spirit being almost lost between the disproportionately large breasts. Malphae squeezed her breasts together with her arms, amusing herself with the sight of Malphae squirming while smothered between them, while her hands busied themselves with something below. She pulled down her tight black pants and conjured for herself a strap-on, complete with a large black rubbery phallus. “And I’ve got just the thing for it,” Miffette said, grinning smugly as she plucked Malphae from her breasts, and laid the tiny sprite along the strap-on’s length. With two small pieces of magical black lace, she tied the sprite to the fake cock, binding her snugly to it.



“I like where this is going, but hope that our mistress does not swallow me by mistake,” Malphae said, stretched out along Miffette’s strap on with her hands and ankles bound to it tightly. “Don’t worry little toy, my knots won’t come undone, no matter how much you squirm or convulse,” she promised, smirking past her breasts at the sight of the smaller minion.



“Now this is something special,” Penelope mused, admiring the setup that Miffette had made by which to enjoy their new servant. “Yes, I might enjoy sucking on a treat such as
 that
 ,” she hummed, amused and interested. She moved and knelt on a step below Miffette, turning to her, and gently sliding the web of black silk away from her chest, until she parted the cloth and slid out of it entirely, leaving her nude before her minion. Gently rubbing her breast in hand, she opened her lips to take the strap on slowly into her mouth, licking against it and the sylph bound to it, and beginning to take it in as far as her throat.



Malphae felt her face rub against the back of Penelope’s throat as the dildo bent to be swallowed. She was immersed deeply as the witch deep throated the strap on worn by her larger minion, and massaged deep down into her with it, swabbing within her neck as the succubus short stack thrusted her groin tightly against her mistress’ lips. She forcefully drove herself in as far as the artificial length permitted. Penelope moaned around Malphae, her throat buzzing with excitement as she fingered herself and imagined slurping the little spirit right off her other minion’s cock and absorbing her magic back into herself. She would not be so cruel to a willing and delightful servant, however, and soon drew her lips back off the strap-on and sylph bound to it, moaning with pleasure at the sight of the drenched and now completely nude little sylph.



“Did you enjoy that, tiny slut?” Miffette inquired, gently rubbing Malphae’s sex with a moist fingertip.



“It is my pleasure to delight our mistress… the sounds of desire she makes are the greatest ecstasy for me,” Malphae said, craning her neck back to admire the bare form of the witch as Penelope lay herself on a bed of dry leaves beside the path, and parted her legs widely.



“Good,” Miffette said. “Then I shall put you to the service you so desire,” she said, and stooped down to kneel before Penelope, rubbing the head of the strap on against Penelope’s sex before slowly pushing inside. Carried with it, Malphae was thrust deeply into Penelope’s wet warmth, and slid against her upper inner wall and g-spot as Miffette began to gently thrust and work her hips up into Penelope.



“Uhn~, she has such a warm softness,” Penelope said tenderly, collapsing gently back against the detritus as Miffette eagerly took her, and began to hasten her pace. The witches moaning echoed out through the lonely autumn wood, and she clenched down against the large rubbery insertion and the minion bound to it, groaning as she felt herself filled.



Malphae relaxed into the simple bliss of pleasuring her mistress, which was her utmost desire and the purpose behind her conjuring through all ages. She saw that the black lace ties that bound her held true, indeed, and she was free to wiggle and squirm for the witch’s pleasure as much as she may wish. The tender and slippery inner hall of Penelope’s intimacy was a warm sleeve, and a sexual embrace that utilized every inch of Malphae’s tiny form. She slid easily back and forth with the hastening pace of Miffette’s thrusting, hearing their mistress’ moans rising in volume as their strange collaboration of pleasure surmounted within her.



“Stuff her deeply into me,” Penelope pleaded. “She’ll bathe in my sweet release as a reward,” the redheaded witch wrapped her plump and pale thighs around Miffette, drawing her succubus deeply inside in a firm embrace. The short and thick succubus brought her hips hastily back and forward, driving the long length of the strap deeply within her mistress as she knew how much the witch enjoyed a thorough fucking. The orgasm assailed Penelope powerfully as intense waves of pleasure erupted forth from her, and her sweet release poured out to soak and submerge the little sprite within her. Penelope arched her stomach up to meet Miffette’s continuing thrusting as she howled out her pleasure, the imp holding her up by the rear as she thrust downward continually drove Malphae’ deep into her wetness.



Slowly the drenched Malphae was withdrawn from the depths of Penelope’s dripping pussy, now soaked with a thick layer of her nectar while still nude and bound along the strap on’s length. The witch hummed with pleasure as she began to recover from those overwhelming moments. She laughed at the little bliss-dazed sylph lifting a leg to gently stroke at her drenched form and the rubbery phallus she adorned with her toes. “What a clever use of her,” Penelope mused to Miffette. “Eager though she was, I knew not what bliss she could manage to conjure while so small.”



“Why don't you take her for a spin?” Miffette suggested, tugging the strap on from her hip and offering it over to her mistress. Penelope chortled and rose to her knees, breathing deeply as she seemed to muster the energy to continue, and treat her minion to a bit of reciprocation. The pleasure shown by her mistress had surely aroused attention from the short stack succubus, who smirked teasingly at Malphae as she changed users.



Penelope rested on her rear and fashioned the strap on into place, reaching down to rub her hand over Malphae and clear the nectar from her features, while also massaging her soft nude body against the rubbery length.



“Oh mistress, I’ve never been enjoyed in such a way!” Malphae panted, staring up at the witch who now wore her with adoration clear in her eyes. Penelope caressed the length in hand to let the bound spirit meet her eyes.



“Indeed? It has been an interesting use of the evening,” Penelope chortled softly. She aimed the strap-on upward, and Malphae beheld as the massive thick ass of the succubus approached. She faced away from Penelope and lowered herself slowly, reaching to spread her plump and full cheeks wide, and reveal the pink and tender star of her rear.



“Then this is probably new, too!” Miffette laughed as Penelope guided the head of the strap on toward her anus, and the succubus began to rest her weight upon it, allowing for fake-cock and spirit alike to slowly slide deeply up into the softness of her ass. Malphae was pressed far up into her until even her golden feet disappeared within Miffette’s hot and musky warmth.



Miffette clearly drew pleasure from her dominance over the smaller sprite, but that delight was quickly replaced by the sheer sensational pleasure of Malphae within. Unabashed and accepting her role, the tiny sprite worked her little body back and forth against the hot inner walls of the succubus ass, using her whole body for her pleasure as she had done for her mistress. Penelope drove her hips up against Malphae forcefully, stretching her minion tightly inside as she imagined her feeling the pleasurable body of the sylph.



“She is a useful toy after all, is she not?” Penelope inquired, hoping to coax a confession from her smug little demoness.



“I can not give her all the credit mistress… it’s your hips and my idea to put her there,” Malphae said defiantly, even as her eyes were rolling back with pleasure. Her long forked tongue unrolled from her mouth as she worked her hips in a circle, driving Malphae up into herself from all angles and as deeply as the strap-on would permit. “Though I admit, she may be worth keeping around,” Miffette mused with warm delight.



Slowly, Penelope withdrew from the succubus, pressing against her minion’s fat ass to lift her off of herself and check on the little sylph. Glowing a pinkish amber as though in a sweltering flush, Malpahe’s expression remained one of complete acceptance and bliss, and she looked at Penelope with a fucked-silly grin, seeming eager to be used in more and more indulgent ways. “Can you breathe alright in there? That’s an ass that smothers, truly,” Penelope mused, her hand reaching around to finger at Miffette’s sex.



“Yes, mistress - though this excitement gets me worked up and breathing hard, I shall not pass out or collapse for need of air,” she informed her dutifully.



“Then what a terrific place to keep you this is,” Penelope giggled in a deep and sultry note. She took hold of one piece of Miffette’s lace and then dropped the succubus’ ass back into her lap, immediately thrusting Malphae far within her. “Safe and warm until you are summoned for my pleasure again. And perhaps the personal time will lead you and Miffette to bond,” Penelope said with a deep amusement, drawing her hands away from the strap on with the black lace held by her fingertips.



“Hrn~ how generous, mistress,” Miffette moaned delightedly, feeling the little sylph slip from the strap on and then be packed even more deeply into her by the subsequent thrusting by Penelope. When the witch drew her fake cock slowly out from the succubus ass, the sprite was left within.



“You had better keep squirming for her, Malphae,” Penelope instructed as she lifted Miffette’s tight black shorts back over her bulbous ass. “Show her all the loyalty you would show me.”


Malphae’s muffled confirmation was barely audible, but it was enough. Laughing at their sultry mischief, the witch and her preferred minion returned to the trail.
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