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 Frog Frot Pond 
 
    It was a shame what was happening to Boughwood forest. Maybelle thought the tall cypress trees looked better in the ground than as masts, but what could be done? The drums of war were calling even the trees overseas to Erintol and the islands of the new world. Now the hills had only stubble, though there was a ring of untouched woodland in the valley below. 
 
    It was little more than a swamp. She once walked and sang in the woods now gone. She remembered the birdsong, layers upon layers of it, and the rustling of uncounted leaves. What was left was hewn and skeletal. She drew her cloak tight to her chest and sought that last refuge of life. 
 
    Boughwood had been wonderful and strange. The river Ides split into three just afore it and made the land wet and green. Long ago, May had wandered far at foraging and reached the vast, shallow lake of Mistmere. From a hill, she could see the water in the midst of what was left, and there was little to separate her from it. 
 
    Neither could any mysteries there stay hidden for long. It was scarcely a home for the wild and reclusive anymore. But she had a suspicion one strange, wet, and wild woman still remained. 
 
    The swamp’s musky scent replaced the acrid smell of the forest’s outskirts, stripped and plundered. The rough clatter of distant machinery faded as she passed the first twisted, damp trees that were deemed unsuitable and spared. Beyond that point was a different world; one just the way she left it. The lake extended all the way out in shallow fronds and low streams. As her boots squelched in the mud she felt nostalgia and a hint of mirth. 
 
    The joy was not gone from this place yet, and there remained room enough to get lost in. There was no trail or easy way forward, but she hiked her skirt up and went head-on. She felt a mist greet her face. Soon the canopy above permitted only narrow beams of light. 
 
    Sensing that the solace of the lake remained pure, she was rather driven. It seemed, to her, opportune to stand by those waters at least one more time and to call out, in case there was someone to answer. 
 
    A clearing ahead was verdant in the sun, and a stream blocked the way. Only at one place could she cross without getting drenched. A mossy island split the river, and she skipped on some submerged stones to reach it, but then she was made to halt by something else. 
 
    A flawless ring of mushrooms encircled the little terrace such that she’d have to take care to go around. A witch knew better than to disturb such a place. Maybelle looked about with wide eyes and wonder, certain that this was a sign of the fae. Even as an apprentice she had not seen a pixie or fairy here, though the hunters claimed to often. Then, distorting the light like fluttering glass, something small and remarkable came into her view. 
 
    It was beautiful and luminous, but beyond that, remarks failed. It was too tiny to study, yet shone so vibrantly that she could not look away. Then another sparkling light was in her vision and then several. She had to squint and look with all her senses, and then she beheld them to be tiny persons. They were pixies, emerging into view as though from another plane and fluttering upon the wind. 
 
    “By the stars… what’s this?” May asked with delight. She felt as though she was under an enchantment. The boughs of the wood were all waving, and the stream whirled around her on either side. The pixies in the air were dancing and circling. They had grown larger, but no larger than figurines. Each shone a different color, and their mousey voices could barely be heard and not at all discerned. 
 
    “Are you singing for me? Sweet pixies, I should love a song from you,” May said with amazement. “What news, tiny ones?” 
 
    They chirped among themselves, and she thought to lean forward and offer her ear, but then they all took up the same song, and their voices rose in unison with a sweet and high melody. 
 
    “There is one thing we could sing, but what good would that bring? The forest. It’s almost gone for us, and all has gone dire with the gal of the mire. Her tongue, long and sticky, is dangerously flicky.” 
 
    May drew a sharp breath and was taken aback. “I know her,” she said quietly. 
 
    “Always alone and she’ll soon lose her home. We must wander, far away yonder. A smiling face would be a boon to this place. Her spirit must heal with the water.” 
 
    A rush of energy moved through May and she felt she understood what the pixies wanted from her. They beckoned her forward, through the fairy circle and into the mists. 
 
    “Ere stories end if she had a friend then maybe, Maybelle, maybe,” they sang with voices fading and then were all gone before she could ask them to stay. 
 
    Sterling resolve coursed through her, though the way was more uneven than ever. She prodded the mud with her long yew wand and took delicate strides, remaining poised as she gradually encroached upon the lake. There was no clearing at the shore but the twisted and gnarled roots reached out like fingers, and she strode out until she was amidst the clear blue water. 
 
    Her lips were agape as the serene span of azure filled her vision, unblemished beneath a blanket of mist. What she could see, on the surface, were enormous lilypads and many of them sported a glowing cyan bloom. A myriad of fireflies lit up in unison making the air over the lake a cosmos of light. 
 
    “Hello?” she voiced, just to hear it resounding across the water. The sense of being alone was striking, and it was as though none had stood there in years. She sat down on the root and let her legs dangle, stirring the green algae with her boots. Under that blanket the water was clear and she could see a newt swimming about. 
 
    She heard a noisy plop from somewhere out across the water, as though a log had been tossed in. She perked up intently and stared that way, but could not see the other side through the haze. 
 
    Then something cool and wet touched her thigh and stuck there. She recoiled with a face of disgust but then stared with awe at the green, familiar face peaking up at her from the water. 
 
    “Eridi?” May asked softly. 
 
    The woman, whose slick, patina skin made her look like an amphibian, returned her gaze blankly for a moment. Her chin twitched upward and her eyes shone with a hint of remembrance. Her tongue launched out! Far quicker than May could react it plastered against her cheek, and its wet and grippy form seemed to smooch her before snapping back into Eridi’s mouth. 
 
    “It’s you!” Eridi said with a toothy grin. Her fingers felt rough and were quite grippy. She hoisted herself up, clambering onto May and then the root beside her. The water crashed down off her slick form. She wore nothing at all, and her obsidian hair fell in slick frolics down her back and bust. 
 
    “My dear friend!” May exclaimed. “Gal of the mire!” 
 
    “Hello witchy May,” Eridi said, eyeing her up. “You are so pretty.” She touched May’s pearly hair. 
 
    “Why, thank you! I wonder, have you ever worn a pretty dress?” May asked, briefly taking in the sight of Eridi’s slimy green body. 
 
    Eridi giggled and scooted closer. “No, no dresses. Pretty leaf skirt,” she said with a curt nod. “Striped pajamas,” she added. 
 
    “Cozy swamp pajamas?” May asked mirthfully. “You’re so funny, Eridi. I am so glad you’re still here.” 
 
    “You come to visit me?” Eridi asked, meeting her gaze. 
 
    “Yes.” May wondered what she should say to Eridi about her shrinking forest or if there was any way to help it. “I wanted to see you were okay. I remember our games in the lake,” she said. 
 
    Eridi giggled at her rather mischievously. “I get you!” she said, squeezing May’s calf. May let out a little squeal and chuckle. 
 
    “Yes, you’re quite the hunter! Lucky I am not pixie-sized,” she said. 
 
    “Pixies,” Eridi repeated and then cocked her head. Her tongue slipped out and rolled around her lips.  
 
    “Have you been being a troublemaker?” May inquired of her teasingly. 
 
    “Always,” Eridi said with a grin. “Maybelle!” She remembered her name. “I show you my home!” 
 
    “Certainly! Have you some manner of den?” she asked. “I want to be sure no one ever takes it from you.” 
 
    “You mean the lumberjacks,” Eridi remarked with a scoff. “They stopped at the swamp.” She crouched on the root like a frog and flicked back her hair. 
 
    Eridi sprung from there with a soaring leap. When her feet struck one of the large lilypads she leapt again, springing from it effortlessly. May skipped the roots at the edge of the water and tried to keep up. 
 
    She was led to a cove in the soil beneath one of the larger trees. Vines draped the entry, and inside, a quaint living space was kept. Dry mosses were piled as a bed. Eridi hopped in proudly and splayed herself down on them, looking as though she was inviting May to join her. Between her legs, there was a smooth green shaft. Maybelle felt her cheeks grow pinker as Eridi considered her silently. 
 
    “It’s a beautiful home. I wonder, would you take offense if I made one too?” May asked. 
 
    Eridi shot up to her knees and stared at May intently. “Here?” 
 
    “Yes. I would preserve it and share it with you. A witch can prosper in the swamp,” she said. 
 
    Eridi bounced excitedly, her breasts shaking. “There are mushrooms!” she volunteered, clearly eager for the prospect. 
 
    “Then it’s settled. We will be neighbors,” May said with a playful smirk. “I shall build a humble shack and see about pulling some strings for writs of land.” 
 
    “You are coming to live with me!” Eridi realized with enthusiasm. 
 
    “Let us look after the swamp together,” May said sweetly. Eridi rushed to her feet and approached her vivaciously. She looked as though she was ready to pounce. Then her face was drawn in a tight frown of pure emotion. 
 
    “I always wanted a friend like you,” she said. 
 
    Maybelle hugged her and they swayed together. “We’re going to have so much fun!” she said in a voice full of cheer. “All you were ever missing is a bit of company.” 
 
    Eridi quickly recovered and licked Maybelle’s face again, full of giggles. “I thought it just another day!” 
 
    “Oh, you,” May said with wistfulness. “Swimming, playing, snacking on bugs day after day.” She gently combed Eridi’s hair from her face and then laid her brow on hers. Eridi breathed rapidly through her nose as their lips were inches apart. “I want to share that with you. Minus the eating bugs part.” 
 
    Eridi kissed her wetly and fiercely. May thought herself ready for whatever she might do, but swooned and groaned as those cool moist lips assailed her, and then, a goey, thick tongue tried its way into her mouth. “Uh!” she moaned with surprise. Eridi’s tongue was slurped back behind her lips. 
 
    “I am so happy! I’m so excited! Ahh!” Eridi screamed. “Ahhh!” 
 
    May let out heartful laughter. She swung Eridi around in her arms. 
 
    So let it be love upon the instant of reunion. I can not resist, May thought to herself. “Here’s our chance to go back to when everything was right, you and I in the sun, in the swamp, without a care in the world.” 
 
    “You like me a lot don’t you?” Eridi asked and bit her lip. 
 
    “I really do, Eridi.”  
 
    Her hand was taken, and she was led out of the den. Eridi faced the water and seemed to take in the sight of her swamp with new eyes. Before the cave entrance, there was a little clearing and flowers decorated it along with fresh green moss. Several large lilypads were arranged ahead like stepping stones. 
 
    Eridi leaped, and May tried to make the jump with her. Together they fell onto a mighty lilypad, causing it to bend and overflow, but it supported them well enough as they lay there giggling. 
 
    “I’m gonna kiss you! I’m gonna lick you all day!” Eridi said, rubbing her nose against May’s. 
 
    “Shall I go about naked, like you?” May asked slyly. They would be alike in more than one way. 
 
    “Get naked,” Eridi agreed fervently. 
 
    The muddied boots were first to go. May kicked them off and to the shore. She wore black lace thigh highs and reached up her skirt to unclip their straps. Eridi touched her hand and gave her a look, before curling her sticky green fingers around the upper hem of the black lace. She rolled down May’s stockings carefully, studying her pale thighs and then her dainty feet. May sat upright and threw her hat so that it spun and drifted onto a sapling. She undid the strings of her evergreen tunic, next. 
 
    Eridi again offered her a hand, and soon had her breasts bare. May was not shy about showing them. She wobbled her chest and let her pale tits jiggle enticingly for Eridi’s eyes. She then wore only her black lace panties and overcoat about her shoulders, and Eridi was content to stare at her. May could feel herself getting somewhat erect and she parted her legs, allowing Eridi’s eyes to fall upon her there. Eridi took one glance at the bulge in her panties and then looked back at her face. She crawled forward and straddled her lap, and let their most intimate bits rub and settle snugly together. 
 
    “Oh!” May moaned, looking down between them. Eridi curled her legs around her back. “Feels good.” 
 
    “You’re warm,” Eridi said, looking upward and then closing her eyes. She sighed and slowly rocked her hips forward. May laid her hands on Eridi’s breast and let her warmth be sapped. She knew it’d be pleasant for one of cold blood. 
 
    “We’re nice and close,” May observed, a pink hue on her cheeks. She leaned forward until their breasts were together and wrapped her arms around Eridi, feeling the slick surface of her skin. She seemed kept clean by an oily texture there. 
 
    May exhaled her warmth over Eridi’s face and let her mouth hang slightly agape, displaying her desire and tempting with her plush, red lips. They kissed again, and May opened up in expectation of the long and active tongue, but Eridi was slow and gentle with her mouth, savoring the moment in a blissful stupor. 
 
    May knew she had made her very happy, and she didn’t plan to stop there. Eridi was coming on strong, and as May deepened the kiss, she began to hump and grind in her lap brazenly. The passion and need kindled a warmth down at the base of Maybelle’s spine. “You are full of love,” she said under her breath. “Quite frisky,” she added with a bashful giggle. She looked down and moved her fingertips in all together so that they touched Eridi’s penis and pressed it warmly against herself and her own. Eridi was already swole and stiff, and May began to strain within her panties. 
 
    She found the embrace agreeable and could sense Eridi’s attention moving down to their loins. As she collected her fingers around the head of Eridi’s dick, it caused her to gasp and shudder. With a raised brow May stroked her shaft and moved her thumbs gently against her glands. That was enough to cause a moan. “Well, aren’t you sensitive,” May remarked teasingly. Though to be fair, not everyone was as often handled as her. 
 
    She freed her pale, average-sized penis from her panties. In response to the warmth of her hand, it grew to its fullest. With a satisfied smirk, she squeezed their rods together and let them rub head to head. The effect on Eridi was drastic. Her tongue hung far from her mouth and she threw back her head ecstatically. 
 
    “Heh. Slippery!” May said elatedly. Eridi moaned. “That’s right,” May was smug as she gently stroked with her hands. It didn’t take much effort to stir pleasure in her new partner. She knew they’d have plenty of time to toy around. “I’ll make you cum just like this, sweetie,” she said. “Then you can try your tongue on me.” 
 
    That made Eridi’s attention snap downward. Her tongue snaked out further, draping down her chest. May was made speechless by its reach. She moved her hands and watched as Eridi’s long, pink tongue wrapped itself around both shafts. 
 
    It was slick with thick spittle, coarsely lumpy, and grabby in places. It had some strength to coil with. May shuddered as the long, writhing thing lapped her with friction, cleaning her and leaving a fresh layer of slime. Just the sight of Eridi, cross-eyed and fixated on the work of her dexterous, wicked tongue, was enough to bring May close to release herself. Eridi was moaning urgently. Her tongue looped twice around them both and wetly slapped up and down. May moaned with her and submitted to the pleasure, willing herself to chase Eridi to the heights of climax. 
 
    Orgasm struck Eridi first and she squealed, her mouth wide and agape. The pleasure seemed to course through her tongue and body alike in thunderous waves. She spasmed, and her simultaneous licking and stroking launched off to a rapid pace. Cum burst from her bulbous green tip and shot up high into the air between them. Another white roped chased the first. The pleasure was contagious. May felt herself throbbing and her release spilled from her tip, oozing out to drench each member. It was soon a sticky mess between them, though Eridi seemed to enjoy the taste. 
 
    Some things couldn’t wait, but with that first indulgence settled, they were all giggles and cuddles. The lilypad remained true beneath them, wobbling as they spooned and explored each other with their hands and tongues. May sucked Eridi’s breasts, immediately acquiring a taste for her unique flavor. 
 
    There was nothing at all to disturb them, but when Eridi caught her breath she got up to her feet. May tried to follow but couldn’t keep her balance for even a moment. They both ended up tumbling into the water in one big splash. 
 
    “Come on!” Eridi called, swimming straight across the lake. May kept getting tangled amidst the submerged reeds. “While we’re in the mood, I show you what else I do for fun,” she said, “and where the good mushrooms grow!” 
 
    “What’s fun to do in a swamp?” May asked, though more curious than skeptical. She hurried, lest Eridi slip out of sight and be hard to find again. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
    Frisky Pixies 
 
    “I shalln’t want to wander far without my boots,” May said, shivering as they emerged from the water. 
 
    “It’s not far! Right here,” Eridi told her. As they stepped carefully through the knotted web of roots May saw at once the treasures alluded to. Lapulas, geldemor, and even the rare, growth-inducing bonz were all sprouting in clusters and bushels. The mushrooms were never found in such abundance. 
 
    “My stars!” May exclaimed. “This is something! You won’t mind me picking a few?” 
 
    “Go on, take,” Eridi said with an uncaring wave of her hand. She was on the prowl for something else and started to walk with slow care. “This is pixie mushroom forest,” she said in short whispers. 
 
    “I do hope you aren’t looking for snacks,” May said. 
 
    Eridi gave her a confused look and then a wild grin. “No. I not eat them, they like me.” She slowly pulled apart some fronds and peered ahead. “This is where they come when in the mood.” 
 
    May barked a short laugh and then covered her mouth. “The mood for what?” 
 
    Eridi pointed with a finger and May approached and looked. 
 
    In the small clearing, she could see the tiny forms of light she had spotted before. There were three rolling around in a bed of moss, and some others in the air. “Oh!” Then she followed May’s pointing. A tiny, winged woman, doll-sized and larger than the other pixies, was perched on a broad-tip white mushroom and grinding for pleasure. Her hair and skin were green and she looked a little fierce with a katana on her hip, but she was nude but for the scabbard and a sash. 
 
    “Lewd little creatures! Should we be spying on them?” May asked, chewing her fingernail. 
 
    “Pixies get frisky… a lot,” Eridi said. She grinned at Maybelle. “Come slowly and sit,” she suggested and crept through the bushes. 
 
    The tiny women all halted in their affairs, and May felt as though many little eyes were upon her as she joined Eridi in the clearing. 
 
    “Do you like having an audience then?” May asked. She couldn’t guess what else Eridi might get from such minuscule ladies. She sat beside Eridi and watched her jiggle her flaccid length and wake it. 
 
    “Tiny kisses,” she corrected, and May gasped. 
 
    It seemed it wouldn’t take long to find a volunteer. The air swarmed afore them with many flirtatiously curious lights. It was silly, but May looked to the pixie who was big enough to apprehend and imagined her getting cuddly with her dick. She found some fun in the thought and bit her lip. 
 
    Eridi let the spit well up in her mouth and then drooled a slimy glob of it onto the tip of her shaft. She let her length flex and bob enticingly, and May stifled her giggles. She could see the temptation, though, and considered bringing her lips there herself. Before she could, a tiny, finger-sized pixie had flown in close. 
 
    Leaning in close to look, May could see her elegant blue dress and wild, windswept hair. She buzzed on tiny, rapidly beating wings and hovered just an inch from the underside of Eridi’s tip. Releasing her grasp, Eridi let her dick swing forward and slam into the tiny pixie, and the sticky spittle made her stuck there at once. 
 
    “Well, be gentle with her!” May exclaimed. She leaned in close with some concern but then saw the pixie happily stroking and kissing Eridi’s channel. She was so small she could have fit right down her urethra. May could only laugh at the little woman’s horny eagerness. It seemed the way of fae and wild things to get it on with little discourse. 
 
    As though to peel her peer free, another pixie, this one violet, flew in and darted about Eridi’s groin. The playfulness was gleeful. May found herself getting into the idea. She scooted in so that they touched at the thigh and began to awaken her own sex. 
 
    “Gotchu!” Eridi said, having secured each pixie under a fingertip. May could just barely see their blushing, ahegao faces as they were slid down and then back up Eridi’s penis, and then tucked against her tip. Her slimy spit kept them nicely in place, and she let them lick and kiss her. She rumbled out a low groan like a ribbit from her throat. That didn’t stop other brazen little pixies from joining in. It was clearly a game they had played before, but none yet approached May. 
 
    “Hey fae,” she called to the tiny swordswoman. 
 
    “I’m not the biggest anymore!” she replied in a high-pitched voice. She was enjoying the view and in quite a heated state, eyeing them from across the dell. May stroked herself and met with her tiny eyes. 
 
    “A mushroom is a nice toy, but I have something better,” May invited. 
 
    “Heh! Just like the other,” the pixie said. She fluttered her wings to take off and slowly hovered near. “Seems you want me to be the toy,” she observed. 
 
    “You would be the best in the forest,” May remarked, beckoning with her finger. She had a knowing smirk and showed on her face that she wouldn’t make any sudden, domineering moves. 
 
    The pixie hovered near her, considering her and refraining from touching. She was about two-thirds the size of May’s dick and could have wrapped her arms around it. “So the witch of the wood wants to be friends with fae. Well, just don’t try to bottle us,” she said with playful sternness. “We have not been taking so kindly to outsiders, but you can be the exception.” 
 
    “I would like to be a friend to you in more ways than one,” May said, able to find her sincerity even in times daft. She extended one finger. “I am Maybelle. Maybe you can stick with us,” she offered warmly. 
 
    “You meet Arka, the Blade of Grass!” the pale green pixie declared. Tiny though she was, she looked the part of the littlest hero. 
 
    “Join us in our swamp romp and perhaps we can form great plans together.” 
 
    “Very well! I am on board,” Arka said, and to make a jest of it, she sat down on the head of May’s penis as though settling in. 
 
    May spared a glance at Eridi and saw her well underway in what must have been her favorite activity. Now half a dozen of the pixies had her at their mercy, giggling and tickling her in assuredly lewd ways. May extended her hand and made it a support for Arka’s back, grinning at her affectionately. “I have desired to have a pixie. That’s a nice place for you. Perhaps you will dwell in my panties,” she mused. 
 
    “You’re a temptress, lady,” Arka told her with a snicker. “You want me to get smoochy smoochy with you? Dote on this?” she asked and slid down May’s length before gripping it and halting midway. Her tiny body was pleasantly soft, though May could feel the strength in her miniature biceps. 
 
    “Are you a mighty warrior?” May asked with a snicker. 
 
    “I am a ronin and a protector of the smaller world!” she said proudly. 
 
    “Then I’m honored!” May laughed but then cooed pleasurably as Arka licked and kissed her shaft. “This was a fine idea, Eridi, and now we’ve made a new friend.” 
 
    “New friends!” Eridi agreed through moans. A tiny pixie was washed down her shaft by pre. They were touching her all over and using their bodies with surprising efficacy. Her tongue snaked out, and May felt compelled to keep an eye on her, lest she start treating their company like flies. 
 
    “Come here, cutie,” May said and took Arka into her hands. Arka gave her a shy and mischievous grin as she was hoisted into view. May thought she was very pretty and enjoyed the feel of holding her. She stuck out her tongue and lapped Arka from her toes to her crown. The fairies high-pitched giggling teased her ears. She seemed to lose her bashfulness. 
 
    “I hope you make a great big mess of me, witchy,” she said with a bit of a whine. “I’ll kiss you all over.” 
 
    “You gonna lick me clean?” she inquired like it mattered. 
 
    “I’m sure gonna try!” Arka said and laughed. 
 
    Just like that, May had decided she loved this pixie, too. She buried her tiny head in her plush red lips. “Mwah! Mine,” she said matter-of-factly. After the messy smooch, Arka only blushed at her and stared with what may have been adoration or simply potent desire. 
 
    “Shall we seal the deal?” May asked. She pressed Arka to her length and wrapped her hand around her and it. She was so worked up already, and all she wanted to do was let that pleasure rise, boil over with ease, and spill out on the cute little green face of her new personal pixie. 
 
    Eridi had cum when she wasn’t looking, and the abundance of spunk was pooled up in her lap with the pixies splashing and playing around there. May was a fan of excess herself, and already imagined what she might do with some growth potions. Eridi hopped up, leaving the pixies to fend for themselves. A few of them continued to swarm around her, putting themselves where they liked and at their own risk. 
 
    “This one’s pretty! Our pixie!” Eridi said with delight, straddling May’s lap. They got close as before, but now a tiny, squirming woman was sandwiched between them, adding to the chaos as shaft rubbed against shaft. 
 
    “Mine!” Arka protested when Eridi tried to pull her away. 
 
    “Greedy pixie wants cum.” Eridi snickered. She held Arka in her palm and wrung herself out. Eridi’s release seemed extra sticky and it spilled out in strands, weaving a creamy mess across Arka’s body. She was soon drenched head to toe, and Eridi gently slapped the slick head of her penis against Arka’s face. 
 
    “You bully! Are you alright?” May asked, taking Arka for herself. 
 
    Arka wiped her face and gasped for breath, then giggled. “I got slimed!” 
 
    “Sublime!” May said with a fist pump. Eridi got onto her knees and straddled her, letting May’s stiff length slide up between her butt cheeks. She then squatted in her favorite frog-like position. The posture made May gulp. 
 
    “You want me all for yourself, then,” May said with a sharp intake of breath. She sucked on Arka idly, tasting and cleaning her as Eridi positioned herself. The entrance to her rear was smooth and receptive as though oiled, and May soon felt her tip squeezed there. An involuntary convulsion made her hips jerk upward and she was deep inside Eridi in an instant. 
 
    “Babe I’m about to cum already,” May confessed. They were on a roll and she still couldn’t hold it. 
 
    Eridi’s strong legs had no trouble supporting her as she bounced on her squishy, webbed toes. She let out a little pleasured ribbit each time she felt May stroking her depths. “Cum… ribbit… cum.” Eridi didn’t seem to feel much discomfort there at all when her shaft had been sensitive enough for a pixie to bring to bear. May stuffed Arka between her breasts and kept her comfortably squeezed there. She focused all her attention on the rising mojo of orgasm. 
 
    “This is gonna be a good one!” May declared triumphantly. She could feel the urge to release going supernova between her hips. 
 
    “Put fairy up there,” Eridi said with a quick nod of her head. 
 
    “I want it! I want it!” Arka raised her voice to be heard. 
 
    “Quick!” May yelled. 
 
    Eridi rose off her and helped to get Arka high and snug inside of herself. Then she dropped back into Maybelle’s length, taking her cock all the way to its base. Her tongue slipped out loosely and May grabbed it and squeezed. 
 
    “Frolicking hats! That’s yummy!” May moaned and let it all go. The last sense to finish her off was Arka’s little thighs tightly rubbing her glands. Her spunk spilled out onto the fairy high up Eridi’s butt and from the feel of it, was quite a bath for her. 
 
    Eridi kept bouncing as the white release oozed down May’s shaft. “Let her breath, why don’t you!” May said before throwing herself back to lay in the moss. 
 
    Eridi had Arka freed and licked clean in an instant, and soon the three of them, and a few other daring pixies, were sharing a calmer embrace. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
    Witch Goo Brew 
 
      
 
    May’s cottage was finished before fall had turned, though it was humble, sitting high in the branches of Eridi’s king cypress. It encircled it, and there was an upstairs accessed by a ladder. 
 
    Eridi had made herself at home and was strutting about in the nude, even though May had given her a wardrobe of clothes. 
 
    “You seem as though you are looking for something to do,” Maybelle said, eyeing Eridi up. Arka sat with her feet dangling over the brim of May’s hat. It may have been projection; the froggy fae had a way of hogging her thoughts.              “We may have company today,” May she said, making Eridi perk up. “I am restless.” 
 
    “More friends?” Eridi asked eagerly. May chuckled. 
 
    “Yes, but of the more noble sort.” She snickered. “We three are plenty!” 
 
    “I’ll give you plenty,” Eridi warned. 
 
    “Don’t tempt me. I have just the thing,” May said. She hopped up from her wicker chair with a flourish. “Shall we run a little experiment?” 
 
    “Potions?” Eridi licked her lips. 
 
    May had been hard at work making them. She had already filled and shipped crates of somosa, a rot-fighting brew made from lapulas. From a mighty bonz mushroom she had made another potion for her own use. Testing it on Arka had grown her to a normal human’s height, so she thought it best to start small. 
 
    At her alchemical table, she filled a vial with the bubbling, orange potion. 
 
    “What is it?” Eridi rested her head on May’s shoulder. 
 
    “Try a sip.” 
 
    “I hope this floor is sturdy!” Arka remarked, happy for a show. Eridi brought the vial to her lips and as soon as she tasted it, slurped it all down. 
 
    “That might have been a little much,” May remarked with her fingers to her chin. 
 
    “Tasty,” Eridi said, and she had a noisy hiccup. 
 
    Her body began to grow inch by inch without any ado. Eridi grinned and looked down as there was a strange, squeaky sound in the air from her flesh expanding. “It’s good!” she said, drumming her squishy toes on the floorboards. 
 
    “It may keep going for a while,” May remarked. 
 
    “So why does witchy want me big? Am I to gobble our guest?” Eridi asked, posing confidently as she rose over May’s head. 
 
    “Just more of you to love, I suppose.” She took off her hat. “No offense, Arka.” 
 
    “Not at all! I feel just the same way,” she said, grinning as Eridi continued to enlarge. 
 
    “I shalln’t need to kneel,” May said approvingly. As Eridi presented herself she reached down and cupped her shaft in her hand and held it from below as though to lift it slowly toward her lips. 
 
    “Witchy is looking real cute down there. Pixie too.” Eridi let her tongue dangle and Arka grabbed hold of it. Once attached she was slurped right up into Eridi’s mouth, and put with her head between her lips. 
 
    “I truly did not expect so much,” May said, bracing herself as Eridi was starting to tower over them. Her head bonked the upstairs floor but the growth was slowing, so at least she would not break through. “Now that’s plenty,” May said. Eridi’s grown penis was enticing to her and heavy in her hands. It was level with her breasts and she rubbed the tip between them and stroked Eridi to help her grow naturally. Eridi spat Arka there with great accuracy. 
 
    “You not gonna be able to fit it,” she said with a croaked chuckle. 
 
    “I can fit it,” May protested in a whiny voice, but she couldn’t help but grin as she had to use both hands to stroke effectively. She was also paying mind to not give Arka a rough time, though she seemed happy to be squeezed in the midst of things. May brought the tip to her lips and opened wide. It had nearly doubled in size, or at least felt that way against her mouth. Eridi’s taste was familiar by then and May was unapologetic about her frequently lecherous needs. Neither did Eridi mind getting regular love from someone bigger than a pixie. 
 
    “Witchy!” Eridi moaned and squealed with pleasure. Though bigger, she remained just as sensitive and May had been making some effort to enwrap her lips. It was a tight fit but in some way perfect, as Eridi was soft enough, even when erect, that May was sure she could still take her deep. She would make it happen even if she had to brew some sore-throat remedy, next. 
 
    She fetched Arka out from between her breasts and laid her face down on Eridi’s shaft. As the broad and squishy green head filled her mouth, she delicately stroked with her hands, pushing their tiny lover along facefirst toward her lips. She liked to be right in the slimy throes of things and gleefully gave May a little kiss each time they collided. May moaned and moved her tongue around though there was little space. Eridi’s hand came to rest on the back of her head, the grippy digits sticking to her hair. She rarely did that, and May wondered if added height would put her in an extra dominant mode. 
 
    “Give me a hand, why don’t you?” she asked after tugging her lips free. It had been harder to get Eridi’s length out than in, but her growth had finally become negligible. She was hunched over somewhat, bent and half-crouched. It was rather cramped in the hut. 
 
    Eridi complied instantly, pushing May’s face forward. Her long green shaft bent and then thrust to straighten out, fill May’s mouth, and then rush straight down her throat. The guttural groan of bliss May let out was forceful, and she barely noticed Arka getting gulped up along with the rest. She’d have to cling onto Eridi for dear life, or else it’d be the vomiting potions. 
 
    It was easier for Eridi to bounce May’s head than thrust or reposition herself, so she did just that. Her arm was strong, but May wanted her to use her might. The cool, squishy length stretched her throat out from within, soaring back and forth without any impediment. The slimy lubrication let it massage her depths like a deep-reaching wand of pleasure, but her greatest enthrallment came again from Eridi’s fervor, and the anticipation of her all-encompassing, excess-expelling release. She pulled her cauldron between them, expecting she would not be able to swallow it all. 
 
    Eridi’s fingers wrapped around the ledge of the overhanging floor. Her enormous, slick green thighs enclosed around May and she was hoisted up, made to dangle, and with her lips drawn tight against Eridi’s groin. There she could feel her still ever so slightly growing, for there was little more she could take. Eridi’s tongue snatched up the full, volumetric bottle of potent enlarging serum and started to guzzle it down. “Ahh!” she said with great refreshment. 
 
    May had to yank herself clear and drop free in a hurry. ‘Not the whole bottle you toad!” she squacked from the ground. 
 
    “Feel so good!” A loud warp was heard as her body inflated, confined by the newly finished house. 
 
    Arka was still in place and clinging to a ridge like a rock climber. “We got a big problem!” she called down to May comically. 
 
    “Oh dear. Well! Everything once,” she said with a sigh. “Give it to me, hoppity squat!” 
 
    There had been a pleasure component to the potion too, though dubiously prudent. Eridi’s finale would not halt her growth. She snatched Arka up with her tongue and rubbed the fairy with herself, staring down at May with targetted ferocity. The floor and ceiling began to creak and shudder, and Eridi was all hunched up with nowhere to go. With her hands and tongue, she stroked herself wildly. May knelt and readied herself to receive the requested abundance and put the cauldron in her lap. She was eclectic about funny substances. 
 
    Eridi’s zesty release burst out and splattered on her chest, and the next cannonball-sized cum projectile collided with her head, she had just enough time to duck into it. Eridi had perfect aim until she tried to get it in the cauldron, and then most ended up pooling across the floor. 
 
    To the shock of all of them, triumphant horns were blown just outside their home. 
 
    “Okay! Act natural!” May advised, standing up and having Eridi lick her clean in a hurry. While Arka and Eridi continued to mess around, she hurriedly dressed. “Stay put! Grow… slowly!” she rushed out the door and down the stairs that encircled the supporting tree of her home. 
 
    A royal Stormgale courier was poised in serene consideration of the lake. “Hello! How may I help you?” May called out to her a bit too quickly. 
 
    “I am here at the behest of the princess regarding your land acquisition. I have favorable news,” the courier said. May smiled widely with real excitement but willed her to speak a bit more quickly. 
 
    “Tremendous! What would that be?” 
 
    After receiving a book from one of the trumpeters, the courier flipped to a freshly inked page and cleared her throat. “By royal decree…” 
 
    The tree began to creak and lean slowly behind May. She could hear it but dared not look. 
 
    “Thine writs have been approved at the minimum bid.” 
 
    “All of them?” May asked. 
 
    “From the northern and southern bough of Ides, all approved. Further, there is this.” 
 
    May swung around to glance at the shack while the courier was fetching another document. She could see Eridi’s enormous eye peeking at her from one window. She grabbed the rib of her hat as her house looked like it was about to blow. 
 
    “Ah yes, here we are. Further, at the request of Her Majesty the Princess, you are to serve as the steward of Mistmore, and see that its natural cultivations are preserved.” 
 
    “She got my letter! Oh, that’s excellent! Just excellent,” May said, shaking the courier firmly by the hand. 
 
    “Well madam, I detect you are busy. Glory to Stormvale and long live the princess.” 
 
    Eridi’s foot burst through May’s window and hung out in the open. 
 
    May snapped her fingers. “Oh! And send back the carpenters!” 
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