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Deep in the ancient tropics, the towering futa amazon warrioress Cusi has made an unusual friend amidst the jungle spirits and fae. Niopa is a faun, and as full of mischief as any of her kind. With a stolen snack, her hooves carry her swiftly over the lush and uneven terrain, but not fast enough to escape Cusi’s pursuit. The furry legged fae may have sought to snag a meal, but soon receives something far more filling than she bargained for. Falling amidst the brush, friends become lovers, and a deep satisfaction is had amidst the wilds.
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Blessed by the bounteous riches of nature, and a fortune left to her by her late husband, the noble Lady Viada Deltura has much to offer the temple of the wilds. She invites their envoy, the towering muscular amazon Entacia, to come and collect her generous offering. Although luxuries have satisfied Viada’s every desire, the visit of the alluring and inordinately strong woman awakens long suppressed cravings within the regal widow. She can do little to obscure her needful state, and Entacia soon proves able and eager to satisfy her.
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The trail is hard, and although the strong may persevere, companionship stokes the hearth of the heart, and inspires courage and stamina in the face of all adversity. Although over three feet apart in height, the ranger Meri and towering warrioress Johaida have found themselves to be an effective team. But it’s not just the barbarian woman’s prowess in battle that has caught the much-smaller scout’s attention. By the firelight, something long nurtured in secret is at last unveiled, and the cold trail brings two new lovers together in a hot and heavy embrace.
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The ranger’s bold advance the evening before had proven to be well rewarding. Awaking in the arms of the powerful futa barbarian whom she had fallen for, Meri anticipates many pleasures in the travels ahead. Johaida has accepted the love of her small companion, but has yet to test whether Meri can handle the full extent of what she has to offer. There’s certain to be an abundance of satisfaction for them both, if the human is up to the task.
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The ranger Meri and her towering lover Johaida are thrust into action when their company is suddenly ambushed along the trail. Though much smaller than the futa barbarian she has come to love, Meri displays that she too has a fiery spirit within. Having survived another trial, the two relish in the chance to relax and take delight in each other. Johaida knows Meri is tougher than she seems, and holds little back, dominating her smaller companion with a warrior’s passion.
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Having done their duty, the ranger Meri and towering futa barbarian Johaida begin a new chapter of their life, enjoying the time afforded to them by their earned coin, and taking pleasure in each other as often as desired. Though so much smaller in stature, the fleet-footed scout Meri has proved herself able to take Johaida at her biggest and best, and is eager to experiment with even more ways of pleasing her. The warrioress is so massively built that her beloved is little more than a sleeve for her inordinate girthy length, and Johaida can not long resist sheathing herself in the silken warmth of her most precious toy.
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Lush growth encroached along the winding trail as Cusi made way through the familiar and tropical land. The lean, tanned scout was of formidable stature, and her fast stride took her swiftly along the familiar paths, a heavy satchel of foraged foods hanging from her side.



Not far ahead was the temple court, which in the charge of her family for order and protection served the attendants of the holy place of the god of the wilds. She gathered for her mother and elder sister, who were warriors and protectors of that place, as was the duty of their line. Although Cusi stood six and two-thirds feet tall, her role was to be lighter of foot, andto chase as necessary and reach deep into the dense jungle.



Today she had brought for them an assortment of treats, including corn cakes and sweet tomatoes, avocado, and a variety of other fruits and nuts. The cloth wrap about her head let her ponytail hang freely past the small of her back, and soaked the sweat from her brow as she continued to trek. Her eyes were upon the foliage intently, not out of caution but rather a hopeful anticipation.



Her people knew this land to be occupied by the ancestors, and the spirits that dwelled here acted in accord with the wilds and its god, who permitted foraging and travel, but held secure places where the civilized could not reside. Cusi knew beyond this that there were beings in these lands that were similar to humans, but made no empire for themselves, and gathered up no gold and armaments.



Alongside a deep brush-filled valley, her path curved about a hill, and passed snugly underneath a dense overpass of fruit laden canopy, as trees heavy with abundance hung over the walkway, serving all who wandered for generations uncounted. The sweetness of nature provided unrelentingly here, and it was in this that Cusi understood the importance of keeping the divide.



Suddenly the brush to her left stirred as though a rabbit had bolted beneath the clutter, and there was a crack of a branch. Alert, Cusi leaned to peer about, and felt at once a movement at her satchel. Snapping her attention back to the right, she caught a dainty hand slipping back into the bushes, a hefty corn-cake gripped in the greedy paw.



“Hey!” Cusi cried out, shocked by the trick. She at once thrust her face in to search the bush, but caught sight of only a fuzzy backside, the thief escaping swiftly. The amazonian scout knew that tail and those hoof clod legs, and grinned widely, bursting into a pursuing sprint.



The faun Niopa trotted ahead, running easily over the uneven terrain as she hopped and dodged roots and vines, slipped between tightly growing trees, and turned back to laugh playfully at the hasty pursuit of the scout. Her trick with a thrown stone had been a distraction in accord with her typical mischief.



“Figured you’d help yourself then, huh!” Cusi called out to her, her determination clear. They were friends, but for the intensity that the tall scout pursued her fuzzy-legged acquaintance, one would not have guessed. “All this fruit and you go for my cake!”



Niopa laughed at her boisterously, turning mid-stride as her legs continued to carry her forward with confidence. She let Cusi see her stuff the massive corn-cake into her mouth and wave at her teasingly. The faun was human from the hip up, but for her large curled horns, and similarly shaped from the hip down, but for her hooves and the coat of smooth light-tan fur. She had short wavy copper hair and a dusting of freckles upon her cheek and chest, and was clothed only in a light vest of beaten bark. “You think I’m the thief?” she taunted teasingly, delighted to see Cusi’s impassioned effort. “You’ve helped yourself to half the fruit in the jungle!” she claimed.



The faun could hardly be matched for agility. She had a confidence in her run that would have sent any human fumbling into the brush. Cusi was swift on her feet too, and gained on her when able to sprint freely, for her long and powerful legs afforded her impressive acceleration. As Niopa flew around the hill-bend, Cusi ascended the mossy face of the stone, and lept from there, nearly catching Niopa by the tail.



Niopa both squealed with surprise and howled out an excited giggle as Cusi just barely failed to catch hold of her. She barreled on ahead, tossing a look back at the tall and lean scout, who was already regaining her speed. Suddenly, the stone gave way beneath one of Niopa’s hooves, and with a start, she went with her momentum down the hillside, trying to keep her footing until she went crashing into the bushes.



“Niopa!” Cusi called, gasping. She went down after her, running with care down the uneven slope between twisted trees.



Pushing past the brush, Cusi found the fawn thrown amidst a wall of vines, and wrapped up tight from the impact. Somehow she’d managed to get her foot stuck suspended over her head, and struggled feebly in the entanglement, blushing as the scout saw her.



The amazonian warrior laughed ecstatically, moving swiftly to help free Niopa from that humiliating array. “I think that’s nature saying you’re the thief!” Cusi claimed, using her crescent blade to cut easily through the vines. Giggling abashedly, Niopa fell amidst the jungle floor, and scurried back to her hooves, clinging the hunk of corn-cake to her chest.



“That’s nature’s way of saying… I should have watched where I was going!” Niopa giggled at her noisily, brushing herself clean. Both of them took deep breaths from the momentary exertion, and soon, Cusi beamed a wide and enthusiastic grin at Niopa, and embraced her snugly. She did not actually care at all about the corn cake, and had been hoping to lure out her secret friend.



“Been too long, furbutt!” Cusi told her. “I come visit you, but your home is so large,” she said, gesturing around at the depths of the jungle that extended in all directions.



“Well don’t you worry. I’ll find you. Especially if you bring me more of these treats,” Niopa said with a smirk. She nibbled at the corn-cake and peered out into the brush, treading in the direction her body had plowed through the barrier of vines, and finding the way clearer past there. Cusi came along with her, beaming a grin at the faun’s wagging tail.



“They weren’t for you, you know!” Cusi said teasingly. “I’ve got a big hungry mother and sister back at the temple.”



Niopa pushed into a clearing at the bottom of the hillside, where there was thick lush green grass and moss, and curtains of vines and ivy hanging from the nearby trees. She flopped down in the spattering of sun that reached that deep beneath the higher canopy, and sighed with utmost contentedness, peering up at her lightly armored, much-taller companion. There were not many fauns here, and they did not often interact with the humans that dwelled in those empires. Cusi, however, had her affection, and Niopa’s play with her had matured into something more.



“You’re a surprising little creature, you know,” Cusi told her, settling down beside the faun and tucking her knees to her chest. She relaxed swiftly, the momentary exhilaration replaced by a tranquil comfort as she found herself in the company of the one she had been hoping to find. Now that she was with her, she found herself recalling the last time they had been together, when she had dared to lay a kiss upon one of those freckled cheeks.



Spec-sized bugs fluttered amidst the light, swarming about overhead as the two relaxed together. Niopa directed her gaze up at her stronger companion, studying her intently. “Have you gotten even taller?” she asked, slipping a wooden flute out from her vest. Cusi chuckled at her warmly, and turned to pose seated, expecting Niopa might treat her to another of her new songs.



“No. Perhaps stronger,” she said, extending her arm forward and turning it in as she flexed and displayed the muscle from her forearm, through her bicep and shoulder. There was clear power on display there, although her height made her seem more toned than muscular, her strength clearly matched any ordinary warriors.



“And you say your sister and mother are bigger still?” Niopa asked in apparent disbelief. She rose up swiftly onto her haunches and then crawled over to plop her furry rear right into Cusi’s lap, leaning back against her as she played a variation of a scale.



“It’s true,” Cusi nodded. “Runs in the family. It’s odd to be the runt among my own while I tower over other people,” she laughed, bemused. Cusi gently wrapped up Niopa in her arms, and rested back against the sloped grassy hill. The faun’s fur was hot and smooth against her muscular thigh, and Niopa’s tail wagging gently against her abs. “I had half a mind to haul you back to them the first time I caught you,” she said with a teasing smirk.



Niopa laughed. “You’ve got two heads on me. And a log of an arm that makes mine look like a branch,” she extended her pale and soft arm out before Cusi, relaxing back contentedly against her. “I consider myself lucky I didn’t end up a snack.”



Cusi reached up and gently ran her hand through Niopa’s short wavy hair, feeling the warmth of the sun kindled in those fiery copper locks. The faun laid against her, resting comfortably with her furry legs extended out over Cusi’s, and brought the flute to her lips to play a melody.



Although the song was unfamiliar and entirely out of accord with the styles of Cusi’s home, she knew at once it’s theme. “A chase!” she said with a giggle, squeezing Niopa’s fuzzy thigh as the music continued in a fast and funky rhythm, suggesting the great pace and energy of the jungle. Niopa was skilled and conjured a thrilling tune, the music seeming to tell of leaps and bounds and fast dodging moves through the wild.



But just when it reached its most exciting and dramatic, Niopa transformed the song into the most peaceful and alluring music, ripe with sweetness, desire, and anticipation. Cusi needed no words to understand the depth of feeling being expressed, and she found herself slipping into such a state of amorous delight that she could hardly help herself. She leaned forward as the music danced on, and placed her lips against Niopa’s cheek, kissing her sweetly. She felt the faun’s cheek puff up with the intake of air, and giggled at her warmly, kissing her again on the jaw, and drawing snugly into their embrace.



For a time the song continued, and then Niopa wrapped it with a mysterious flare, and let silence hang after her. She turned back to Cusi with a knowing stare, her lip curled sweetly in an enthusiastic grin.



“Were that I had a song to tell you how I feel,” Cusi mused, tenderly running her finger’s over Niopa’s ear. The faun spun around on her lap, and settled her fuzzy knees against the grassy slope as she straddled Cusi’s lap. She met Cusi’s eyes and was still, the warmth of admiration lingering in her irises as she seemed to study Cusi’s dark and elegant features.



“You’ll find a way, I’m sure,” Niopa teased her warmly. At once, Cusi drew her in near, and kissed her, wrapping around the faun’s back with her arms as she firmly drew her in and pressed their lips together. As though she could restrain her passions no longer, Cusi advanced with her affections, and entered into Niopa’s mouth with her tongue, making out with her with vivacious energy.



Niopa cooed a sweet noise of affection as she leaned into her taller amazonian companion, welcoming the kiss and playing about with the intruding tongue. Cusi fell back against the grass slope again, and held Niopa snugly to herself, feeling both the faun’s soft and hairless skin and her silky smooth fur where it began at the hip. They made out with intense desire but no urgency, wrapped up snug together as the kiss worked a warmth into either woman’s depths. The spontaneous moment had at once unveiled passion long contained within, and dismissed all uncertainty about their differences.



Snugly settling into Cusi’s lap, Niopa slid her fuzzy thighs against either side of Cusi’s hip, seeming ever eager to be nearer to her. When at last their lips parted, Niopa advanced down with her lips, planting wet kisses along Cusi’s collar and that of her breast which was exposed. The mischievous freckled features of the faun wear pink with a flush as she encouraged Cusi to go down swiftly into that blissful domain of lust, and give in to the urge for satisfaction.



Cusi wordlessly undid the cloth wrap that held secure her breasts, and bared them before Niopa’s attention, feeling the warmth of the faun’s breath washing over her skin and tickling at where she was most sensitive. Eagerly, the faun opened her mouth wide, and let her tongue loll out over a perky teat, coaxing a sharp gasp from the subject of her teasing.



The stimulation of the faun’s gentle licking along her areola and teat was enough to make Cusi fight to hold back groans, and she combed her finger’s through Niopa’s copper hair, pressing the faun gently against her breast. Soon Niopa cupped a soft mound of flesh between her hands, and wrapped her lips widely around Cusi’s areola, playing over the amazon’s nipple with a dance of her tongue. Cusi’s breath rose gradually as Niopa so eagerly pressed into her, and hastened the stimulating motions, sensing Cusi’s great welling arousal.



Slowly, Cusi began to awaken below, and she felt the beating of her heart gradually engorge her dormant cock, which pressed up with heightening stiffness, pressing against the garment of fabric that adorned her loins. Cusi reached out and with sudden intensity stripped the beaten-bark vest from Niopa’s chest, casting it aside as the faun’s breasts were brought to light, each adorned with a dusting of freckles, her pale flesh shining brightly in the sun.



Niopa giggled at her enthusiasm, and displayed her soft and ample breasts unabashedly to Cusi’s appraisal. The amazon settled her palm against the faun’s tit and squeezed it gently, stifling a huff as the faun once again settled down against her crotch, resting her furry backside on the scout’s growing bulge. “So now you’ve finally caught me,” Niopa said to her teasingly, lifting her chin as she gently wiggled herself back and forth, grinding Cusi’s cock in the tight confines of her wrap.



“You’re all mine,” Cusi assured her, flushed in the features as she felt her length straining to escape its prison. Suddenly, Niopa scooted off of her, and slid down her long, muscular legs until her head hovered over Cusi’s groin.



“I think you’ve got another treat for me,” Niopa mused, supporting herself with one hand as the other tugged down the warrioress’ garment, unveiling her dark and weighty cock and the heavy balls beneath it. The cool air licked against Cusi’s warmth, and she stared with an affixed interest as the faun lowered her face near to her length. Almost fully erect now, Cusi’s length bounced up toward Niopa’s approaching lips, and was soft and flexible when the faun took it in hand.



“I wouldn’t want my little friend in the forest to go hungry,” Cusi cooed at her, the delight and want clear in her tone as the anticipation made her tremble. Niopa’s hand ran the length of Cusi’s cock and bent it beneath her grasp, causing the muscular woman to stiffen intensely as those soft fingers began to stroke her. Soon at her largest and stiffest, Cusi could not help but chortle at the expression of wonder and admiration held on Niopa’s face, as the amazon’s delicious-looking cock was now displayed at its utmost formidability, long and thick and gently throbbing with each beat of Cusi’s heart.



“So generous… it seems you have a lot to give,” Niopa said in wonder. Gently lowering her lips, she breathed in Cusi’s tantalizing aroma, and anticipated the delicious taste of that finely formed femcock, moistened from the day’s heat. She held it up to her mouth and planted a kiss on the underside of Cusi’s cockhead, the wet smooch causing a spasm of delight to course through her larger companion. Cusi’s cock was nearly a foot in length when at its fullest, and the bulbous head of it was as wide as Niopa’s balled fist, and almost too large to take between her lips. She opened widely, engulfing it with the pillows of her mouth while she lolled her tongue over the urethra as she tasted Cusi’s early release. The faun teased her, delighting in the amazon’s moans and the delicious taste of her cock, which stirred an intense lust within her. She was eager to welcome more of it into her mouth, and strained to stretch her lips over it.



A sultry giggle burst from Cusi’s throat as she beheld the faun slurping and struggling away at her cock. The sheer delight prevalent in Niopa’s expression was most endearing, for Cusi could tell at once the faun passionately enjoyed that enormous length and its delicious taste. Deeming to assist her, Cusi reached down and took hold of Niopa’s large curly horns, holding them tight in either of her strong hands as she positioned the faun’s face to best swallow that inordinately lengthy girlcock.



Moaning with anticipation, Niopa worked her tongue along the ridges of Cusi’s cock, and slid it along under the head, moving it out of the way as the amazon readied herself. Pushing down against her horns, Cusi applied a steady pressure until at last her huge cockhead burst past the faun's lips and sank into the depths of her mouth, filling Niopa and pinning her tongue down in her mouth. Both of them groaned with pleasure as at last the tall scout felt Niopa’s lips sliding down her shaft, her cockhead advancing to the back of the faun’s throat.



Once the width of its tip had been swallowed, Niopa found herself more able to work her lips up and down Cusi’s girth. She drenched the entirety of the amazon’s length in spittle as she brought her lips to the base of her cock, and filled her mouth and throat with that abundant presence. Cusi kept hold of the faun’s horns but allowed her to manage the pace, the smaller fae woman drinking up the sweetness of the amazon’s precum as Cusi’s cock throbbed, leaking down her throat.



The sensation of Niopa’s lips tightly wrapped around her shaft, massaging it from base to tip in long eager motions, was enough to send Cusi into a state of bliss, and she moaned and groaned out noises of barely contained ecstacy, gripping Niopa’s horns tightly as tension arose and moved through her in waves. The warmth of Niopa’s throat snugly embracing the entirety of the amazon’s massive cock heightened her pleasure, and Cusi delighted in the silky smooth sensation of Niopa stretched tightly around her. Each time the faun pressed down, aided by Cusi’s own strength, the amazon could feel her tense and throbbing cockhead snugly pushing its way forward.



To take her in this way was the ultimate unexpected pleasure, and while Cusi was locked in the present, the thoughts in the back of her mind went to the future of sexual bliss to be had by them, and all the delights they may partake of in the time to come. She had wanted Niopa like this for long, and seeing the faun’s complete immersement in her task, and the unhesitant way in which she enjoyed herself, Cusi felt as though her inmost desires were utterly fulfilled, and was flush with a passionate affection to accompany her intense arousal.



“You feel so good,”she softly moaned to the faun pleasuring her cock, and gradually hastened the pace, applying some force behind her grip on Niopa’s horns as she moved her face up and down her thick and slick length. “What a throat,” Cusi groaned, and pressed Niopa firmly down until the faun’s lips were secured around the base of her cock and snug against her pelvis. “I’m gonna give you… more than you came for,” Cusi told her with a deep rumbling chuckle from her chest.



Slobbering messily, Niopa was now along for the ride, and let Cusi take over as the amazon firmly moved her head up and down at an ever faster speed, her enormous cock driving into the depths of Niopa’s throat with each pass, swabbing far within as the faun groaned an gurgled, her spittal an some of Cusi’s precum drizzling down over the scout’s groin and her weighty balls. Thrusting up to meet Niopa’s descending lips, Cusi fucked her face with a growing intensity and enthusiasm, feeling immense pleasure welling within as the smaller fae woman somehow managed to swallow the entirety of her length.



Her eyes rolling back with overwhelming pleasure, Niopa moaned eagerly, the music of her throat laden with anticipation. Cusi could feel the vibrations of the faun’s groaning through her cock, and soon meant to supply that hungry mouth with an abundance beyond expectations. Already the powerful urge for release began to swell within her, rolling up with the inevitability of a tidal wave.



Cusi held Niopa snug to her pelvis and gave in to that incredible tension, allowing the surge of euphoria to flow through her as her release was expelled into the depths of the faun’s throat. Her tongue pinned down by the underside of Cusi’s throbbing cock, Niopa felt its channel swell with the pulsations of her larger companion’s load, cum pummeling the back of her throat and flowing down into her stomach as swiftly as she could swallow. The quantity was immense, and Niopa felt her stomach heavy with the abundance of sweet cream the amazon afforded her, even as the engorged cock continued to spew out rope after rope of thick girlcum. Lost in a near-trance of bliss, Niopa was entirely focused on the sensation of being so utterly filled, her throat stretched to encompass massive presence within.



The groans of the amazon were heavy and rough as she strained against the overwhelming pleasure, feeling herself shaken thoroughly by the orgasm which had a greater intensity than she had ever experienced. Her sheer lust and amorous joy explode like a radiant light within, so that she felt utterly obliterated by the sensations. Soon the most powerful throbbing of the climax receded, and she moaned out in an alleviated pleasure, feeling all tension depart her as her cock’s excertion finally ceased. Her hand’s unclenched from Niopa’s horns, and the amazon collapsed back against the grassy slope, breathing deeply in a stupor of lingering euphoria.



Niopa slowly drew herself up the length of Cusi’s cock, her lips pressed tightly around it, squeezing out the last morsel of cum that remained in her channel. So deeply embedded in the faun’s throat, Cusi’s cock had expelled the majority of her treat straight down into the faun’s stomach, but as she withdrew from the length, that sweat cream poured out over Niopa’s tongue, filling her mouth with enough to savor. The faun seemed half-dazed from the thorough facefucking and belly-stuffing deposit, an when Cusi’s cock popped free from her lips, she moaned like in a stupor, displaying with a proud open-mouth smile the lake of white within her mouth, before swallowing it down.



After that there was nothing to do but laugh, and breathe deeply the sweetness of fiery passion, giddy from the thrill. They embraced and laid together, recovering and at last coming to terms with their engagement.



“I shall be coming out for you so often. Be ready for me, fur-butt, you won’t want for me long without satisfaction now,” Cusi said with a laugh, wiping away some of her cum from Niopa’s lip and then placing a kiss there. “I do not think I have ever known a more perfect woman, as different as you may be from all my kind. You are that which I did not know I desired, and yet now it seems so very clear,” she said with a flushed giggle, combing her fingers gently through Niopa’s disheveled hair.



“It was fast for us, but how couldn’t it be? Since we first ran together through this jungle, I knew you had a special something! What a spirit on display!” Niopa laughed at her warmly. “Don’t go away from me yet,” she asked simply and sweetly, drawing her body near to Cusi’s and comfortably laying her head against her sizable breast.



“I won’t. My mother and sister won’t worry for me yet, nor mind if I come back with a lighter basket,” Cusi said with a chortle. They shared together in some food, and rested for only a brief time.



Niopa was near to her, and they remained bare in each other’s presence, basking in the warmth of a golden sun as the day had progressed into the late afternoon. Again they fell together, kissing as Cusi was gradually stirred to arousal again, soon finding herself ready for her lover’s affection once more.



“How gifted you are,” Niopa said with a wide grin. She reached over and took hold of Cusi’s hardening cock, stroking her as she eagerly rushed back toward that immense pleasure they had partaken of. Although only some minutes had passed, Cusi was coaxed to readiness again.



“Haven’t had your fill?” the amazon inquired teasingly. She reached over and suddenly hoisted Niopa onto her lap, so that the faun straddled her as before. Now Cusi’s swelling cock pressed between Niopa’s smooth furry thighs and snugly nudged her slit, pinned down between her and the amazon below. “I hope that you can manage me, critter,” Cusi laughed at her, but soon stifled her sounds as Niopa began to grind against her. The faun’s own pleasure remained escalated, her desire unhindered and yet unsatisfied, despite the fullness of her belly. Her pussy wetted Cusi’s cock as she humped against it, and soon raised herself up on her knees, lining up the amazon’s swollen cockhead with the petals of her labia, and preparing to take her within.



The faun moaned out in wordless pleasure as she felt Cusi’s cock begin to press up against her, massaging her slit and the mound of her pussy as it attempted to find a way within. She parted her legs wide and relaxed her weight, suddenly slipping over that enormous cock as she collapsed down into Cusi’s lap, and sheathed her weighty fuckstick in the depths of her wet pussy. The amazon howled in pleasure, the sensation of suddenly filling the entirety of where Niopa was most receptive and sensitive almost overwhelming from the first moments. Her own arousal surged back to her hastily, and her readiness was impassioned, causing her cock to bloat to it’s full firm size.



Niopa bounced on her knees, working the immense cock within herself as her wetness rendered its entire hot length slick. The fit was tight, and she felt herself being stretched within as Cusi advanced to the very end of her passage, her cockhead nudging firmly against the faun’s backmost wall of flesh. Already Cusi was leaking a drizzle of early cum far within Niopa’s sex, an as the faun bounced against her, she thrust her hips up to match her pace.



With vigor and intensity, their pace grew swiftly, each giving in to the urge to fuck with a vivacious speed and force. The pleasure was indomitable, and Niopa felt herself being worked within to an extent she never could have comprehended before, finding pleasure in the strain and shockingly pleasurable stimulation of the vigorous force driving within her. Cusi gnawed on her lip, watching as her cock bulged up within the faun at the lower belly. With sudden and lusty ferocity, she rolled them over, throwing Niopa down onto the thick grass and pummeling her pussy from above.



She kept the faun pinned down with one hand placed securely between her breasts, and drew her hips back and forth to powerfully thrust the full available length of Niopa’s passage. The faun squealed orgasmically beneath her, begging for even more speed as Cusi gave her everything she had. Though her pace was fast, she worked the faun’s pussy for many long minutes before the powerful urge to orgasm arose again, her sweaty body unrelenting in pace.



“You’re all mine!” Cusi told her brazenly, her face contorted with orgasmic vigor. Cum erupted from her cock with a suddenness that took them both by surprise, and began pouring forth into Niopa’s wound with all the generosity of her earlier release. The amazon pulled Niopa to the hilt and drove into her utmost depths, releasing her seed as her mind was overtaken by an unmanageable pleasure.



The faun howled, her inner walls clenching against Cusi’s throbbing cock as she herself orgasmed, the feeling of being filled by that hot substance satisfying in the deepest way. The power she had so admired in her new partner now served to send her over the edge and into the most intense of climaxes as every fiber of her being surrendered to the wondrous joy of being so filled.



Cusi pulled out and collapsed beside Niopa when at last the flow of cum had ceased. A waterfall of that thick and creamy substance poured out from the faun’s pussy as she moaned out in dumb delight, her world uphended by the sheer intensity of physical stimulation. She lolled her head over at Cusi with a dumb grin of delight.



Huffing for breath after such an effort, Cusi soon relaxed once more into a comfortable recline, and brought herself near to the faun to kiss her again, running her hair over the hot and smooth skin of Niopa’s side. “You were a good catch,” she told her with a sweet and teasing chuckle. “Untamable as the jungle…”



“But I am yours,” Niopa assured her sweetly, her lips pressing against the corner of Cusi’s mouth as she breathed heavily and wiggled into a snug embrace with her larger companion.



Pleasure would find them again before long, and in one another’s company, they shared in all manner of bliss, the language of love shown both tenderly and energetically until at last the sun began to descend, and little light found its way to the jungle floor. Cusi bid farewell eventually, assauring Niopa she would soon return to the wilds.
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Whereas once the bustle of the temple court had wrecked Acalla with anxiety, it was now an appeasing thing to see such energetic crowds, swarming about with the abundance of a foraged harvest. She envied the priestess her place beneath a stretched canopy at the temple’s foot, for the sun seemed determined to cook them all, and the bathing pools were packed. Today occupants hogged the water for recreation, and were in much better spirits than the thirsty or grimy awaiting a place among them.



Finely carved ornate stone made a level place that stretched far along the riverside, marking the end of the empire’s settlement, and the beginning of that space dedicated to the untamed wilds. For a few weeks more, many would venture into the rainforest for a haul of fruits and herbs, and opposite of the sparkling pools was a labyrinth of market stalls to exchange such goods. Only a narrow walkway was left clear in between, so that those with offerings might manage their way to Sitrina. The pale foreign beauty had her leisure on billowy cushions, and breathed in the sweet and woody aroma of palo santo. As Acalla patrolled near the waters, the sun attacking her eyes whether she looked up or gazed down at the glare on each ripple, she found herself increasingly wanting to be in the shade beside her. She cast her eyes that way until her sister’s voice called for her attention.



“Guard!” Cusi said teasingly from the water. She had swam up to the pool's edge, peering up at Acalla’s towering presence like an alligator. “Quit peeping on your friend before someone drowns,” she said.



Acalla planted her ceremonial staff on the tile beside the waters, and peered down at Cusi with an amused expression. “It’s near time I plucked a few of you from the water. There’s a line growing, now,” Acalla said.



“You should get in line. Go offer yourself up to Sitrina!” Cusi teased her loudly. Seeing Acalla cross her arms soberly, she changed her tone. “Sis, won’t you tell our mom that I will forage on the morrow?” she asked, turning about to look over the water. Some ladies were swatting about a skin of air, their goal the hooped arms of another whose face flinched lest their aim be untrue.



“Oh? Paying another visit to your secret friend?” Acalla asked, turning the attention swiftly back at her. Cusi could not be bothered to retort, but turned again to stare at the priestess’ yurt.



“I just may be. Perhaps you ought check in on yours, too,” she said, gesturing. Acalla did turn to look, and saw at once some form of altercation occurring in the shade of that covered place. Accusing fingers were being aimed where Sitrina laid, just beyond Acalla’s sight and some distance across the court.



Departing with a hurried goodbye, Acalla pushed through the crowds, beginning to hear voices barking in anger and alarm over the crowd’s murmur. She had only a faint concern about the bustle until suddenly the clack of metal and stone rank out, and she saw one of the other temple guard’s stumbling back as though struck. Then she was sprinting, and the crowds rushed to part before her as she made a fast pace to the lower steps of the temple, rushing within to see that Sitrina was safe.



The scene was a mess, and alarm rose in Acalla as she beheld several of the priestess’ guards battering the ground. A party of four men had cleared the crowd before Sitrina, and now took up the weapons from her groaning guardians, swinging them wildly at anyone who dared approach.



“Acalla!” Sitrina called, and with a single bound, the towering amazon was between her and the assailants, her heavy ceremonial staff leveled defensively. A heavy fan of sharpened stone adorned one end along with a weighty stone of polished turquoise, and she displayed her strength by swinging her weapon in a wide arc before her, making clear that none would near the priestess without a fight. The other guards were incapacitated, and the attackers did not rush her, instead taking position before the gathering crowds and keeping an eye on any who might interfere.



“By this woman’s hex, a man is dead!” One among them shouted. He ripped the cane from a bystander and aimed it at Sitrina. The priestess, adorned in a crimson robe to match her fiery head of hair, sat up attentively, hearing the accusation stoically. “She condemned him for settling land which has always been for us, and sent evil into the jaquar!” he spoke loudly so that all would hear his claim, and beside him his three companions held ready their newly acquired weapons, two long spears and a curved blade, observing the fire in Acalla’s gaze.



In the pause Acalla tensed and readied herself to attack, not knowing if there was any truth behind these aggressive claims, but sensing the violent intent posed by the challengers. Their bold act had forfeited their life, for none could threaten a servant of the divine in this holy place.



Sitrina’s voice called out with conviction, her tone sharp and cool. “It is true that your friend trespassed our rules, and burned for himself a pasture into the forest. But know this: I prayed only for forgiveness and good will toward your fool friend, knowing what wrath nature may do.”



Her words brought each of them to rage, and they rushed forward, sweeping widely to pass Acalla and strike out at the priestess. Stolen when young from a distant land, Sitrina had earned the respect and love of most, but there were some who saw her status as a curse upon the very gods. Acalla saw then that there was grief in the heart of these violent men, and resolved to spare their lives as able.



 Most dangerous were the spearmen, but she outranged them. The one who went most urgently for Sitrina found his scalp split by the heavy swipe of Acalla’s staff, and was sent limp to the tiles in an instant. The other tried to circumnavigate her, readying his spear lest she swing on him too, but she drove the butt of her staff back with force and precision, colliding it with his forehead with a thunk that echoed against the rainforest.



She was caught suddenly in the chest by the cane, the leader of the attackers hurling it and filling his hands with one of the dropped spears. The weight of it had pummeled her collar and she groaned from the throbbing ache of the bruising wound. Mistaking her pain for vulnerability, the swordsman rushed in, sweeping around her staff to slash at her. “Piss off, you brute!” he howled as she evaded him. Acalla thwacked his midriff with the staff, causing him to gasp and stumble. “I’ll only cut the copper from her head!” he shouted ferociously.



Sitrina was watching carefully, her eyes wide as she tracked the movements of those who sought her harm. Her trust in Acalla was resolute, and her conviction in rightness such that she knew justice would be upon the men. “Look out!” she shouted with alarm, seeing their leader seeking an opening in which he might plunge his spear. He thrust at Acalla, but she was swift, and caught the pole in her hand, jerking it from him. He gave up on the tug of war just in time to avoid the end of her staff, and tumbled back against a low table with a large ornate vase. Taking it up, he held it overhead and vocalized a warcry, seeking the right moment to throw it.



The swordsman again came at her, jumping in and out with his shorter weapon, knowing that Acalla could not pursue. On his third effort she caught his sword amidst the fans of sharp stone at her staff’s end, and twisted it from his grip. He was pulled in near to Acalla, who heaved a heavy kick into his ribs, sending him into the sunlit dust beyond the yurt’s entrance. Seeing his last moment for vengeance, the last man threw the pot toward Sitrina. It exploded into fragments as Acalla powerfully drove the butt of her staff into it. He ran toward his companion’s sword, treading over a carpet, and Acalla knelt down and forcefully ripped it out from under his feet, causing him to fall. He and the other assailants were seized by the crowd at once, and a great mirth rose up.



“You’re alright?” Acalla asked, thinking not of herself and her minor wound, but instead knowing that the priestess would be shaken. Sitrina fell back against her bed of cushions, splayed out most unreagally as she heaved a tense sigh. In a few moments she rose up again, and seemed to collect herself, assuming the visage of her role.



“Quite alright, thanks to you.” She then raised her voice. “If I were cursed by the gods, why then did they bless my guardian with such strength?” The words brought out cheers among all the onlookers. There was anger too, and some among them were calling for immediate retribution, but Sitrina silenced them all, and strode to stand between the four attackers who were now held tight by a dozen hands each. She seemed elegant, boldly posed above them in her flowing dress, looking now no worse for wear and confident in her manner. She smiled at them, making them froth with frustrated anger and fear, but it was not a taunting grin upon her lips.



“Send these men home with jaquar skins for their ferocity!” she said. There was some hush of surprise, as utter forgiveness was nearly inconceivable given the sin. She spoke more coldly then, saying “lest they forget which lands are the gods, and have their own hides cured!” With that, all fell into laughter, and the men were wrapped up in fine and valuable jaquar hides, and sent out from the temple court with some taunting, shoving, and the hurling of rotten vegetables.



Sitrina strode beside Acalla, turning her vibrant blue eyes up at the reddening welt across her chest. The warrioress towered a foot and a half over her, standing just beyond seven feet in height, and Satrina’s sizable breasts pressed gently into Acalla’s abs as she was suddenly near to her, speaking a brief word while attention was off of them. “Truly, I am blessed with you,” she said simply, and then moved away, ordering some lower servants to prepare a place for Acalla to rest. She found it unnecessary, but with thoughts swarming about all that had occurred, she accepted the reward, and went with them to the housing quadrant of the temple.







Nothing needed to be done about Acalla’s wound, but still the servants spoiled her thoroughly, treating her like a hero and preparing a fine feast of a meal. Beside her comfortable fluffy bedding, incense and gemstones were laid out, so that her spirit might be invigorated. Eventually she sent them all off and rested, the pleasant cool of the stone chamber moving up breezily through the billowy fabrics.



The sudden sound of the door opening some hours later made her start, as the tension of fighting had lingered even into the dreams of her light sleep. When Sitrina flowed into the chamber and closed the door behind her, Acalla thought she may be dreaming still, momentarily forgetting herself and not knowing why the priestess may be here. She had a warm expression and stepped nearer with a sort of intent amble, causing Acalla to cover herself up in a blanket, for fear of offending her. “Sitrina?” she inquired.



“I hope you have been comfortable. My poor champion, it is unfortunate that you must be so abused,” she said, her tone seeming affectionate. Acalla was wide awake now, but bewildered, for her engagements with the priestess had most often been public and formal. Even when she had escorted her into the rainforest to gather sacred herbs, Sitrina had always maintained a mystic and reserved character.



“I am fortunate to have won. Though my role was more glorious, those other guards are just as worthy of your attention,” she said. Her words posed the question as to the meaning of Sitrina’s visit. To simply see her now made Acalla feel aflush, though she knew not why.



“They are being pampered in the same order. Well, not quite the same,” she admitted with a musical laugh. Sitrina knelt onto the thick billowy bedding beside Acalla, an act which seemed in itself to be utterly improper, for she was posed like one of the servants at the warrioress’ side. “Let me examine your wound, to see if there is truly nothing that can be done for it,” she said, gesturing with her crimson-ochre painted fingertip toward Acalla’s collar.



Lowering the blanket only so much as was required to display the mark, Acalla flushed beneath Sitrina’s scrutiny. “There is nothing that needs to be done,” she assured her. “In truth the bruise bothers me not, and this fine bed took away my aching.”



Sitrina’s pale hand pressed near to the welt, feeling the muscle of Acalla’s collar, and then her shoulder. “You are sore. Stiff like the stick you carry,” Sitrina said, curling her fingers in pantomime of how the ornate weapon was wielded, and bobbing her hand as though straining from the weight of it. A grin curled upon her crimson lips, and she appraised Acalla further, looming with intent.



The warmth of her gentle touch seeped gently down into Acalla’s sore flesh, and though her battering was only about one part of the collar, she could not deny a tension clinging to her chest. It was a tightness in her shoulder incurred by great sturdiness of posture, and as Sitrina’s pale fingers danced over her, Acalla felt as though the priestess could feel the very tension within.



“Would you allow me to truly take your ache away?” Sitrina inquired pointedly, meeting Acalla’s gaze with a piercing directness.



Tradition, divine authority, and the weight of class swam about in Acalla’s thoughts. A touch was a simple thing, and yet with each passing moment she felt herself trespassing. Before her thoughts could catch up with her heart she was spewing out humble excuses, bashful as she had never been. “Any among your servants could attend to that,” she said. “I would not presume to touch you, so how can I let you attend to my flesh?”



“Because I permit you to,” Sitrina instructed her. “Under my hands you may enjoy yourself, guiltlessly,” she said, and burst into a laugh. “And do not be so ascetic!”



Flowering warmth pulsated forth from the depths of Acalla’s chest, and at once, her uncertainty melted. For how long had she obscured her endearment of Sitrina as respect, observing her shining spirit through the endless formality? That Sitrina was here revealed the truth, that her eyes had not been unnoticed, and beneath the veil a mutual desire smouldered. “I am just surprised,” Acalla uttered under her breath. Grinning with enamored uncertainty, she reclined back onto the bed, and relaxed her posture, permitting the priestess to do that for which she had come. She held her tongue and reserved its confessions, not yet knowing what game the priestess may be at.



“I have been massaged endlessly by my servants, such that I may as well be a student of the art, yet none among them dare indulge my practice. But for you I can pose a selfish reason. Shall you not swing that weighty weapon faster when your shoulders are unclogged of their clay?” Sitrina spoke sweetly to her, the tone mingling playful and formal notes. Her fingers settled and spread out over Acalla’s muscular shoulders, seeming so small against her. The tenderness of the touch coaxed the amazon into deeper relaxation, and her perplexion became giddy.



“At least then I am serving you,” Acalla said. “Perhaps my need is greater than I know,” she admitted, rolling her shoulder beneath Sitrina’s warm touch.



Beginning to massage her, Sitrina observed her subject’s tension, and felt the rising of her chest with each breath. She was confident in her smile, and bemused, letting silence linger with unspoken questions until each was swept away. All of that was hevel, and Sitrina answered Acalla’s questioning spirit with her touch.



“Once, I dared to dream you visiting me,” Acalla said with a soft release of her breath. “Never was it so cruel to wake.”



Sitrina was quiet at the words, but her soft smile had deepened, and there was a cleverness working behind her gaze, which lazily traversed Acalla’s form. Her touch was rather skillful, and the discomfort of her firmer kneading was swiftly replaced by alleviation. Those tensions that Acalla had ignored until their silence were released at last, and she felt herself departing from the latent weight she had carried unknowingly.



“How can I not come to you?” Sitrina said, her voice calling to the comfortable dark behind Acalla’s closed eyes. “Where, by your strength I am safest. By your gentleness, comforted.” Her hand moved gently over Acalla’s bicep, feeling her, but hardly massaging. “And most reprehensible of all, excited, so ceaselessly, by your arrival, your approach, and the way you
 loom
 .” Like chimes, her giggle burst forth amidst the wind of her words.



Acalla opened her eyes once more, and met Sitrina’s gaze. All this time, she had appreciated and admired Sitrina in every way except for as a prospective lover, and yet she knew all at once that despite the discipline of her heart, what she felt for the priestess had been love in everything but name. Her heart was pried open, and she gazed into Sitrina’s blue pools, seeing at once the world in her.



“Your features are not so telling as your heart,” Sitrina said, her palm pressed snugly between Acalla’s breasts. The silken blanken had slipped and left Acalla exposed, but she felt no urge to obscure herself.



“I need more than words to tell you…” Acalla said, her voice faltering.



Sitrina leaned down over her, draping her fiery orange hair over Acalla’s collar, and settled her lips needfully onto Acalla’s, kissing her without hesitance or restraint, but a warmth that seeped into Acalla’s throat. All thoughts blown away by an eruption of cloudlike bliss, Acalla wrapped her strong arms around Sitrina, and lived in that kiss for those moments, aware only of the delicate softness expressed in each subtle movement of Sitrina’s lips.



When eternity passed, Sitrina lifted her wetted lips from Acalla’s mouth, and beamed a wide and mirthful grin at her. “All things move so swiftly here in the rainforest,” Sitrina said with a more casual tone, ambling her way around to the point as she did. “But perhaps for the best, for I can not stay away as long as I might desire,” she said softly. “But let us have our moments… and know that I will have you close to me, now until forever. For how can I be without my guardian?” she said.



Though the passion of the words excited Acalla, who sensed at once Sitrina’s immediate intentions, the knowledge she would not wake from this dream was a more powerful happiness. The sweetness in this moment was her knowing that her life would be thereafter illuminated by the presence of her mistress, her beloved, her mischievous divine. How often might Sitrina sneak away with her? Acalla could not manage any concern about being caught, now. She rose up to Sitrina’s lips and kissed her again, embracing her gently but snug, and drawing the priestess down against her form. “I’m yours,” Acalla told her surely, unable to overstate her readiness. The softness of Sitrina’s heavy breasts against her own bare chest stirred her passions within, and emerging from the deep relaxation of the massage, she became invigorated with energy. She meant then to treat Sitrina in a way truly worthy of her, and would leave no question as to the intensity of her devotion.



Again their lips fell together, and Satrina breathed vivaciously, her excitement rising and dispersing all reserved and regal presentation. Her hand moved over Acalla’s breast and rested there, feeling the softness that contrasted so starkly from the firm workings of the rest of her body. Sitrina’s breasts were larger in her proportions, but those supported by Acalla’s broad shoulders matched them in size, and her dark teat was firm against the priestess palm. As they kissed, Satrina massaged her there, moving the mound of flesh under her hand and eventually working it’s nipple between her fingers. The fingers of her other hand curled under the supporting strap of her dress and slipped it free of her shoulder, so that her thin ornate dress of crimson silk fell away, and her large pale tits were presented. Each was heavy enough to more than fill Acalla’s large hands, and dusted with freckles. Satrina moved them against her, allowing their soft and warm presence to settle down over Acalla’s own breasts. She pressed with her chest as though to massage Acalla with them, and let the warrioress experience their weight across her abs.



Tenderly, Acalla extended her fingers, and passed a strand of silken fiery hair between them, adoringly affixed upon Satrina’s face. Her gifts came in abundance, and her form, though lithe in places, was soft and full of life. The smooth sensation of those heavy breasts traversing the bumpy field of her abs further kindled Acalla’s inner flames, and with an almost irresistible progression, she found herself growing hard beneath the sheets.



Each beat of her heart further engorged the lengthy cock yet unrevealed to the priestess, causing it to rise up between her legs. Acalla could only guess as to if Sitrina had ever glimpsed her form during one of the many times she had bathed near the temple, and yet somehow she felt seen so deeply as to expect no surprise or falter in confidence from the priestess. She shuddered with tension as Sitrina moved her breasts further down, her pale fingers curled around the covers to unwrap Acalla before her gaze. Soon she was revealed, and her warm, semi-erect cock gently nudged up between Sitrina’s breasts, pressing into their softness with an eagerness.



“Oh…” Sitrina cooed warmly, looking down to Acalla’s groin where a delicious cock had emerged to greet her. Desire was in her eyes as she admired Acalla’s form, from her neatly trimmed bush of black fur to the soft and heavy sack beneath her shaft. She took her in, lowering to breathe in the warm aroma of Acalla’s sweetness, and then gently took the cock in hand, and guided it upward along the amazon’s body. The mere touch of Sitrina’s soft hand pressing against her length made Acalla throb within her grasp, and in a moment, the priestess had laid her chest over the underside of the cock, pinning it to Acalla’s belly.



Sitrina chuckled warmly as she began to move her torso up and down Acalla’s body, pressing in with her tits to massage along the amazon’s cock. Her skin was silky smooth, and lotioned such that she moved with perfect ease, and yet the sensation of those warm pillows rolling over her again and again soon brought Acalla to her utmost firmest, and she feared she may spill onto herself all too early. Her strain was visible in her gaze, as she stifled groans in the depths of her throat, eyes wide as her mind was awash with pleasure. “How easily you please… with but a bit more time, I could enjoy you again and again,” Acalla said softly. To think of the hours they have bliss such as this made her swoon with delight. “But if you mean to leave me when the task is done, then I mean to make you earn the leave…” Acalla said daringly, unable to help but tease Sitrina in that way the priestess so often did to her.



“You presume you could resist me? That I could not coax you to empty with a mere kiss upon your cockhead?” Sitrina inquired with a determined flare. She worked Acalla’s cock more firmly between her breasts, and pressed against them, pinning the length between the billowy soft presence of either mound. Her weighty tits were pushed up and down on either side of the amazon’s massive cock, which now extended well past them, aimed toward Acalla’s own torso. Her shaft was nearly one foot in length, and heavy like Sitrina’s forearm, such that it seemed to have a strength of its own as it tensed up into the priestess breasts. Acalla began to gently thrust upward, helping the priestess to titfuck her as Sitrina leaned down to slurp at the underside of the head of her cock, drinking up Acalla’s leaking sweetness from where her bulbous cockhead thrusted out from her own breasts. Already Acalla had spewed early release upon her own abs, and they glistened along with Sitrina’s tits as the nectar was smeared about.



“No… you are irresistible,” Acalla confessed with a softness, her chest rising and falling as her breath quickened. The rising urge to cum was upon her, and she groaned from the strain of resisting it, as Sitrina pulled back gently and released Acalla’s cock from it’s pin. It shot rather upright, and throbbed, the head flaring but with no emission as Acalla managed to force down the urge of release.



“Oh well done,” Sitrina said. “I thought perhaps I lingered a moment too long…” she spoke as though her general awareness of Acalla’s inner state somehow informed her the very moment she might cum, and Acalla was left to wonder how she could be made at once so transparent. Sitrina was flush in the face, clearly wracked with pleasure from the beginnings of her task, as though she felt the very ecstasy that Acalla did. Perhaps in her many years of a dominant position she had longed to serve, and see true pleasure well up powerfully in another.



Slowly Sitrina brought her breasts around Acalla’s cock, wrapping it up between them but keeping it upright. She curled her fingers beneath them and against Acalla’s abs, holding each breast tight around the enormous girth. The warmth of her hot breath lolled over Acalla’s damp cockhead as Sitrina parted her ruby lips and let her gaping maw loom hungrily over the swollen head of Acalla’s juicy cock. “When the time comes, give to me unrestrained that bounteous gift you have stowed away. Do not waste in on the floor or these sheets, for I want to feel the abundance of you within,” Sitrina demanded. She opened wide and secured her mouth around the rim of Acalla’s cockhead, slurping at its tip and working her delicate tongue all over the rounded face. The priestess groaned as though partaking in the greatest delicacy as she tasted all the flavor of Acalla’s cock and the sweetness flowing forth from it. She advanced her tongue into its passage, which was large enough to permit its tip, and scooped out from there another taste of her.



Acalla’s finger’s passed through Sitrina’s fiery strawberry blonde hair, scritching her scalp and grasping the back of her head with a firm gentleness. Sitrina’s kiss slurped at the edges of her cock, and she pressed in firmly, bending it beneath the attention of her mouth as it yet refused to be swallowed. Her eyes wandered up along the shiny surface of Acalla’s abs and past her heavy heaving chest to look pleadingly at the amazon’s eyes, as though requesting aid in this effort.



Eager as always to serve, Acalla gently took hold of Sitrina’s head with both hands, and firmly applied pressure until at last her cock popped into the priestess mouth. Sitrina groaned with delight as her mouth was filled by the hot and delicious presence, her lips stretched wide around it, and her tongue pinned to the bottom of her mouth. She brought the leaking cockhead to the back of her mouth and gagged from the effort of swallowing it further. Acalla gently raised and dropped her hips, moving her cock up slowly and steadily through that great pleasurable valley of Sitrina’s breasts, and into the wet warmth of her mouth. Sitrina made work of her lips, drawing up enough to breath and lick up each new offering of Acalla’s nectar, and then pressing forward until the amazon’s cock bent in an effort to reach the depths of her throat.



Acalla was again on the urge of a climactic eruption, and expected that despite Sitrina’s command to spill not a drop, the priestess could not possibly swallow the immense load of cum that was prepared for her. Acalla had been with other women before that never managed it, although few seemed so able and determined to take her cock far into their throat. Sitrina’s effort was immense, and she gagged and groaned and rolled back her eyes as she bobbed her head wildly up and down Acalla’s cock, periodically slowly to gradually swallow as much as she could. She nearly reached the base of Acalla’s shaft with her lips with her most successful effort, causing Acalla’s cock to bend tightly in Sitrina’s neck.



Gagging, Sitrina withdrew herself from Acalla’s cock, and gasped out a deep breath as spittle trailed between her lips and its drenched head. “I should try the other way, yes?” She asked with a sultry laugh, drunk with pleasure as she scurried around Acalla. Now Sitrina plopped her breasts down on Acalla’s abs and hoisted her cock back up toward her lips, with her pale and round ass displayed above the amazon’s face. As she lowered herself Acalla unhesitatingly opened her mouth wide, and received the sweet wetness of Satrina’s pussy on her lips, grasping the priestess’ thighs. Satrina laid on her and moaned out her delight, swiftly taking her cock upside-down into her mouth.



Together they feasted, rolling amidst the blankets, keeping their mouths always at work for the other’s pleasure. Sitrina hauled herself forward with an arm wrapped around each of Acalla’s muscular thighs until at last the amazon’s cock was entirely sheathed within her, throbbing with its head aimed into the priestess’ stomach as she stared down the amazon’s balls. Acalla’s strong tongue danced up into Sitrina, playing against her inner walls and tasting her divine sweetness. The warm softness of her thighs pressed in against either of Acalla’s cheeks.



She could not now long resist to cum, feeling the desire in every tensing of Sitrina’s pussy against her tongue. She was embedded so deeply within the priestess, and yet Sitrina had found the angle just right, such that she openly moaned with sheer victorious delight at having swallowed it, and but for the distant need to breathe, felt no discomfort. Acalla bounced her hips some more, now pinning Sitrina down against the bedding and working the cock toward her stomach. She found the angle to gently fuck Sitrina’s throat with almost her entire length wrapped snug in the silky warmth of her flesh, yet unresisted in its advance and withdrawal. Moving more rapidly back and forth, Acalla now accelerated to the point of a powerful unrestrained release, propping herself up with a hand firmly pressed to Sitrina’s thigh, and using the fingers of her other hand to stroke rapidly at Sitrina’s pussy and bring her swiftly to that same pinnacle of pleasure.



Finally Acalla’s hips slammed forward, and her cock was sent entirely within, her balls pressing snugly to Sitrina’s face as the priestess was smothered and throatfucked with what had previously seemed an impossible-fit of a girlcock. She held firm in Satrina’s depths as cum burst forth from the cockhead, flowing into the priestess’ throat in massive surges that seemed to come even faster than she could have possibly gulped down. Filled as she was, there was no need to swallow, and in moments Satrina felt a warm and satisfying weight to her stomach, as though she had engorged herself on a filling meal. Pleasure rose up and exploded within her as well, as Acalla’s finger’s worked within her pussy with a vivacious and skillful pace. In that moment she experienced a desire craved above all others: to be filled entirely with the Acalla’s seed, day in and day out, used and satisfied and stuffed such as no other woman was.



The flow of Acalla’s release seemed nearly unceasing, her cock continuing to throb within the hot and tight confines of Sitrina’s mouth and throat until the priestess felt right bloated. Just when imagined she could hold no more, the cum dwindled, and Acalla’s cock at last began to relax. The warrioress leaned down to lick up the sweetness from Satrina’s pussy, raising her own hips to gradually haul her cock out from where it had been embedded. When it popped easily from Satrina’s lips, yet more cum spewed out to drizzle upon her features, and she breathed with heavy moans. Acalla used a hand to wring her cock out, emptying the last of her girlcum from her channel into Sitrina’s eager mouth. Full though she was, the priestess took up the cum spilt upon her face and swallowed it too, fulfilling her intention of having Acalla in her completeness.



Acalla leaned forward and scooped Sitrina up, delicately bringing her around to lay at her side, and smiled warmly at the stupor of pleasure written upon the priestess’ features. They kissed again, cuddling together and whispering sweet words. Peace was blossoming in their hearts, and they relaxed for a time, until Sitrina bid a sweet goodbye with assurances of a near visit, and dressed, slipping away to her duties.
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Already a warm pink was filling the sky above an endless expanse of rainforest. The swaying green of a valley of trees lay before the eyes of a lonely beauty, who appraised nature’s wonder with satisfaction and ease. From her palace Lady Viada Deltura could appreciate the untamed wilds without sacrifice of her cool clean stone or silks. Viada caught movement amidst the treeline, and from canopy, a large figure confidently strode, approaching the palace front.



The envoy was familiar to her. Long had her palace consulted the temple of the wilds that lay on the other side of this vast expanse of uninhabited rainforest. She moved swiftly from her balcony to see that her servants provided proper welcome, eager to leave a good impression on the towering woman. Entacia had an arms length in height over most, and the sparse covering of crimson stained ornamental metal left her dark and muscular form nearly entirely bare. When last they had conversed, the warrioress had shown herself quick in wit as well, and in truth, Lady Viada had often thought of her since.



The heavy palace doors were being opened as Viada stepped down her ornate carved stone staircase, the black silks of her dress flowing easily behind her. Entacia entered, and seeing Viada, smiled at her warmly. The stature of her beside the noblewoman’s servants was still bizarre for Viada to behold. Tall though the noblewoman was, her eyes still would not have come up past Entacia’s breasts.



“Welcome, delegate of the wilds. I mean to put your strength to the test,” Viada said, smirking at her intently as she descended. “With an abundance of gifts for you to offer up the priestess. May Sitrina approve of what I give the gods through her.” Her formal words were formal and rehearsed, but not without their sweetness. Entacia’s duty as the priestess’ most trusted agent would see her report the character and generosity of Viada’s offering; it was by the temple’s grace that her palace stood so near to the sacred wilds.



“It will be so, as always, I have no doubt,” Entacia said, chuckling warmly as she gave her weapons to the servants, and admired the fine interior of the palace’s entrance hall. “Always you have let your blessings flow forth,” she complimented, approaching. There was a warm and confident amusement behind her eyes, and she studied Viada with an intent interest. Entacia beaconed her and ascended the staircase once more.



The servants had prepared a small feast on an elegant low resting stone table upstairs, with a view out over the balcony and rainforest beyond it. “May my hospitality please you,” Viada said, inviting her to rest. “I trust you will find the accommodations of your room suitable; a large bed has been prepared. But for now, let us eat. I hope your journey has not left you too weary for it.”



Entacia groaned softly as she settled down to recline on cushions beside the table. She laid with her back to the setting sun, and Viada was perpendicular to her, reclining so that they might talk face to face. Entacia had a striking gaze and glamorous, mature features. Her kinky-curly hair was dark and billowy, and shone warmly along with her skin. Though a few small lines told of injuries incurred long ago, there were few blemishes to be seen upon the muscular body of the warrioress. “There is energy left in me yet, although my feet whine from the burden they must bear,” she said with a throaty chortle, running her hand along one of her thick, muscular thighs.



Two servants clad in pink and white revealed dinner for the noble woman and the temple’s envoy. Honeyed lamb poc chuc, avocados, and seasoned seaweed chips were revealed in some abundance, and Entacia showed her gratitude with an anticipating smile as the aroma reached her.



“You ache? Must have been a far stage, for you to arrive here at sunset. I know that it becomes dark quite early in the rainforest,” Viada said. She observed the dust on Entacia’s feet, and snapped her finger to call another servant over at once.



“Nothing that I could not sleep off,” Entacia assured her politely. Once served, she ate swiftly of the poc chuc, which was deliciously rich, and soon filled her throat with a cool drink of balch, relishing the sweet and refreshing taste of the intoxicating beverage. “My journey went well, but with so many years to know her, the rainforest harms me rarely. She is a land that is gentle to those who abide her way,” Entacia explained softly, relaxing herself with her legs splayed out over the assortment of cushions provided to support her large form. “This is superb. I always look forward to my visits here,” she said with a laugh.



Kneeling beside her, a strawberry-blonde servant woman positioned herself beside Entacia’s feet. The warrioress did not protest her, although no such pampering was required, but instead directed her gaze back to Viada as the attendant began to clean her feet with a fine cloth.



“Perhaps she will send you to me again soon, when my offerings are eaten up,” Viada said with a laugh. “The chest is loaded with chocolates, and a fair bit more of this seasoned seaweed. I’ve found her a beautiful piece of citrine as well. It is for that stone she is named, is it not?”



Entacia nodded her head. “That is so, and I am certain she will appreciate it. She has quite a collection of fine stones, for ritual and her own energy-work,” Entacia said. “As it were, she and one of my daughters, Acalla, have grown rather close.”



“If your girls are at all like you, I am certain she is a fine guardian for her.” Viada mused. Entacia’s family had long served for the protection and security of the temple of the wilds, as great size and strength seemed dominant in their line.



“Nearly as tall as I, if you can imagine it. Their other mother was much shorter,” Entacia said with a soft chortle, sipping at her balch. The words made the servant pause at her scrubbing with a curious ear, but only for a brief moment. She had cleaned Entacia’s soles well, and bid by some slight gesture of Viada’s hand, now set about massaging Entacia’s aching feet. They were quite sizable in the small and delicate hands of the ginger masseuse, who had to be rather firm with her fingers to reach the tense muscle within. The giantess of a woman seemed well pleased, and hummed softly as the first waves of alleviation washed over her.



“I could use a guardian of my own, in such a place like this. My servants protect me well, but none of them are like you,” Viada said with a soft hum. Entacia’s strength reminded Viada of her husband in some way, for it had been long since she had been taken in strong arms, or appreciated such strength in anyone. She rose and strode over behind Entacia, and settled down seated facing the sun, so that her back gently rested against the supporting muscular presence of Entacia’s. The amazon turned her gaze to peer back at Viada with an amused warmth, and set aside her finished plate of food. Her broad shoulders rose and fell slightly with her contented breathing as the servant continued her stroking and circular motions. The fine silk dress Viada wore was cut low in the back, and her soft pale skin was pleasantly warm against Entacia’s sturdy body. About her the warrioress could smell an appeasing perfume.



“If you want for my company, merely call. I’ll gladly traverse the wilds, seeing what a delight you have made my visits to be,” Entacia said appreciatively. Slowly her great form rolled over onto her back, and she peered up at Viada attentively, observing her dark flowing hair as it cascaded over her pale flesh, past her shoulders and nearly to the small of her back. The amazon curled her toes with satisfaction as the servant was working her fingers in gentle circles about her ankles. She indicated with a slight gesture that the servant might regard her task completed, and the masseuse bowed lowly before departing from her mistress and the amazon.



In soft voices, they chatted together tenderly for a time, now finding a moment alone in which to catch up on some personal affairs. Viada reclined back and laid herself over Entacia’s muscular middle, feeling the form of the warrioress’ abs against her soft back. Securing her comfortably with a strong arm to support her head, Entacia held her, and gently twirled some of her flowing hair between her large fingers. The sky was ablaze with color as the sun descended further, casting the rainforest below the palace in shadow.



“I do believe that after your departure, you will be in my thoughts,” Viada confessed after a time.



“And why do I so hold your curiosity?” Entacia inquired. “No doubt I impress you. A life near nature’s abundance has permitted me to live simply and focus on my health,” she said. It was clear health had a different standard for the ripped amazon, who seemed to have worked herself into a flawless state of physical prowess and formidable beauty.



Viada laughed warmly. “You do, yes. Not just in your looks but in your character. None could look down at you, not even I, and here I am always looking down,” she said with a soft and wistful note.



Entacia slowly sat up, and met Viada’s gaze with an expression of admiration. Her other hand rested gently against the noblewoman’s stomach, and passed smoothly over the surface of her dark silk dress, feeling the Viada’s soft warmth. “You, like my priestess, are such a small and precious thing. I might look down at you with my eyes, but in my heart, you are esteemed above all beauty of the world,” Entacia told her, her words carrying conviction in their sweetness.



Entacia’s words made Viada warm in the cheeks, and sighed gently, relaxing further across the amazon’s lap. Some servants swept in to set about cleaning the table, and Viada peered outside at the beauty of the sky. “Let us step outside for a moment, before this sweet air makes me say something foolish,” Viada said softly. At once, she felt herself being hoisted up, and giggled sharply as Entacia easily took her in her arms, and carried her bridal-style out into the open air. “What a champion you are,” she laughed playfully. When set gently down, the noblewoman closed the door behind them, and then strode out to the finely engraved railing, breathing in deeply of the rainforest’s aroma as the cool breeze of evening carried it and appeased her sweltering skin.



“Your view here is unmatched among all other palaces,” Entacia said, standing a ways behind Viada as the noblewoman relaxed at the ledge. “Only from the high hills might I admire more of this forest.”



“Perhaps one day you will show me, if I can manage such an ascent,” Viada said with a laugh. “There is vitality in me yet, despite such long indulgence in all luxury.” She closed her eyes and let the evening sun wash over her pale features, breathing peacefully. The noblewoman’s thoughts remained awash with a sweetness that she could not quite obscure upon her features, owed not merely to the incense and delicate aromas of her feast, but an indomitable craving yet unsatisfied. Always she had been bold with her tongue, and yet, how could she speak of the forboden curiosity within? All material things failed to abate the most carnal want she held, and she imagined she might utter something foolish still.



“It would be my pleasure to guide you to all the beauty of this land. Your legs may falter, but mine could handle us both,” Entacia assured her with a smug air, well-pleased to display her strength to the noblewoman who seemed so taken by her. She stepped up slowly behind her, a curiosity of her own retained behind her gaze. Resting either of her hands on the stone ledge, and leaned forward and beheld the view over Viada’s head.



The looming presence of the towering amazon made Viada flush in her freckled features, such that she dare not turn her gaze back, lest her sweltering need be perceived. Entacia’s strong thighs rested gently against the noblewoman’s rear, and she leaned back into their supporting presence, entrusting the amazon to support her. “I would not make you haul me around like a princess. Although it is a pleasing reassurance to know you might,” she said with a small laugh.



Entacia affectionately reached around Viada to hold her about the stomach with one muscular arm, as though the noblewoman might tumble off the railing if unsecured. The affection was received eagerly, and Viada leaned back, resting her bare shoulders against Entacia’s tightly formed abs. She could feel the armor of the amazon’s breastplate touching either side of the top of her head, and her crown rested just between and below them. Entacia peered down at Viada with a warmth, noting how her every act of closeness was received. In permitting the gentle advance, the noble confessed the desires she had yet to find courage to vocalize, for without amorosity, the breach in class would have been sternly reprimandable. Entacia was smug and well pleased in her manner, awaiting the gentle confession that was sure to come. She wondered with pitying compassion how long the widow had been unfilled, despite the abundance of what she owned.



“Your little wife must enjoy being hoisted around like so,” Viada mused softly. “Even without the fortunes of the earth, you’d make her feel so safe and at ease. Even in the most untamed of places,” she said.



Entacia peered down at Viada’s head, feeling her cascading wavy hair against her chest. She gathered it up in her hands, running her fingers through its warmth gently and clearing the locks back from Viada’s shoulders. Then the amazon rested her hands on them, and kept Viada near to her form, sharing in warmth as the evening gradually cooled.



“I’d like to think she is satisfied,” Entacia said with a playful note. “For her part, she wants many of these delightful things that you have,” the amazon observed.



“I suppose none can have it all,” Viada said with a soft giggle. “But she has something rather extraordinary in you.” Viada felt a bold inquiry rising in her throat, and it came forth on its own accord. “I admit I am left curious of what you said. For your two daughters are yours and hers?” she inquired.



Entacia chuckled deeply, her thumb rubbing gently over the pale freckled skin of Viada’s shoulder. “That is so. Our line is unlike the people of this empire; I have only sisters, daughters, and aunts, and a long line of mothers” she said, gesturing out over the rainforest as if to suggest an expansive ancestry, all female.



“And… could I be as bold as to wonder how that is so?” Viada inquired, though she knew the answer well already.



Entacia was quiet for the moment, herself reserved, not for a lack of certainty about Viada’s desire, but for wonder if the noblewoman herself knew what she was getting into. “Perhaps it is simpler that I show you,” she suggested with an allure, stepping slightly back from Viada and releasing her.



The noblewoman spun about, still flush in the features, and reclined her rear against the railing, looking searchingly at Entacia’s intent eyes. The towering woman bashfully knit her fingers near her waist, her grin expressing some amount of excitement. “Yes I… think I’d quite like to know,” Viada told her, knowing that the veil of her words was seen through, and that the statement was a request for more than mere explanation, but experience.



Hooking a finger under the crimson silk of her loincloth, Entacia moved the fabric from her groin, revealing the red lace panties she wore, and the massive bulging presence contained within them. Tight as they were, Viada could easily behold the shape of Entacia’s enormous flaccid cock, and the presence of two heavy balls beneath it. It was not far below her line of sight, and as she gazed with some amount of awe, she observed the presence move some within it’s silky confines, appearing to engorge further for her appraisal.



“How very extraordinary,” Viada breathed, clearing her throat as she lifted her gaze away from there, peering up along Entacia’s muscular form until she reached the expectant downturned gaze of the amazon. “I imagine such is as impressive as the rest of you,” she said, touching her lip with a finger as she stood up from the ledge and paced a step nearer.



“You need not only imagine,” Entacia told her invitingly, posing for the other’s open appreciation. She held her shoulders high and allowed the close presence of her powerful form to loom high over Viada as the noblewoman moved that bit closer, her shadow cast against Entacia’s body.



“You tempt me with such an offer. Indeed, how can I allow you to depart without satisfying my curiosity?” Viada said, bashful in her overt desire, and unable to obscure the hunger in her eyes. She reached out and rested her small palm gently against the underside of that bulge, feeling the tightly stretched fabric beneath her touch, and the heavy weight and warmth of the yet unseen package she cradled. As she fondled the amazon, judging the abundance of her offering with a touch, Entacia was further awoken, and the shape of her cock began to pull the fabric of her panties up from her groin, extending toward Viada with a tension and strain. “Why, I had better bring you to light, before you tear your clothes,” Viada giggled at her sweetly.



She curled her fingers around the belt of Entacia’s panties, and enticingly pulled them down, as though unwrapping a gift for herself with mirth. The wide, dark length was revealed starting at the base, and as each inch was pulled into view, Viada’s desire welled up to an indomitable lust. Even when the panties were tugged firmly away from Entacia’s wide hips, the cock bent up with its head yet unexposed, such that Viada needed reach within to tug that length of craved flesh out of its place. Her small pale hand wrapped only partly around the wide circumference of Entacia’s girth, and she gnawed her lip, staring up at the towering amazon as she hoisted the cock free.



“You need not look to me for permission. Treat yourself, my lady,” Entacia told her, combing her fingers through Viada’s hair. Her cock flopped out between them, semi-flaccid yet and already immense enough to stuff Viada as she had never been. The softness of it was delightful to squeeze in hand, and yet as the noblewoman began to gently stroke her, the amazon grew harder still, each beat of her heart further swelling that enormous feminine cock.



“Ought I?” Viada wondered aloud under her breath. She found herself to be salivating over the sight of the amazon’s length, which brought an aroma to suggest its delicious character. Unblemished and clean shaven, Entacia’s cock was soon at its fullest size, over a foot and a half before Viada’s gaze, and throbbed as it grew harder still. The weight of it was a challenge to manage, and the bulbous cockhead approached Viada’s face as the length was held aloft, the short distance between them small as it could be without Entacia’s cock pushing into the noblewoman. Entranced, she drew near to it with her lips, letting the warmth of her breath flow over the swollen cock’s face. Finally it ceased its growth, and bounced happily in Viada’s hands, seeming so unmanageably massive. “I suppose I could permit myself a little taste,” she said with a lustful grin.



Parting her dark lips widely, Viada opened her mouth before the cockhead, letting her tongue loll out. She could think no more of proper reservation, faced with the immense of such satisfaction, nor did she fear a lack of gentleness from the powerful warrioress. Rather, her thoughts swarmed with aroused anticipation of how those powerful hips might work the inordinately massive cock into her depths, putting her body at last to use. There was nothing she more urgently needed, and soon, she brought the cockhead down upon her lips, and groaned with pleasure to find the taste better than she could have imagined. Her tongue lolled along the head’s underside, and she gently stroked the towering amazon’s length with both hands, peering up at Entacia’s eyes to behold the calm and pleasured expression there. Insatiable, the noblewoman was already imagining the total bliss that would come, and the undoubtably abundant offering of the amazon’s sweet release yet withheld. One hand departed from the cock to fondle the bare skin of Entacia’s balls, each of them as massive as an orange, and heavy with an potent gift unseen.



“I see that my lady is pleased,” Entacia said. “And I hope that your abilities match your desire, for you seem such a fragile and elegant thing,” the amazon mused, a note of concern in her words as she observed how her enormous cock dwarfed Viada’s hands and lips.



Viada slurped at the cock’s face, finding a small hint of sweetness already flowing from its tip, which she greedily drank down. For a moment, she opened as wide as able, and struggled to no avail to bring that wide and round cockhead past her lips. Failing that, she let it pop free from her mouth, and aimed the shaft upward, dragging her tongue gently along the extensive length from Entacia’s heavy balls to the tip of her cock. She pressed in against the underside of the amazon’s length and massaged her channel with her tongue, and by the time her lick reached its peak, a new flow of early release burst from Entacia’s urethra, flowing out into Viada’s eager mouth. She groaned with unrestrained delight at the taste, finding even this small spurt to coat her tongue pleasurably as she worked it around. Swallowing with a moan of pleasure, she directed her gaze once more at Entacia, needful and urgant such that her look seemed a plea in itself. “Won’t you help a lonely woman feel full of life once more?” she inquired in an enamored regal tone, before laughing heartily from the chest.



“It would be my pleasure,” Entacia assured her. She reached down and took gentle hold of Viada about the head, securing it between her palms and lacing her fingers around the noblewoman’s scalp. Viada’s eyes widened as she was guided down to the cockhead once more, and she opened her mouth widely to receive it, unacknowledging of any limitation she may have had. A firm and steady force was applied as Entacia’s biceps flexed, and her powerful hips were gradually forced forward. Viada could feel the swollen cockhead compressing as it was packed past her lips, until it finally burst past that barrier, and at once filled her mouth entirely.



Viada’s lashes fluttered and she groaned, the sound of her pleasure vibrating through Entacia’scock. The noblewoman could do little more with her tongue but wiggle it about along the underside of the amazon’s length, tasting the drenched cockhead with unending lust. She drew in breath through her nose, and despite the already massive amount of cock filling her mouth, pushed in, aiding Entacia as she gradually moved her hips forward and stuffed her length deeper. In by inch she advanced, until the leaking end of her penis pressed snugly to the back of Viada’s throat.



Entacia was appeased by the wet warmth of the noblewoman’s mouth and throat, and how Viada tried to work her tongue for her pleasure despite how it was pinned to the bottom of her mouth. The amazon bounced her hips forward and backward, passing in and out of what length of Viada’s throat she could advance upon. When the towering envoy’s cock pressed against the back of the noblewoman’s throat, it bent tensely, trying to find a way to advance. Entacia’s firmness made it near impossible, but she admired Viada’s effort. For her part the noblewoman seemed absolutely determined to swallow that heavy delicious cock into the very depths of her throat, or even sheath it entirely, long though it was.



Stooping to her knees, Viada found a better angle, and worked her lips up the length of Entacia’s cock, pushing from below as the amazon drove her hips down to meet her. The pressure against the back of her throat made Viada gag, but each time that massive cock pressed against her within, a new drizzle of precum was squeezed forth to slicken her throat. Viada’s mouth was slick with the stuff, and she could only imagine the volume of Entacia’st true release. “You’re doing well,” Entacia praised her with a groaning chuckle. “But let me help further,” she offered. At once, the amazon swung around Viada, rotating her cock within the noblewoman’s throat until Entacia stood behind her. She guided Viada back with a hand settled on either side of her head, positioning her where she might swallow the entire length of the massive futa’ cock. Viada’s hair cascaded over Entacia’s muscular thighs as the amazon began to drive her hips forth into the noblewoman’s throat once more. She advanced until the entirety of her foot-and-a-half girlcock was sheathed by Viada’s throat, relishing in the sensation of that tight warmth treating her every inch. Her bulbous cockhead reached nearly to Viada’s stomach, and the wide girth of her shaft stretched Viada’s throat enough for it to bulge extensively.



Moaning with a deep pleasure that reverberated up through Entacia’s groin, Viada relaxed herself to the supporting grip of the amazon, and also relaxed her throat. Entacia began to hasten her pace, smoothly passing the vast length of her cock in and out of the noble-woman’s throat, the angle allowing for her to drive herself forcefully down through half of Viada’s body with every pass. Immersing herself in the pleasure, Viada could only experience the delight of being used like a living sex toy, and anticipate the immeasurable gift that would soon be awarded to her. She reached up with clumsy hands to catch the upper hem of her dress, and pulled it down, exposing her massive pale tits that now bounced and flopped gleefully each time the base of Entacia’s cock met Viada’s lips. The amazon’s weighty balls began to slap heavily against Viada’s inverted features, carrying quite a bit of inertia.



Roaring gruffly, Entacia began to work Viada’s throat with a powerful lack of restrain, sensing that the noblewoman could manage even the most thorough fucking from her absolute unit of a cock. Even as her thrusts grew rapid and her cock repeatedly stretched out a path into Viada’s core, her moans only grew more vivacious, and her desire ever more urgent. It had seemed almost too much to hope for, that Viada should be up to this task, and yet finding her so resilient and able, Entacia was overjoyed. She would be looking forward to her future visits - a sentiment undoubtedly shared by the Lady. Her large and powerful hands wrapped gently around Viada’s throat, feeling it enlarge each time the widest part of her cock was moved into Viada’s depths. Holding her tightly there, Entacia drove herself back and forth with the utmost rapid pace, bringing herself swiftly toward release.



Precum and spittle flowed down from Viada’s lips, drenching her face as Entacia’s wetted balls continued to slap her. She slipped into a trancelike state of total bliss, experiencing every sensation as perfect pleasure as she relaxed to the terrific fucking she was recieving, and bid that Entacia use her to her fullest capacity. When the powerful urge to cum finally swelled up within the amazon, she thrust herself entirely within Viada, fitting the noblewoman’s lips to her groin and squeezing her tightly about the throat, so that when the first bursts of cum surged forth from her cock within it, she could feel each pulse of the flow. Entacia howled pleasurable, uncaring of if the Lady’s servants may hear, and sent forth rope after rope of a thick and hot cream into the very depths of Viada’s stomach. The quantity of her release was immense, and her stiff cock throbbed at it’s most swollen and tense, every shudder felt through Viada’s whole body. The weight of that excess of cum filled her stomach and satisfied her with a hot and filling presence, and yet more flowed forth, rising in her throat and filling her mouth as Entacia drew her massive cock back. Now able to taste her, Viada moaned with eyes rolling down into her forehead. The sweetness of Viada’s fertile cream surpassed any meal the noblewoman had consumed, and came in extraordinary abundance, affording her at last the inner sense of being truly filled.



Taking one of Viada’s massive breasts under her palm, Entacia firmly rubbed against it, appeasing herself with the hot and smooth mound of softness as the last few spurts of her release found their place in Viada’s mouth. When the amazon finally pulled her cock free, a flow of cum washed out from Viada’s lips, causing her to gag and sputter and sit upright in a mess. Entacia could not help but chortle at her, and offered her loincloth for Viada’s face, which the noblewoman used to clean herself. Once her eyes were wiped of that sticky white gift, she directed her gaze up at the amazon, leaning gently against her legs from her place on her knees. She peered up past that drenched cock and Entacia’s glistening abs to direct a grin of ecstatic stupor up at Entacia’s features.



Entacia laughed warmly, and stooped down, taking Viada up in her arms and helping the noble woman to her feet. She pulled the strap of her dress up to hide away those heavy breasts, and used one large finger to wipe up some cum from Viada’s face. She held the coated finger before the noblewoman’s lips, letting her clean it and have a further taste of that excellent substance as the bulk of it settled down in her stomach.



“I can not speak how much that was needed, nor the lasting pleasure you have planted in my heart,” Viada said, groaning mirthfully as she swayed gently in Viada’s arms.



“To serve you was not my duty, but I would do so to the ends of the earth. You have been good to me, and to those that keep after the wilds,” Entacia said softly. “Come, let us find a servant to clean you up. I will be in no great rush to depart on the morrow,” Entacia said, winking down at her affectionately. The noblewoman was awash with pleasure, and yet still could imagine even more delights they might share in. After bidding a goodnight to the towering amazon, she laid in her fine silken bed, let her thought race until at last she slipped into a sweetened realm of dreams.
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Sparks erupted from the bonfire as another massive armful of wood was thrown down. She who was tending that blaze seemed to be a giant, as she towered over the tallest head of the traveling party’s soldiery. Johaida stretched her muscular arms overhead, displaying her strong firelit form to those who reclined nearby, particular that ginger ranger who seemed so attentive to her.



Unlike the towering warriorress, who’s height was an inordinate eight and a half feet tall, Meri was lithe and built for agility. She could fire her bow well even while on the move, and was fleet of foot in those dense and hilly woods.



“You’ve carried your weight three times over in wood,” Meri called out to Johaida. “Bounteous as that be,” the ranger teased her amiably.



Johaida had expected her voice, for in the engagements of the travel those last few days, they had come to appreciate one another’s company. More than once Meri had lured the enemy before Johaida, and made her escape through the power of that shieldwall of a woman.


“Were that I got paid for wood,” Johaida said, rolling her shoulders as she heaved a sigh and strode heavily over toward the much smaller woman. She stiffly lowered herself onto a seat on the log.



“You’ve taken your share in wounds, too,” Meri remarked, observing in the dim the other’s fresh bandages. The barbarian of a woman had all too often thrown herself before Meri or another of their party, incurring a cut or blow that might have killed one less formidable.



“These scratches bother me not,” Johaida remarked with a scoff, unwilling to be seen as weakened. But she warmed her tone as she cast her gaze down at Meri. “My back aches worse from this hard ground,” she remarked, reaching behind herself overhead to palm at one muscular shoulder.



“Aye, and much chillier here than it was before the crossing,” Meri said, pulling her cloak around herself.



As they sat beside each other, the ranger’s head came up only to Johaida’s breast, and was small before the powerful build of her. Johaida raised her heavy arm and gently wrapped it around Meri, who flushed warmly in the firelight as the warrioress showed her this unusual physical affection. As easily as if she was a doll, Johaida pulled Meri gently against her side, and embraced her snugly with her bicep girthy forearm. “The cold bothers me none. But you know that I am from northern lands,” Johaida said, her tall form providing a warm and supported place for Meri to lean herself against. Although the barbarian was very muscular, she had a softness to her body and hip, and we especially well endowed the chest.



“You keep me safe, and now, also warm?” Meri inquired at her sweetly, as though the warrioress was spoiling her with such treatment. She did indeed seem more than content to snuggle herself up against the larger woman’s muscular side, and lay her face against Johaida beneath the shoulder.



“You’ve so little meat on your bones,” Johaida chortled at her with a low and mirthful note. “Indeed I worry you may freeze as we carry on.”



“Says you, in a lick of leather. I’ll merely need to bundle up,” Meri protested with a giggle, gesturing at the other’s largely bare form.



They chatted together sweetly as the fire burned up bright and hot, and eventually, came to simmer down and play gently over crimson coals. Johaida took her hand off of Meri and rolled her shoulders once more, seeming tense, and uttering a grunt from deep in her throat.



Meri peered up at her curiously, twirling some of her fire warmed hair between her fingers, as she had been amorously content in the arms of her giantess of a companion. “You’re uncomfy?” Meri inquired, and soon rose up from her seat on the log, stepping over it and behind them to examine Johaida’s back. The shoulder that pained her was left bare of a pauldron, the muscle there was dense.



“I await the ache to pass, but my stretching does little for it,” Johaida said, leaning forward as she propped herself up with a hand on her thigh. “See what you can do about it, then,” the barbarian remarked as Meri positioned herself at her back.



“I’m no healer, but maybe this will sooth some. Just tell me if it pains you!” Meri settled her fingertips gently against Johaida’s shoulder. The ranger’s hands were so small before that broad back, that she wondered if she could even manage the pressure for a proper massage.



“You know, Meri, it is you, rather than I, who has impressed this trip,” Johaida said appreciatively. The soft warmth of Meri’s gentle hands against her firm and muscular shoulder caused the warrioress to relax, and release some of the hidden tension held from the last fight. “So very brave and crafty,” she hummed softly as the ranger began to work her palms around the tense muscle of the shoulder. “I think that we were wrong to underestimate you.”



Meri smirked widely at the praise, for the feats of the warrioress were so glorious that any compliment from her was held in the highest esteem. “I’m eager to impress! I figure I’ll by grizzened with experience by the time we get back.” She set her hand against Johaida’s neck and stroked down along her upper trapezius, pressing against the thick muscle until her hand reached the round presence of her bulging shoulder. Meri could not help but admire Johaida’s bicep, as the thickness of her arm was like a log.



Johaida softly groaned out her appreciation for the work, and soon the ranger had an estimation of where the larger woman’s soreness lay. She gradually increased her pressure, working the tips of her fingers in small circles down the large surface of Johaida’s back. Then she pushed up with her palm on either side of her spine, stroking the long length of her back from about the middle up until it met the neck. It would have been quite an effort to treat the other to an entire back massage, and yet she found herself quiet enjoying the sensation of Johaida’s warm and dense flesh beneath her hands. She returned her attention to the shoulder, using her thumb to strong long parallel paths over the wide plate of muscle there.



Johaida lifted her arm some to assist, and the ranger rubbed her bicep some as well. She let the ranger explore some, for all of her could stand to be loosened by the rub, and she had the sense that Meri was pleased to treat her in such a way. Eventually she gently beckoned for the ranger to come back to her side, heaving a contented sigh so that she might know her work was approved of.



“You’ve a lot of marks back there,” Meri said, slumping against Johaida’s form snugly, and looking up toward the comparative giantess with an attentive and affectionate gaze.



“More than you can see by this light.” Around the camp, most had gone off to the bed mats, and a hush came over the smouldering fire pit. Johaida lifted her hand and gently set it upon Meri’s head, fitting much of the ranger’s scalp within her palm as her fingers curled down to gently stroke the redhead’s cheek. The warmth of the fire was in her hair and pleasant to the touch, and she was so soft and endearing that Johaida couldn’t help but pet her.



“I suppose they tell a story about you. That you’re a survivor,” Meri said warmly. She trembled as a cool breeze swept past them, the woodland chill arriving swiftly with the night.



Johaida smiled at her, and turned to reach out with both of her strong arms, and gently took hold of the ranger about the waist. She pulled her up and set her down into her lap, embracing her snugly about the stomach with one arm while the other extended before them to catch the firelight. All along it were white marks from where cuts and gashes had once been afflicted. “The lessons of battle should not be forgotten. I am grateful for every reminder,” she said. As Meri admired her arm she flexed for her, showing off the incredible strength of her body.



Meri relaxed back into the warmth and security of Johaida’s embrace, laying herself easily in her lap as her rear settled between the warrioress’ massive and muscular thighs, and her body laid back against her abs and the huge breasts she kept secured in a sparse leather halter. Johaida adjusted herself slightly, seeming bashful to take the ranger into such a close embrace, but as she wrapped her arms around Meri’s small and soft form, it was entirely comfortable to hold her, and they both delighted in one another’s warmth.



Although the ranger confessed it not, she had glimpsed once as the caravan soldiery washed in the river, that Johaida differently made about the loin, and adorned with a formidable piece of equipment. Her blushing features obscured from the warrioress, she nestled into her lap with small flirtatious movements of her hip, and soon felt the presence of Johaida through her loincloth.



The tall warrioress huffed a soft breath, barely audible, and gave Meri a curious look as she seemed to sense the intentions of the ranger. To be this close with her was a sweet thing, but in that moment anticipated that Meri might excite her further, and so be greeted quite boldly by that sleeping beast between her thighs. She knew the ranger must have felt her, then, as Meri lay her head back against Johaida’s breast and closed her eyes, smiling warmly as her hips gently moved in the warrioress’ large lap. Since she did not react abruptly, Johaida could only assume she knew the shape of her already. It was hardly surprising, for how close company they had kept these last weeks.



There was no point in letting the sweet little ginger woman tease her there, and she hoisted her up once more, and turned her to sit over her strong thighs, rather than slip so intimately into her lap.



“We should get rest,” Johaida suggested softly, meeting eyes with the ranger as a great tenderness was shared between them, and an understanding of the intimate feelings each harbored now unveiled. “We will share stories on the trail tomorrow.”



“I admit I am not much looking forward to another night on the cold ground,” Meri said, casting her gaze over to where she had laid her bed mat. By morning there would be frost on the soil, undoubtedly.



“Have you enough blankets? I sleep in a sack, with wool sewn between two large sheets,” she said, chortling softly. She put her arm under Meri’s legs and hoisted the ranger up, carrying her high as she rose to her full stature of over eight feet. She carried her over to where their bedding was.



Meri bid a sweet goodnight to her, with thoughts somewhat aflutter as things seemed so warm between them, and she wondered and anticipated what the future would hold. She was left at her bed mat and bundled up snugly in the blankets she had, but the chill and ceaseless thoughts of Johaida kept her awake. Restless, she thought of the warrioress embracing her, carrying her off, and enjoying her in all the ways her heart lusted after. She wanted to explore the powerful towering build of her barbarian crush, and treat every inch of her with affection from her hands and lips.



Only a few yards from her, Johaida’s heavy form shifted where she laid, as the large warrioress made herself comfortable, and was evidently not yet asleep. Meri could see her pale form splayed out in the moonlight, and as she imagined herself laying in that perfect space beside her, she mustered her courage, and rose up with her blankets to go over to the resting giantess.



“Are you awake?” she whispered soft, having stepped quietly near to the large sleeping back.



A small smile curled over Johaida’s features, as she seemed amused to hear the sweet and small voice of the ranger coming from the darkness, like the whisper of the onset of a dream. “I am.” She turned her head up and lazily opened her eyes at the ranger. From the snug warmth of her bed mat, she believed that the lithe ginger woman was shivering quite violently. “What’s the matter? Need me to go with you for a piss?” the warrioress asked teasingly.



“N-no,” Meri huffed, embarrassed. The confident manner of her huge companion derailed her plan of approach, and she was suddenly bashful. “I was just wondering if I could lay here near you,” she said.



Johaida pitied the freezing little thing, and patted beside herself at once, welcoming her. A thick fur lined the ground, and the warrioress lay on it in a woolen bag as she had described. As Meri settled down beside her and bundled herself up once more in her blanket, she could feel the strong warmth coming from Johaida’s body and bedding. She played up her shivering some, trembling against Johaida’s form through the material, so that the warrioress might take her in close to herself, or at least not tease her for nestling near.



“Right, come on you,” Johaida said at once, as though playfully exasperated. Meri’s play for pity had more than the expected effect, and she was grabbed and hoisted out from amidst her blanket before being gently tugged down into Johaida’s sleeping back.



Unwilling to see her precious companion uncomfortable, Johaida wrapped her in her arms, and snugly embraced her with only her face allowed to peek out from the sleeping bag. Meri’s head was gently sandwiched between Johaida’s breasts, and she was encompassed with the most blissful warmth, as all the chill was drained from her after just a few moments.



“I confess I am not much sleepy, although, with such comfort as this, I would be out soon,” Meri said softly.



“Have you truly been shivering yourself to sleep all these evenings? I have not thought as much for your warmth as I ought to have,” Johaida said softly, petting the ranger’s head with her hand as she drew her in snugly against her strong for.



“It has been bearable enough, until now. I admit I could not help but think of the warmth of you, as I lay,” Meri unseen flush was bright upon her features. “You treat me like a princess, even on the rough trail. And never do I feel safer than with you,” she said, her voice dripping with amorous sincerity, as she continued to lay bare the desires which had been long kindled between them.



Johaida leaned down and gently planted a kiss against Meri’s head, her large lips settling against her so tenderly, that the expression made Meri’s heart sing with desire. She had not known such gentle and affectionate action could come from Johaida before that night, for never was the soft side of her revealed. “Then you should rest well, knowing that I will keep you warm and safe through the night,” Johaida assured her, whispering into Meri’s ear as the warmth of her breath washed over her face. One of her large hands splayed over Johaida’s stomach, feeling her through the gown she laid in, the span from her finger to hre thumb covering most of the smaller woman’s belly.



“I wonder, if you would keep awake a little longer, if I might treat you to something… so as if to say thanks for watching my back along this most dangerous untaking,” Meri said, her voice sweet but somewhat formal as she danced around her proposition. Gently, she moved her legs down against Johaida’s body, and felt the soft and hot presence of her flaccid length, nestling it between her soft calves with a swift and purposefully motion.



Surprised, Johaida huffed, and gently squeezed Meri against herself, her palm running up over the ranger’s stomach and her breast. “Oh Meri… my service is not worth such a gift as you,” Johaida said. “Nor could I ever make such a price,” she said with a soft chortle, which became more like a groan as the smaller woman persisted, and gently worked her cock up between her thighs, sliding further into the bag as she seemed attracted to that stirring presence.



“Perhaps then I must confess it is my selfish desire to treat you, and let you sleep with great satisfaction… Johaida, is it too bold? I profess that all my thoughts are of you and my want for you.” Meri breathed heavily, her soft moans heard only by Johaida as she brought the swelling length up against her crotch, holding it snugly between the softness and plumpest part of her thighs.



“I had not known,” Johaida breathed softly, all tension departing from her. Though the pleasure was surprising, she felt a great need emerging from within her, as she realized that she had been long craving the softness of Meri’s body, and the release that would come from enjoying her. “So eagerly you come, as though you would not wait for the morning to give yourself to me,” Johaida said to her playfully.



“I had no plans such as this, but now that I am here so near to you, I can hardly help myself. My goodness, you are so very big… we would wake the camp if you filled me how I long for it, now,” Meri said, the arousal and desire dripping from her words as she gently thrusted her body forward and backward, using her tender thighs to jerk off Johaida’s growing cock, which soon throbbed to massive proportions between the redhead’s legs.



“The trail is long ahead yet,” Johaida said, cupping Meri’s breast easily in her hand as she helped the ranger to move against her. “What remains of our travels will be ripe with pleasure, I expect.”



“I can not say how much it would please me to be there for you all along the way, whenever you need my gentle attention. You are worthy of all that I can do for your bliss,” Meri said.



The loving words made Johaida’s heart swell, as she knew the ranger was more than simply craving the perks of her inordinate body, but was in fact captivated and impassioned by her. On so many difficult journeys and quests, there had been no sign of the softness and acceptance that Meri now displayed. She knew that from then on, the two of them would be more than merely an effective team.



“Then you’ll be mine, little bow-lady. More than protect you, I’ll cherish you. More than keep you warm, I’ll feed the fire in you,” Johaida told her. She felt herself become fully erect as Meri continued her motions. “My need for you is immense… shall I make you wash my bedding tomorrow? In a moment, I’ll have made a mess,” she warned the woman teasing her cock, chuckling softly from deep in her throat.



“Don’t worry about that,” Meri said, smirking to herself beneath the covering. She turned herself and slid down Johaida’s muscular body, pressing her face against the warrioress’ abs. She felt that massive length pressing against her chest in the dark, pinning her against the fabric of the sleeping bag as she was brought in so near to Johaida’s form. The warmth was beyond cozy and the aroma from Johaida was a sultry delight, leaving Meri feeling absolutely hungry for her. The ranger’s arms wrapped around Johaida’s massive and strong hips, and to bring herself in near, she nestled under that massive throbbing length, and pressed her face in tightly between it and the heavy, soft sack beneath.



Johaida stifled her groan, as though she had merely adjusted in her sleep and felt an ache, but in truth she was sweltering from the presence of the ranger’s little doting face smothered up amidst her junk. She could feel the sweet little kisses the smaller woman put on her there, and the texture of her silky hair against the underside of her cock. The ranger gathered up Johaida’s hefty balls and pressed her lips to it, opening them wide to suckle against the smooth surface of Johaida’s balls. The barbarian woman’s cock was gigantic and smooth to the touch, much more tender than the rest of her battlescarred form, and the taste of her was delicious to Meri’s tongue.



As Meri dragged her face up along the underside of that engorged shaft, and put her gentle kisses along the swollen channel of the cocks base, she felt the first spurt of precum drizzled down onto her nose. She swiftly brought her lips up to the head of that leaking mammoth, and at once wrapped her mouth around it, and suckled at those first drops of release. The taste of Johaida’s girlcum made Meri almost animalistic with lust, and she worked her tongue into the giantess’ urethra, insatiable for that extra taste of her. The futa barbarian moaned as quietly as she could manage and wrapped Meri’s boldly snugly between her muscular thighs.



The ranger wrapped Johaida’s cock between her hands, managing just barely to encompass it between the tips of her fingers and thumbs. She slowly worked her hands back along that massive length until they pressed in tight against Johaida’s groin, and she felt the full power of the barbarian’s throbbing cock twitch up toward her. She groaned as she stretched her lips wide and pressed in against the massive length, working its squeezable mass as she attempted to coerce the bulbous head past her lips. She brought her hands back toward herself, squeezing tightly as though to drag Johaida’s cock further into her mouth. Though she did not yet manage it, her reward came in another massive pulse of precum, coaxed out from deep within Johaida’s channel as the smaller woman wrung-out her length.



Johaida’s hand moved outside of the sleeping back, feeling down to where the head of the ranger could be seen to create a rather suspicious bulge. She laid her wide palm over the ranger’s head through the fabric, and gently pressed against her, smoothing over the conspicuous lump by forcing Meri’s lips gradually over her cock. She could hear the ranger moaning out with pleasure and strain as the flared cockhead finally popped past Meri lips, and filled her mouth with its delicious and warm presence.



Meri’s eyes rolled back as she indulged in complete immersion with the bliss, feeling that hot throbbing length pulsate within her with each beat of Johaida’s heart. She relaxed her throat and pressed in snugly against the barbarian, tugging her hips forward so as to encourage the other to thrust forth, and brace her head with her hands. The brave ranger was prepared to take all that Johaida could give, and eagerly swallowed more of her length, bringing it to the back of her throat and then deeper still.



Johaida could not help be impressed by her new lover, seeing how her passion drove her to have no regard for consequence, and she seemed unabashedly consumed to the pleasure of her task. It was a sweet release to enjoy her after the tension between them, and the warrior relaxed comfortably on her side, enjoying the sensation of Meri’s lips and throat warming her length. The sensation was making her swollen and stiff, and the rush of pleasure was like the early onset of orgasm, so that Johaida had to cool her thoughts so as to not give Meri her fill too early, when the ranger was so enjoying herself.



Openly delighting in her task, Meri moaned out with pride as that huge slick cock was taken in a few inches deeper. She withdrew only to breathe before rushing forward again, and swallowing Johaida’s girlcock entirely, so that the whole length was sleeved by the hot warmth of her throat, and Meri could feel Johaida’s every throb in the depths of her chest.



Johaida’s hands slipped down into her sleeping back, and fell to her hip for the head of the ranger. She held her with both of her strong palms, and gently bounced the small woman’s head against her pelvis, working that cock through every inch of her mouth and throat as it was moved in small thrusts back and forth. The intensity of the sensation was immense, and Johaida swabbed the moaning rangers throat until she felt on the verge of bursting, and then slowed the thrusting just enough to recover. She worked her cock in the depths of the ranger’s throat until Meri seemed to moan for need of air, and only then withdrew from her, allowing a moment’s recovery.



Meri gasped and breathed heavily, her tongue lolling out over the head of Johaida’s drenched cock as she slurped up her own spittle and the precum that now oozed generously forth. She knew that Johaida had held in the true helping of her gift yet, and that this generous morsel was only a hint of what was to come. She drank down Johaida’s sweetness eagerly, longing again for the warmth to fill her as soon as her breath had come.



“You ready?” Johaida asked softly, knowing that it would not be long before she gave in to that bliss and pumped herself empty into Meri. She longed then to thrust deeply into her, and work that capable throat with full vigor, despite the successful efforts the smaller woman had made on her own regard.



“Mhm~” Meri groaned out eagerly, and at once, Johaida reached down and took hold of her leg, and tugged the range up, inverting her. She raised herself up on her knees, holding Meri’s leg beneath her chest as her wide hips were suspended over Meri’s head in the sleeping back. In the dim, Meri felt the hot head of Johaida’s cock hanging down against her face, drooling its sweetness onto her lips as the warrioress positioned herself to thrust down into her. Meri laid flat on her back, opening her lips wide to receive that throbbing length invertedly. From this angle, Johaida would be able to thrust down and forward and move her entire length deeply into the ranger’s waiting throat and stomach. Meri opened her mouth widely to receive her, and Johaida relaxed her weight, gradually letting her massive and heavy hips collapse onto Meri’s face, driving her enormous cock easily down into the ranger’s throat.



Johaida took care not to hurt Meri or rest too much weight on the small and lithe form of the scout, but held her snugly beneath her warm and muscular body, and humped herself against the ranger’s head, working that shaft firmly in the depths of her human fucksleeve. She gradually increased the speed and distance of her thrusting, her powerful thighs moving her hips fast and hard above Meri’s swallowing maw. The barbarian could feel the bulge of her own cock pressing against her stomach from Meri’s belly, and reached down to wrap one of her massive and strong hands around the ranger’s throat, feeling it stretch out to encompass her incredible girth. She was pleased to see that the ranger could take her without incurring harm, which had seemed so unfeasible for regularly sized women before. Meri moaned out in a trance of total bliss, delighting in her role as fuck-toy for the powerful and dominant barbarian.



It did not take long for that mounting pleasure to surge to overwhelming degrees, and Johaida felt her entire body convulse as orgasmic bliss caused her every muscle to tense and tremble, and her cock throbbed vivacious energy, releasing a torrent of thick cum into the depths of the ranger. She flopped down against Meri’s face as her cock was driven entirely in, and she continued to empty her balls with powerful surges of flowing girlcum expelled into Meri with each passing moment.



Slowly, Johaida hoisted her hips up, and dragged her massive soaked cock out of the depths of Meri’s throat, popping the head out past her lips as it began to soften. Meri groaned out with pleasure, absolutely dazed and stuffed to the point of a lazy stupor as the cum filled her stomach so satisfyingly. Johaida had to haul her back up to lay parallel with her, for the ranger seemed disinclined to move, evidently content to lay beneath the barbarians sweltering cock and balls for the entire night. Instead, Johaida brought Meri into a snug embrace, and cleaned the ranger’s disheveled features with her lips, kissing her tenderly. “It seems you and I are an even better team than we thought,” Johaida said to her affectionately, chortling a soft and playful note. “The rest of this journey will be beyond fun,” she mused.



Meri snuggled up warmly between the warrioress’ breasts, now falling swiftly into a deep sleep, as she was well fed and warm and satisfied as she had never been since the journey began.
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Stirred from the depths of a warm and blissful sleep, Meri awoke to the sound of a cacophony of bird calls. It seemed that all at once with those first licks of sun every creature of that cold wood sprung forth to their tasks. The ranger felt herself in the snug warmth of Johaida’s embrace, her body wrapped up by the powerful biceps of the warrioress, who held Meri to her chest within the sleeping bag they had shared. She dared not stir, lest the slightest move invite a rush of chilling air, and end the cozy moment all too soon.



A dusting of frost was laid upon the ground, leaving Meri quite pleased for the warm company she had earned. She recalled how she had so boldly approached the towering barbarian, and found her urge for closeness reciprocated, beginning a much brighter stretch of their travels. Now her thoughts spun with the sweet ponderings of what may lay ahead for them.



Resigning herself to remain within that firm embrace until her larger companion stirred on her own accord, Meri relaxed back against her, and rested her head at the softness of Johaida’s breast. Her great torso lifted heavily with the slow intake of a deeply relaxed breath, and the barbarian’s arms coiled more snugly about the ranger in her sleep.



Though the ground would be as hard as rock from the chill, in that sleeping bag Meri was totally awash with blissful comfort. She laid for a time, contemplating how Johaida might feel of their newly kindled relationship, and if the massive and muscular warrioress would appreciate her sleeping-bag warmer as the journey took them further north still. When at last their traveling party began to stir and create a ruckus gearing up, Meri groaned out a soft note of protest, as of yet unwilling to abandon that perfect comfort and engage with the day’s exertions.



A deep rumbling groan was emitted from Johaida’s chest, and the immense woman stirred, one hand grasping the back of Meri’s gown and drawing her in near like a plushie. The barbarian opened her eyes, and seemed to recall with a note of warmth who it was that laid beside her, smiling at the much smaller woman as her other hand rose to comb through Meri’s fiery and wavy locks.



“So it was no dream after all~” Meri said to her sweetly, her eyes half lidded as she saw the expression of affection and complete acceptance upon Johaida’s face. The woman looked at her in such a way that made Meri feel as though she belonged right there in the strong and protective keeping of her powerfully built companion.



“No, sweet one. Though I dreamt delightfully this night thanks to you,” she chortled warmly, cupping her strong palm around the back of Meri’s head and pulling the ranger into her bosom. Meri found herself entangled between Johaida’s massive and powerful thighs, and was embraced like a body-pillow as the barbarian similarly resisted the call to depart from her softness.



Meri giggled at her warmly, the sound of her excitement muffled in the bounteous softness of the barbarian’s chest. Her breasts were weighty and smooth, and less rough and worked than the rest of her form, which seemed so adorned with scars or hardened by cold wind and thorny brush. The ranger’s face glowed pink unseen between those mountains, and her arms moved about Johaida’s massive waist, embracing her. During the night she had slid down a little from Johaida’s head-level, undoubtedly wiggling down into that sleeping bag for want of warmth. Now Meri wondered if anyone had an idea she was there, as the others in their traveling party walked about the camp.



“I imagine we shall have many warm nights now. It is good timing that we should fall together, for elsewise, you might have found icicle where I laid before,” Meri said with a noisy giggle.



Johaida chuckled deeply, and rose up, holding Meri to herself as she sat upright, and the wool of the sleeping bag fell down around them. Meri shivered in her sleeping gown, pressing in tight to the barbarian’s warm form as that cold air brushed against them. “I shall not let you freeze,” she told her reassuringly. “The cold wakes me well. I need to go and wash up, and set about my tasks,” Johaida said with a tired grunt. She raised her hands overhead and stretched until many noisy clicks were heard in the dense meat of her muscular back and shoulders.



“They’re always making you do the heavy lifting, huh? A shame we can’t sleep in a little longer.”



Johaida wrapped her arms tight around Meri and stood, carrying her easily as she hoisted the smaller woman up at her head height, leaving the ranger’s legs to dangle several feet above the frosty ground. “Come along, fox. It may not be warm, but you can have me to yourself a bit longer yet,” she said. The ranger beamed a grin at her, holding tight as she was hauled away.



“Good! We ought to get to know each other real quick now. It may seem silly, but when you first signed on with this lot, I was actually rather shy of you.”



Johaida smirked down at her, escaping the clearing with the ranger. Eyes fell on them, but it mattered not. “Right that you were. You are lucky I am gentle with such soft treasures such as you,” Johaida said to her teasingly, tickling Meri’s neck with one big finger as she supported the ranger with her other arm. They made their way down off the trail and toward the creek that flowed not far from their camp.



Meri secretly delighted in simply being held against the other’s strong form, entrusting her weight to Johaida’s keeping as she pressed into the warmth. The wind licked against her back, and as they walked, she enjoyed those extra moments cuddled up against her companion. Soon the sleep had melted out of her, and by the time the sparkling water of the creek came into view, Meri felt energized for the day.



Although the barbarian did not lay her feelings so clearly, the slight curl of her lip and bemused but warm expression held on those nominally stoic features confessed that she was in fact quite endeared, and perhaps beyond such, felt spoilt by the sweet affections the daintier woman so gleefully offered. Neither did she wish to part from Meri even for some moments, for she was soft and pleasant to cuddle in that silken gown. Recalling the pleasures shared the evening before, Johaida found her mind wandering, and took them further up the creek away from their companions’ eyes.



“Such a day. Crisp enough to bite, though the sun shines. How very pretty,” Meri said, beholding the vibrant and lush greenery about the riverbank as she was carried gradually along the winding flow. The water was stunningly clear, and its bed was a myriad of vibrant and well-rounded stones. “It would be a pleasure to explore more here, when there was no urgent business to attend at,” Meri said.



“Indeed. We are not long from our destination yet. With the Lady dropped, where then shall you go?” Johaida asked as she stepped near to the water. They had found a pleasant bend in the creek, with a field finely adorned in flowers laying near, and offering some scenic greenery to appease their eyes.



Meri chuckled under her breath. She was set down, and Johaida began to unclothe herself of what sparse fur coverings she wore. “I… had not yet decided,” Meri admitted, turning her side to Johaida bashfully as she also got bare, slipping from the silken dress she used as a nightgown. “There may be more work for me in Sendena, and from there, I could go anywhere.” The port city had traffic from many lands, and was not far from them now. They had avoided it until the way back, for their escort was a noble woman under some duress. She had sought discrete travel for her safety, as political strife sewed chaos in her homeland and had put a target on her very back.



“Your share will last you longer than mine,” Johaida said with a chortle. “Perhaps I will see you back to the city when our work is done. Otherwise, how very short our time would be,” Johaida said. She turned toward Meri, and beheld the slender nude form of the ginger ranger, who although lithe was delightfully soft about the edges, and although pale, adorned in a dusting of crimson freckles. She reached down to gently set her hand against Meri’s side, and guide the smaller woman toward the water. Her rough fingers moved smoothly along the soft flesh of Meri’s back, appeasing in their firmness and warmth as the chill assailed Meri.



“I should be pleased for that,” Meri said, looking up at Johaida. At eight and a half feet tall, the barbarian towered over her, and peered down between her breasts at the shivering form of her new little lover. The ranger’s eyes fell down Johaida’s body, appreciating in a short moment the strong build of her abs, those powerfully muscular thighs, the width of her hip, and the bulbous presence of her cock and balls. Although Johaida was not hard, her cock’s girth was enough to fill Meri’s mouth, and the ranger could not help but wonder how she had ever managed to swallow it the evening before. Her attention snapped back up toward Johaida, who rather than looking on toward the river as expected had been following her gaze with a knowing smirk. Caught, Meri flushed pink in the face, and stepped out swiftly into the water, trembling as it’s coldness lapped at her calves.



“Until then, our time alone might be rather sparse and precious,” Johaida said, stepping out beside meri, although the water barely licked at her knees when it was well past Meri’s mid-thigh. “Shall we make the very most of it?” the barbarian inquired, being forward as she sensed the ranger’s desire, despite Meri’s shy and bumbling demeanor.



Meri snapped her gaze back to Johaida’s features, grinning sillily as her flush confessed her feelings. “Well surely!” she laughed. “Might stay off the chill a bit longer anyhow!” Already she anticipated the delight, and though bashful, could not obscure her excitement.



“It’s a good way to wake,” Johaida said with a smirk. “Come here you little thing,” she said, and stepped out into the water, scooping up Meri with ease. Meri snuggled her nude form up against Johaida as she was carried bridal style, the watering rising up about the barbarian’s thighs. Meri was kept above the cold current as Johaida held her close and let the ranger rest her head on one of her massive breasts.



Laying her cheek against that softness, Meri seemed totally content, and even the breeze could not cause discomfort with the reassuring warmth of her strong companion’s embrace. She felt the firm presence of Johaida’s teat nudging against her cheek, and could not help but stifle a giggle at how the cold had stiffened it. “Perhaps most of you can handle the cold, but I’ll bet your titties prefer their fur covers,” Meri teased her brazenly.



“A little bit of fur goes a long way. I wear it where I need it most,” Johaida said with a smirk. She raised a brow, peering down at Meri’s soft features with amusement as she stroked along the ranger’s soft body with one hand, the other supporting her back and gripping itself around Meri’s thigh to hold her up from the water. “Won’t you warm them for me?”



Grinning amorously, Meri looked between Johaida’s desiring eyes and the large presence of her soft breast, which was itself as large as Meri’s head. She moved her face to behold it, studying the bumpy areola and firm peak of that large teat, which was wide like the tip of her finger. “You’ll be well woken in a minute~” Meri assured her sweetly, and directed her eyes back to Johaida’s as she parted her lips and engulfed that massive teat in the wet warmth of her mouth.



“Yes… Believe yourself ready for that?” Johaida inquired with a deep chortle, her palm rising to rest on the back of Meri’s head as she combed her large fingers through her wavy copper hair. The warmth of Meri’s tongue against her sensitive teat was a relief and a pleasure, as the cold was stayed away and replaced by that most delightful sensation. The ranger’s kiss was delicate and her tongue moved in gentle circles, lolling over the warrioress’ bumpy areola as she teased her tit with a circular movement. Meri could utter no response in that moment, but appeared to melt into the pleasure of being with Johaida, and immerse in her task with relish. Her eyes grew half lidded and then shut as her body relaxed into the barbarian’s holding, and she licked and suckled the larger woman’s teat, focusing on the sensation and taste of her.



“You’ve a lovely little tongue, fox,” Johaida told her, gently pressing Meri’s head into the abundant softness of her own breast. The pleasure the ranger provided was delicate and precise, and yet intensely stimulating, and Johaida found her cock waking swiftly in response to the treatment. She gradually grew hard beneath Meri as that length engorged and began to bounce up with the flow of Johaida’s pulse. The ranger’s body was so soft and welcoming, without any hard bits to be felt, and so pale and unblemished but for the generous dusting of freckles about her. Her fiery spirit was made clear in her form, and with each moment, Johaida felt an increased desire to plunge herself into that warmth.



Opening wide to take as much of Johaida’s breast between her lips as she could manage, Meri played about the barbarian’s teat with the tip of her tongue, dancing it against her with delight as she moaned out a pleased noise. Soon after she felt Johaida’s cock nudging against the softness of her rear, it’s bulbous presence warm and growing firmer by the moment. She did wonder how she would even manage to take it, but was hardly concerned, for she knew there would be nothing to wholly impede their pleasure. At least she could swallow it, with some great effort, and so Johaida would hardly lack a place to put her load. The more Meri thought of that enormous length filling her pussy and stretching her out from within, the more she was determined to achieve it.



As the cock rose up to meet her, Meri relaxed further into Johaida’s grasp, and felt it nuzzling up between her thighs and asscheeks. She grinded herself against it slowly, wiggling her hips back and forth and side to side as the barbarian supported her. Johaida groaned and threw her head back, relaxing her arms so that much of Meri’s weight began to rest against the bulbous head of her cock. She turned Meri to face her fully, and held the ranger up by her rear, guiding Meri to wrap her legs around her wide hip.



Meri slurped her spittle from Johaida’s tit and tightly sucked the nipple between her lips for a moment before releasing it with a pop. “You’re so strong~” she mused, rolling her hips back and forth as she felt that enormous cock squeeze up between her thighs and press into the softness of her mound. She positioned her slit against it and pressed down, feeling the swollen head of Johaida’s cock compress beneath her, moistening her pussy with a spurt of precum. Meri gasped and giggled, feeling that warmth emerged against her and lather her slit. “That’s already more than what most people send off,” Meri said with a laugh. “But I know you’ve got a lot more to give yet.”



Johaida let out a pleased groan from deep in her throat. “Much more, for you,” she assured the ranger, grabbing tight hold of her rear to move her forward and back against the swollen cockhead, leaving Meri’s slit slick with the barbarian’s early release. She let the ranger rest her weight down against that enormous cock, and merely worked her back and forth with her hands, keeping her stable and positioned to sheath that massive length. Meri moaned out as she felt herself being firmly massaged across her outer petals, Johaida’s firm cock pressing into her softness and gradually loosening her up. Her lower lips were stretching wide in an effort to receive the incredible girth of Johaida’s girlcock.



“Give me all you’ve got,” Meri moaned out to her bravely, feeling the beginning of Johaida’s cock begin to enter into her as she was stretched wide to receive it. The pleasure of being filled so completely was intense, and yet there was a vast length of cock yet unfitted, and the ranger expected she would need some help.



“I think I will make you mine, little ranger,” Johaida told her surely, staring with desire at the flushed and straining expression of the one who was trying so hard to sleeve her cock. “You will be my partner, and attend to my needs. I will keep you safe, and we will never want for good work,” Johaida told her. Her hands slid down to Meri’s thighs and grasped her tightly there, each hand squeezing the ranger’s soft pale flesh enough to make her bulge between the fingers. “Last night you gave yourself to me. But today I claim you,” Johaida said. “Now tell me… are you mine?”



Meri’s passion was bubbling volcanically within, and she was hot about the brow and dizzy in the eyes. She realized then that there was nothing she desired more than to be Johaida’s closest companion, to serve her and please her and delight in the abundance of her warmth. The barbarian woman was more than a strong companion with a delicious perk; she was a dominant and alpha woman that made the ranger’s heart aflutter. “I’m yours,” Meri told her, hauling herself up to plant a kiss upon Johaida’s thick lips.



Johaida kissed her tenderly, encompassing Meri’s lips with her own and exhaling a breath of warmth over the ranger’s face. She supported Meri for the moment, tasting the sweetness of her mouth with her tongue, and then let the ranger slump down again until her crotch rested once more against the leaking head of Johaida’s cock. “Now relax and enjoy yourself, my sweet. I know just how to treat you,” Johaida promised, and began to pull down against Meri’s thighs, tugging the ranger with increasing force as she helped her to stretch around and eventually take that bulbous cockhead into her pussy.



Meri squealed out with overwhelming pleasure as she felt her lower lips parting to receive that gargantuan cockhead, which compressed only slightly to help Johaida work it into the ranger’s wet and receptive passage. The barbarian’s fingertips squeezed firmly into Meri’s thigh, leaving impressions of her short fingernails in the soft flesh as she applied a progressively increasing downward force, helping the smaller human to slide down gradually over her enormous girth. Her thighs parted widely, Meri felt that swollen cockhead enter into her, and began an upward advance. Inch by inch it filled her entirely, and stretched her out from within until she had sheathed more of that impossible-fit-of-a-cock than she could have imagined.



The barbarian was unrelenting in the steady application of her force. She sensed that Meri could take more, being unusually gifted, and advanced up into her warmth, groaning from the pleasure of feeling nearly the entirety of her throbbing cock embedded in the silky warmth of the ranger’s pussy. Meri was stretched tightly around her, and every little movement sent a surge of pleasure through them both as Johaida filled her so snugly within.



Johaida groaned deep from her throat, a tremble moving through her as the river brushed past her calves. She observed the stupor of bliss upon Meri’s face, seeing that every sensation translated to sheer pleasure for the brave ranger. She allowed her that moment to get used to the extent of cock that was already within, and then secured her hands around Meri’s stomach, holding her snugly as she raised Meri up again, and then let her fall once more onto her cock. She hauled the ranger down until her soft freckled thighs fell to rest on her hanging ball sack, and Johaida’s entire cock was stowed away within her lover.



Meri appeared lost in a world of bliss, her face awash with pleasure and her eyes unfocused as she immersed in that overwhelming and orgasmic feeling. Johaida roared out in victorious lust, sent over the edge by the sheer ecstasy of the human cocksleeve’s delightful and stimulating warmth. She worked Meri up and down just a few inches with her cock wholly sheathed, feeling that pleasure along every inch of her gigantic girlcock as she knew there would be a similarly extensive pleasure for the ranger. “Is it not too much, my love?” Johaida asked, eager to indulge more fully.



Meri’s hand felt over her stomach, where she could detect the bulge of Johaida’s cock working far up inside of her. Her senses were on fire with pleasure as from her groin to her belly she felt that firm and hot length throbbing within her, already leaking more of its early release into the depths of her expanded pussy, helping Johaida’s enormous cock to move with more ease. “I can take it…” Meri said, sounding herself rather surprised. “Perhaps we were made for each other~” she mused in her lustful stupor, her head lolling back as she groaned from the almost unbearable pleasure.



Johaida was pleased to see she caused the ranger only bliss, despite the great size of her cock. She could only wonder if the ranger’s petite form could manage the true pace and power of her thrust, but Meri seemed ready and eager to try. She let the ranger relax backward, and supported her with a hand snugly grasping her at either side, feeling her ribcage through the softness of her flesh. Meri sighed heavily and relished the sensation of the warmth of Johaida’s palms, feeling that great and steady power by which the barbarian slowly dragged herself partially out of her, and then drove forward again.



Meri’s squeals and moans of pleasure carried into the treeline as Johaida filled her again, and then found a rhythm by which to work her cock in and out of the the ranger’s pussy, filling her entirely and causing her stomach to bulge as the head of the barbarian’s cock was driven so far within. Her biceps flexed as she hoisted Meri against her groin and then hauled her back again and again, the strength and pace of her thrusting gradually increasing as Meri became relaxed within and loosened to Johaida’s ceaseless advance. The ranger relaxed backward, allowing the barbarian to do the work while she was immersed in the sheer pleasure of being used so thoroughly. Meri knew then that she was the perfect fucktoy for the remarkable warrioress, and envisioned herself sleeving that cock day in and day out whenever her larger companion so desired. She could comprehend few greater satisfactions than to be filled with that warmth, and worked nearly to her limit. It was her taste of Johaida’s power, demonstrated before the ranger in combat and many physical excursions, but now rendered into a means by which to deliver incredible pleasure.



Her powerful hips thrusting forward, Johaida fucked Meri with an intensity, easily hauling the ranger back and forth as she dominated the pace and used her small lover. She focused on her own pleasure, but knew that Meri was being thrown into a torrent of absolute bliss, and that her sensations would only redouble when the barbarian released her abundant and warm gift within. She felt the intense urge rising up within her as the moments passed, and did not let up, driving her cock into the depths of Meri’s pussy again and against as the rock-hard length throbbed excitedly. The tremors of intense euphoria that rushed through Johaida’s form urged her on, giving her the stamina to continue to easily manipulate Meri’s weight.



Dangling backwards, Meri hardly registered the sensation of Johaida’s balls colliding repeatedly against her ass, for she was so overwhelmed in the head from the all-encompassing feeling of the fucking she endurred. What might have ordinarily come as discomfort instead registered only as ecstasy, and she felt the powerful waves of an orgasm washing over her even as Johaida’s intensity increased, and the barbarian groaned with the strain of resisting that coming surge.



Seeing her lover so affected, Johaida could not restrain herself for long. She broke into a full-paced series of thrusts, using all of her inordinate strength to support Meri as she took that enormous cock into her depths again and again. Finally and with little warning the barbarian was overtaken by a powerful reverberated flow of orgasmic pleasure, and felt herself riding the waves of tension and release as her cock pulsated and expelled forth a deluge of cum. Her release flowed out into Meri in vast quantities, the abundance causing her stomach to bulge as that throbbing girl-cock spat rope after rope of thick creamy cum into her womb.



Grinding her teeth, Johaida pulled Meri snugly against her groin, feeling herself tense about the sack as she emptied those weighty balls into her adorable living cocksleeve, seeing the pleasure on Meri’s fucked-silly features. Her excessive girlcum made the ranger bulge about the stomach, sending her far over the edge as she was packed to her limit. As the barbaria’s cum spewed out from between the shaft and Meri’s tight stretched lower lips, the ranger could still feel more of that hot and thick substance flowing forth, expanding her from within like an inflated balloon when there was nowhere left for it to go.



By the time Johaida had finished, Meri was limp in her grasp, simply basking in the pleasure of being totally worked and filled. Every inch of her expanded pussy was alight with a powerfully ecstatic sensation, the orgasmic rush echoing powerfully within her still, as Johaida gradually withdrew herself, and that tremendous volume of cum flowed forth. Meri’s gaping pussy drooled cups of the thick white substance as Johaida held her up still, looking with smug pleasure at the quantity the other had managed to take in.



“It seems you are up to the task after all, little ranger. No doubt it will only become easier as you are broken in,” Johaida said, chuckling at her from the depths of her throat as she stepped out into deeper waters. Meri swooned in her holding, and trembled as they were brought into the cool water to wash. The thought of becoming even better suited to serve Johaida’s massive cock merely through practice and time kindled a warm desire in Meri’s heart, as she longed to perfectly fill her larger lover’s every desire.



They cleaned up at the river, speaking sweetly and recovering from that most pleasurable but intense exertion. Soon they dressed and returned to aid the camp in preparations for departure. There was a lot of ground to cover, and not so many hours of daylight for it.
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As the sun rose high overhead, the party ascended into the rocky hills, following a narrow trail that began the last stretch of their journey. Famau, the elvish noblewoman they were escorting, opted to remain in her cart, and Johaida and Meri escorted her and guided the mule along. Not far ahead the orcish mercenaries Teza and Talie along with the human sorceress Onera were chatting.



“Won’t be long till you’re back to your silken beds and bubble baths, madam!” Meri called back cheerily into the shade of the cart, where the curvaceous blue elf was bundled up in excessive furs.



“It will be a relief,” she answered, humming tiredly. “And you, ranger? Going to head for warmer territories?”



Meri shrugged, jogging ahead to kick a boulder from the path in advance of the cart. “Don’t quite know yet! We’ll stop at Sendena first.” She looked up to Johaida, who towered over the party, and was then keeping near to the cart. “I’ll be tagging with Muscle, here,” she said playfully.



“Ah,” Famau peered between them from the dim. “You two seem an effective team,” she remarked.



“Glad to have been able to keep you safe!” Meri told her enthusiastically. She was in high spirits, excited for the continuation of her travels alongside Johaida. This work had been nerve-wracking, as the group had anticipated a follow-up attack from those pursuing their escorted noblewoman. Now it appeared they were almost in the clear.



One of the orcish women yelled back toward the cart from up ahead. “There’s a block at the road. Johaida! Come lend a strong arm,” Talie called. She and the others ahead had gone around the bend of the hillside trail.



The barbarian seemed disconcerted. Although it may be a simple delay, she felt her cautious sense rising, and hesitated to depart from the cart. “Let’s see what the trouble is then,” Johaida huffed under her breath, and grabbed the axel of the cart, pulling it and the mule up ahead to rejoin the others swiftly. Meri scurried along after her, looking about at the rocky ledges above in anticipation of company.



The path turned between the hills into a narrow pass. Ahead, beside the sorceress and two orcs, a barricade of stones and logs blocked the trail entirely. It had been erected by someone in some haste, and confirmed Johaida’s growing suspicions. Even as the three of their party who were ahead jested about and tried their strength or magic at clearing the rubble, the barbarian gathered Meri near to herself, and continued to hurry the cart along.



The sorceress Onera grimaced at the rubble before them. With a concussive blast of arcane magic she had sent for rock and shattered wood, but the blockade remained formidable. “I don’t like this,” she announced. Before she could propose an action, there was heard the loud clacking of wooden signal sticks. Recognizing the sign of an attack, the company grew alert.



Meri spotted movement at the rocky ledge above, seeing the sweeping of a coat. “Up there!” she shouted, pointing out the position. At once, a figure rose in her peripheral, nearer, who stood up from behind a rock and leveled a crossbow toward the fiery haired scout. Without an instant of hesitation came the sharp twang of its shot, making Meri jolt with shock as she recoiled away from the sudden threat. Thrusting her arm with force, Johaida pushed her double-bladed axe between Meri and the assailant, and the bolt collided against it with a clang and a shower of sparks. The barbarian’s arm felt behind herself in an attempt to grab and shield Meri, but the ranger had sprinted off, straight up the hill and toward the enemy with all the agility and hesitation of a rabid ferret.



Behind a stone twenty yards from the ravine trail was an elf, fiery haired and clad in dusty leathers. Meri’s sudden charge caught him off guard, and as he hastened to reload his crossbow, the ranger cleared the distance with a ferocity.



The enemy presented themselves, engaging with a howling cry. Before them on the rocky slope there was another elf with a crossbow, and on a high peak to their left, a troll in chainmail with an armament of javelins appeared, glaring down the company as she readied one to throw.



To rush them head on would be infeasible, as the enemy was fortified above, and there may be more numbers among them. Johaida saw this and began to haul Famau’s cart back around the cliff bend. “Meri needs a distraction!” Johaida hollered at the others.



The one whom the ranger had spotted took aim, and fired at the ranger unimpeded, missing her only by fortune. Meri was swift and had a fluidity of movement that matched elvish grace. She fell upon the crossbowman and beat him with her bow, sending him to the dust with a deep red welt across the face.



That towering troll took patient aim with her throwing spear. Talie had swiftly ascended the barricade to look ahead, and she found some cover there between the rocky crags, but could not approach the troll. Teza had a crossbow of her own, and let off a bolt,which sunk into her buckler. A javelin was returned, which sliced open Teza’s shoulder, causing her to howl in pain. She took cover and reloaded, her resolve only kindled by the wound.



Meri charged the other crossbow wielding elf, and made a fast sprint toward them, but she perceived that their weapon was ready swiftly, and saw the loaded crossbow being leveled at her. She threw herself to the dust and the bolt whizzed over her. Without hesitation she was up again, charging the enemy. This time they forgoed their crossbow and drew a blade, ready to meet her.



Johaida pulled Famau’s cart to relative safety, reassuring the startled noble elf as she did. Behind them she saw dust being kicked up between the hills, and from around the bend emerged town mounted riders with long spears and heavy armor. Johaida knew then they were trapped, and any loss of ground would see them driven from the cliffs. She reached into the cart and grabbed Famau by the gown, hoisting the noble elf out surreptitiously, and setting her at her back. The riders galloped forward and lowered their spears toward the exposed muscular flesh of the giant barbarian woman, but Johaida hauled the cart between them, using it as a barricade of her own to halt their charge.



They rode in near and slowed, approaching to try to clear Johaida back from the cart with their spears, so that they could move it. Johaida howled as the steel cut deeply into her side, the tip of one sharpened spear thrusted with nearly deadly accuracy. Johaida fell onto her back in the dust, and propped her muscular legs against the carts underside. With ferocious power, she thrust with both legs and sent the cart flying into the air, where it crashed brutally into both riders, battering them from their unharmed steeds. They landed incapacitated amidst the shattered wood.



Meri lept at her target, intent on striking them with her bow, which outreached that deadly knife they wielded. There was no time to hesitate now, for she was in clear sight of the javelin thrower, and her enemy would reload given the chance. The elf woman recoiled back from Meri, and slashed at her fiercely. Meri caught her arm, and screamed from the exertion as she wrestled the elf away from her crow’s nest, and tried to keep that blade away from her flesh.



Suddenly, the twang of a cross-bow shot was heard, and the elf Meri fought spun around with force, struck in the bicep of her weapon-hand. Teza had found her mark even in their scuffle, and Meri collapsed behind the stone, breathing down her adrenaline.



Johaida took a large board of wood from amidst the cart rubble and made a shield of it. She left Famao safe around the bend, praying that no further assailants would arrive at their rear.



Onera called upon her magic as the javelin thrower continued to trouble them. With her wards she deflected on projectile, and then she called forth a powerful elemental magic, that stirred a great gust of wind down from the sky to pummel the rocky peak. The dusty stone was untrue for the troll, and she was blown from her perch and fell into the sloped rock ten yards below, tumbling far down the hill.



No further enemy engaged with them, although a cloaked figure was seen fleeing into the hills away from the trail. The company gathered together and assessed their wounds, before hastily making way forward to safety. Blood poured from Johaida’s side, and Meri made for her a hasty medicinal bandage. The wound was great enough to impede Johaida in a fight, though the barbarian resisted admitting such. Meri treated Teza’s wound as well.



They made their way down into the woodland, and there, Famau called them together as mead was taken about the campfire. “Twice along the way you have defended me well. It is worse than we hoped for, and yet not too much for your skill. They will not try that again.” Famau told them. The multiple attacks had riddled her with anxiety, but she had now calmed her nerves and remained collected in presentation. She looked to Johaida, who lay on her mat beside the fire as Meri cleaned and redressed her wound. “You served well. I will let you go early with full pay,” Famau told her. “Seeing as you must rest and there is no further need for your strength.”



Johaida nodded to her. “My thanks, Lady Famau. Should you ever need my assistance again, you know how to reach me,” she said.



“And you, Meri. Rather than make you freeze, I will send you off as well. No doubt Johaida will appreciate what care you can offer,” she said, looking with a bemused expression at Meri, as though she already knew too much of their affairs.



So it was that Famau continued ahead along the safer stretch of her journey accompanied by the sorceress and two orcish mercenaries, and Johaida and Meri made their way together for the city of Sendena. Their spirits were emblazoned at the prospect of peaceful time with each other, and a purse stuffed with coins to sustain them with delights. Johaida hardly seemed to mind the need for rest, knowing that Meri would be near to her.







Sendena was a lively port city, with an influence cast on it from all corners of the world. It’s water’s harbored trade ships from the lands of many peoples, and all kinds of humanoid could be seen in its markets. Over the water, the sun cast the sky in brilliant orange, and Meri and her tall companion made way to an inn. On the outskirts of all that bustle they found a tavern, and were assured that the bed would suit Johaida’s needs.



Throwing open the door, Johaida hauled Meri within, embracing the ranger against herself and assailing her tender kisses all about the face and chest. Finally alone with her, the cold hardness of the trail felt far behind them, and they fell together onto that massive bed, embracing snugly.



“How I’ve been looking forward to this~ Life threw a whole adventure at us between now and the morning!” Meri exclaimed sweetly, wrapping her arms around Johaida’s neck and nuzzling her nose against her lips. “And yet here we are, already back in the city with the whole world before us,” she said, lifting her head to kiss Johaida.



The larger woman wrapped Meri up in her snug holding and kissed her deeply, bringing her tongue into the ranger’s mouth as she tasted her sweetness and advanced on her with uncontrollable desire. She pressed the soft form of the ranger down against the bed and pinned her with that affection, finally pulling away to stare and admire her beloved. “You made me proud today. I saw that small as you are, you have a warrior spirit burning brightly within,” Johaida said, combing her fingers through Meri’s hair as she watched the ranger’s face with intent appreciation.



Meri flushed about the cheek, the praise vast coming from one so hardened as the warrioress. “It all happened so fast, I hardly had time to be scared!” she said with a giggle. In truth she had indeed been terrified, but her resolve was firm enough to do what was necessary for the defense of her companions, and her own preservation. Only afterward did she realize how brazenly she had thrown herself into the front lines of the fray.



“It does me well to know you’ve got my back,” Johaida told her, ruffling Meri’s hair with a chortle. “I’ll be keeping watch on you still, for those bolts came all too close,” she said sincerely.



“I know. Well, perhaps we’ll find some safer work,” she giggled. “But right now all I want is to be here with you, and enjoy our prize for a time. We came away with a lot, didn’t we?” she asked sweetly.



Johaida grinned at her widely, bemused and endeared by the ranger’s playful talk. “Come here, you,” she commanded, but wrapped Meri up in her arms and pulled her in close. The ranger laughed excitedly as Johaida smothered her chest with kisses.



“I’m all yours, my champion,” Meri told her with exaggerated amorosity, cooing out a note of desire. With one strong hand, Johaida pulled down the hem of her dress, exposing Meri’s perky freckled tits and the small pink areola that crowned each. The ranger inhaled sharply, trembling to be so suddenly bare before the attention of her larger companion. Her chest rose with the breath, and Johaida was drawn in, engaging with her parade of kisses that now fell onto Meri’s pale softness, and then the mound of her breast.



“I’m gunna eat you up,” Johaida promised her, wrapping her large lips around one of Meri’s perky teats, managing to engulf in between the pillows of her mouth. Her large tongue lolled firmly over the ranger’s erect nipples and slathered her areolas in warm spit as Johaida tasted her companion and coaxed a moan from her trembling lips.



Meri squealed and shifted in place, held snugly against the silken mattress by Johaida. She could not escape the tremendous stimulation of Johaida’s tongue against her, the powerful waves of pleasure almost too much as the warrioress was able to work over the entirety of hercompnaion’s breast with one long lick of that tongue. The ranger’s hand moved along the muscular form of Johaida’s shoulder and descended from there, sliding over the comparative softness of the skin at her upper breast. Her fingers found their way under the fur that served as her bra and chestpiece, and Meri slid her hand into that warmth, feeling Johaida’s nipple snug against her palm.



“You’ll crush me into jelly!” Meri squealed in mock-fear, breaking into a fit of giggles as she grasped Johaida’s massive breast in her hand. Johaida laid against Meri, her breasts settling over the ranger’s stomach as her enormous beloved gave each breast a turn beneath her suckling lips and massaging tongue.



“You’re not so fragile,” Johaida assured her, knowing well already the toughness of the smaller woman. She army crawled forward and laid her chest on Meri’s face, smothering the ranger between her enormous hanging breasts. Immobile beneath her, Meri could only squirm as those soft mounds of flesh were pressed into her face.



Laughing, Johaida gave her relief, propping herself up with an arm.



“I still need to breathe you know!” Meri playfully complained at her, but she moved her lips up to meet Johaida’s swollen teat before her, and pressed up against the softness of that breast as she sucked.



“I’ll keep that in mind…” Johaida rose up, and slid off the bed, standing to unclothe from her furs. Meri admired the form of Johaida’s muscular thighs and heavy, wide ass. Crawling to the edge of the large bed, she flopped onto her back, and dangled her head over the bed’s edge to get an up close, upside-down look at Johaida’s rear. The barbarian was unclothed in short order, and chuckled to behold Meri’s playful position. “You like the look of me? I have always thought myself too soft, just here,” she said, reaching back to grip the flesh of one of her large ass-cheeks. She presented herself to Meri and drifted near to her, amused to see just how small the ranger’s head appeared beside her enormous ass and hips.



“Well you must have some soft spots for me to snuggle up with,” Meri said to her with a sultry giggle. She was bright pink in the face, and in that moment Johaida’s ass looked absolutely delicious, for she was soft and clean and so abundantly blessed that the ranger could envision herself totally lost beneath her. “Come here you~” she said teasingly, using Johaida’s own words on her.



“You asked for it,” Johaida warned her suavely, and loomed near, backing up until she stood at the edge of the bed, and her heavy ass loomed over the ranger’s petite form and small enthusiastic face. Johaida reached back with both hands, and parted her cheeks to reveal that sweet pucker. Dangling between her thighs, her enormous weighty sack hung near to Meri’s forehead. The warrioress was already growing erect, unseen by Meri, and the ranger knew that there was an enormous load stored away for her to be received in short order. She trembled with excitement as she anticipated being smothered and then stuffed for Johaida’s pleasure.



Gradually lowering her weight, Johaida settled herself down right onto Meri’s face, and aligned the ranger’s mouth and nose with her smooth star, burying her amidst the flesh of her ass. Slowly relaxing her thick legs, Johaida heaved a sigh of pleasure and relaxation, feeling the sweet tender touch of Meri’s lips and tongue against her asshole. The bed creaked beneath her, and Meri’s head was swallowed up, so much so that Johaida’s cheeks came to rest on the mattress and spare the ranger the full weight of her rest. Meri’s muffled moan came through an abundant wall of flesh, and reverberated inside of Johaida, making her giggle from the sensation.



“You feel good down there, my petite love. I could really get comfortable,” Johaida told her, wrapping one hand around her massive cock as she began to get erect. She bounced it against her palm and stroked it firmly, already anticipating making a sleeve of Meri once more. No humanoid as small as she could take Johaida’s cock in its entirety, and it was a true pleasure to be fully embedded in the silken softness of the ranger’s expanded pussy or throat.



Meri was lost in a delicious dark warmth, immersed in the pleasure of her task and the taste of Johaida. Her tongue worked up into Johaida’s tenderness, and stroked along her inner walls, intruding far up with its pleasurable dance. The need for air felt like a distant concern, best left for the morrow like all inconveniences, as she continued to lick with enthusiasm, making love to Johaida’s anus as though engaged in the most passionate of french kisses. She heard the warrioress groaning with pleasure, and felt her asshole clenching and relaxing against her tongue, the great sensations she caused the barbarian making her whole body tremble.



Now fully, Johaida stroked at her cock and bounced gently against Meri’s face, feeling her pleasure rising with each moment. Before she permitted the ranger a chance to breathe, she wiggled her hips back and forth, further driving herself down around Meri’s face and helping the ranger to work her tongue far up into Johaida’s ass. Only when she felt herself on the verge of orgasm did she relax the stimulation of her own cock and rise up from Meri’s face, permitting the ranger the moment to breathe.



Meri drooled as her bare chest rose and fell heavily. She looked up at Johaida with lust-crazed eyes, seeing the barbarian’s pleasured and amused expression as she beheld the ranger’s tiny disheveled self. “You’ve got quite the tongue,” Johaida told her, swaying her hips back and forth. She moved her legs apart and lowered herself again, this time resting her weighty balls on Meri’s face. The ranger let out a surprised groan, but immediately set about sucking and licking against them as Johaida pressed down and rested her weight again. Feeling Meri’s face squirming about beneath the enormous presence of her full balls filled Johaida with delight, and she slowly stroked herself again, making herself comfortable as she imagined all the ways she might enjoy the ranger.



Meri was moaning with sheer pleasure as she wrapped her arms around that weighty sack, and arched her back, stuffing her face into the hot depths between Johaida’s balls and the base of her enormous cock. Johaida gently humped against Meri’s face, sensing how the ranger delighted in being so smothered beneath her, and Meri was pushed forward along the bed, so that her head dangled off it. Adjusting herself, Johaida laid her balls and cock on Meri’s head, and wrapped up the ranger’s neck between her thighs.



“I’ve got you right where I want you,” Johaida teased her, her muscular thighs keeping Meri’s face snugly smushed up into those heavy balls. Johaida squeezed gently, stroking herself as she felt Meri flop and squirm beneath her. Meri’s moans vibrated through Johaida’s groin, her soft hands grasping at the barbarian’s muscular thighs but making no attempt to free herself.



Keeping that firm application of pressure for a moment longer, Johaida delighted in the feeling of Meri’s warm cheeks squished between her thighs. She felt the ranger begin to squirm beneath her and relaxed her powerful leg muscles, reaching down to lift up her sack so that Meri might catch a gasp of air. She chuckled at the ranger’s heavy breathing and the needful moans she hummed between, and let her enormous balls fall back onto Meri’s face again, rubbing them down against her features as her other hand continued to stroke at her cock. “You’ve been good to me. Time for your reward, huh?” Johaida inquired.



She rose from her seat and turned around, presenting her massive erect cock to Meri’s appraisal. On the large bed the ranger was nearly level with it, and it bounced gently in anticipation of the throat-fucking to come. “I’m famished,” Meri told her wantingly, opening her mouth wide and her head hung backward over the bed. “Won’t you treat me?” she asked sweetly.



Unable to deny her any longer, Johaida inched forward and put her massive leaking cock to Meri’s lips. The ranger lolled her tongue eagerly over the urethra, tasting Johaida’s early release and opening wide to encompass more of her. All she was was the underside of the barbarian’s massive cock, Johaida’s muscular thighs, and those massive balls that were ready to swing forth as Johaida thrusted into the ranger’s throat.



Staring down at the ranger’s neck and breasts, Johaida laid her hand upon Meri’s softness, and slid a nipple between her fingers as she pressed her palm against the ranger’s chest, to steady her. She leaned forward, feeling Meri’s delightful tongue teasing around just inside of her areola. As forward pressure was applied, Meri opened her mouth wide and relaxed her throat, ready to receive that enormous girth into the depths of her stomach. Johaida gradually leaned forward, allowing her great strength and weight to drive her throbbing cock past Meri’s lips.



Her maw stretched wide open, Meri felt the enormous hot and delicious girlcock of her lover fill her mouth. It’s bulbous head leaked a steady stream of early-release onto her tongue and right down the back of her throat, making her gag and swallow compulsively. Johaida took her other hand and secured it gently around Meri’s throat, not restricting her breathing, but lining her up well with the thrust to come. Then she advanced further, gradually pushing her enormous penis into the depths of Meri’s throat, where she slid deeper and deeper into the ranger without being impeded. Johaida felt her massive length through Meri’s neck as the ranger’s throat bulged from its contents.



Once more the bed creaked as Johaida led forward with her weight, gradually advancing with her enormous cock as Meri’s throat stretched out from within to accept her. Her soft ball sack rested against the ranger’s face as the entirety of the barbarian’s length was now filling Meri’s mouth and throat all the way down to her stomach. Meri groaned in a weak stupor of bliss, the noise of her pleasure teasing Johaida’s girlcock and making the barbarian throb within her.



After maintaining the depth of her slow thrust for a time, and feeling that delightful silky warmth of Meri’s insides embracing every inch of her swollen shaft, Johaida slowly withdrew, feeling the head of her cock dragging along the tight inside of the ranger’s throat. She could not even pull free of Meri’s lips without great effort, for they were wrapped so snugly around the barbarian’s cock just before the swollen edge of its head. Instead, Johaida drove forward again, able to thrust with less resistance as she once more sheathed her whole cock into her smaller companion.



Meri was drooling, awash with bliss as she tasted Johaida’s hot cock and felt it’s warm pulsating presence expanding her from within. Knowing that soon her stomach would be completely filled with the sweet release of that dominant warrioress, she anticipated the satisfaction with excitement. The ranger’s fingers curled up under her skirt and felt along her pussy through her panties, pleasuring herself even as Johaida began to pick up the pace, and work Meri’s throat with long and powerful thrusts. The position was perfect for Meri to swallow her sword, and Johaida was able to swiftly bring the entirety of her engorged length into the depths of Meri’s throat again and again, her weighty balls beginning to slap forcefully against the ranger’s face.



Picking up her pace, Johaida gained confidence in her thrust, and brought her heavy hips forward with force, pulling back just as swiftly only to drive her cock into the depths of Meri’s stomach again. She felt herself bulging through Meri’s throat and upper chest, as one hand gripped her neck and the other took turns feeling herself through Meri or massaging at the ranger’s breasts. Her cock was slick with a mixture of cum and spittle which also drooled over Meri’s nose and eyes as more of it leaked from her Johaida’s thrusting. Only when the barbarian withdrew herself almost out of Meri’s lips could the ranger take a deep breath in through her nose and ready herself for more throat-stuffing.



The bed creaked noisily as Johaida fell forward into Meri, howling out with pleasure as she began to work that throat at an intense speed, using half of Meri’s body as her own fuck-sleeve as she held the ranger immobile and used her throat. The ranger was beyond content to be handled like a living sex toy, lost in a world of total pleasure as she heard the music of her larger companion’s enjoyment.



Rising from within, Johaida felt her pleasure surmounting, and the tension beginning to pulsate through her in powerful waves. She groaned out loudly as she felt that welling sensation rise up so ceaselessly, until suddenly she was overtaken by orgasmic pleasure, and felt her cock expelling her release into the depths of Meri’s throat. Driving herself forward once more, Johaida brought Meri’s lips to the base of her cock, and spewed forth an abundance of cream into the ranger’s stomach. Meri moaned with sheer delight as she felt the enormous cock throbbing within, cum moving through its channel with enough substance to be seen flowing down her throat.



The flow of girlcum did not abate until Meri’s stomach was packed with a beyond-generous helping, and she felt that delicious and satisfying warmth from her core to her lips. Meri swooned and laid back on the bed in a total trance of pleasure, her hand resting over her expanded tummy as she felt that massive flowing presence of Johaida’s gift within. The towering barbarian gradually withdrew herself, finally popping her cock free from Meri’s lips, only for another burst of cum to leap out from it’s head and splatter the ranger’s disheveled features, drenching her face.



“My,” Johaida exhaled heavily. “You’re a messy girl,” she teased, smirking down at Meri as both of them took in heavy breaths. The warrioress wringed out her cock as it softened, drizzling another substantial spurt of cum onto Meri’s lips. The ranged licked it up and swallowed despite the absolute fullness of her stomach, insatiable for the satisfaction of swallowing that delicious cream. Johaida let her clean her cock up, moving it before Meri’s lips as the ranger gradually came to her senses, and slurped up the sweetness from Johaida’s softening length.



Soon Johaida lept back onto the bed and hauled Meri into her embrace, holding her beloved snugly as the need for rest set swiftly upon them.
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When morning came, the ranger and her much-larger lover were wrapped in a snug embrace. The sun from the window laid a comfortably searing line that slowly passed over their forms. When the light reached Meri’s eyes, she stirred against Johaida’s breast, and stretched out most laxly upon her muscular form. As though called from one sweet dream to another, Meri sighed contentedly as she recalled where they were, and the excitement and delights of the day before.



“Good morning you big hunk,” Meri whispered to Johaida, not intending to wake her if she was not stirred already. The great barbarian heaved a deep contented huff, and her eyes restfully opened, peering with warmth at the copper-haired ranger.



“Sleep well, little love?” the mini-giantess of a woman inquired, reaching up with a strong hand to pet Meri’s sun-warmed hair.



Meri nodded gently, and scooted up along Johaida’s form, bringing their lips together for a kiss. Her wavy hair cascaded over Johaida’s neck, and the warrioress wrapped Meri up in her arms, intruding into her mouth with her large tongue. Meri giggled a note of surprise at the passionate advance, but received Johaida into her mouth, and turned her head to open wide and deepen the kiss.



They needed no words to express the euphoric pleasure shared between them, filled with excitement and hope. All troubles of the world were distant beyond regard, and all that they desired was held in embrace. Meri wrapped her arms around Johaida’s neck and head and worked her fingers through the barbarian’s tousled blonde hair, dragging along her lover’s scalp with her fingertips.



When their lips parted, Meri flopped back onto Johaida’s chest, and laid her head between the barbarian’s massive breasts, hearing her heartbeat. Her arms now wrapped Johaida’s muscular waist as the ranger embraced herself snugly against her beloved’s abs. “I don’t want to ever leave this bed,” Meri said, pressing her lips into the side of Johaida’s breast and smooching her wetly.



“Ah. We’ve no urgent business today,” Johaida said with a chortle from deep in her chest. “A meal would do me well. But I shall not make you leave your coziness until you’re ready,” she assured her.



Meri cooed a note of consideration. “You’re the one that should be staying in bed. Got to heal up!” she said, fingering at the binding strap of Johaida’s bandages, just above her left hip. “And I get to take care of you~”



Johaida laughed at her warmly. “Yes. Worry not, I’ll be well enough to come with you into town. But we shall take it easy, yes?” Johaida smiled down at Meri intently, stroking the smooth flesh of the ranger’s back with one large hand. “Among pampering and treatment, I can think of a few things,” Johaida said, stifling a chuckle. “I woke with something for you to take care of.”



“Oh?” Meri inquired, teasing Johaida with playful innocence. She laid her belly flat against the enormous woman’s toned stomach, and propped her chin up in her hands. “Well don’t you worry. I’m here for whatever you need,” she said sweetly. Meri extended her feet down Johaida’s form, feeling beneath the blanket at the muscular thighs of the warrioress. Her toes brushed against Johaida’s cock, which was rather firm, and likely had been since she awoke. “You just can’t get enough of me!” Meri proclaimed teasingly. “Even in your dreams, I’ll bet you were having your fun,” she mused with a cheery giggle.



“I can’t now recall them,” Johaida said softly, reaching down to twiddle Meri’s hair around her finger. “But the warmth of you was with me through the night,” she said. The warrioress tensed about the hip, and her cock bounced gently against Meri’s feet, excited by the delicate touch of her companion.



The ranger used the tender sole of her feet to gently stroke Johaida’s cock, coaxing the barbarian to grow firm at her utmost erect state, the tension from having woken like so already immense. Johaida found herself eager for the pleasure of her lover, who had served her needs so well with her almost preternatural body, which seemed able to endure and take pleasure from even the most thorough of fuckings.



“My warmth won’t ever be far,” Meri told her with a sultry giggle. She scooted down along Johaida’s form, placing small kisses against the warrioress’ abs, and bringing her throbbing cock up between her soft thighs. The ranger shifted her legs, rubbing Johaida between them and gently bending that enormous pillar or flesh, coaxing grunts and moans from the tough barbarian.



“Your warmth may be near to me, but my warmth is going to fill you up,” Johaida said with a boisterous laugh, her excitement and desire permeating her tone.



Having lowered herself enough to wrap Johaida’s cock up between her thighs and against her groin, Meri gently raised and lowered her rear, stroking the other off in that soft place so near to where she was most sensitive. She grinded against the length of the warrioress, and soon began to lather the bulbous warm cock with the nectar of her arousal, her pussy sliding along it from base to tip.



“I love the sense of you filling me so completely. I have fantasized that it was your seed growing in me, when my womb was so stuffed that my belly distended. How any woman can forge so much cum in a day, I can not comprehend,”Meri said with a giggle.



“How you manage it is the mystery to me,” Johaida said with a boisterous laugh. She was pink in the face as she looked at Meri with sweltering admiration, the arousing words of the other also endearing, for how boldly Meri spoke of carrying the warrioress progeny.



Meri rose to sit upright, and taking Johaida’s cock between her legs, guided it up under herself so that the bublous leaking head was pressed snugly against the mound of her sex. It nudged up against her softness, causing an intense wave of stimulation even though it had not even parted her lower lips, massive as it was. The ranger knew it would be some effort to take Johaida’s swollen cock into herself, but with the barbarian’s aid she had managed it once before, and the pleasure had been nearly overwhelming.



Johaida grimaced and groaned deeply as Meri relaxed her weight down onto her cock, and wiggled herself back and forth, trying to ease it into herself. The warrioress’ cockhead spewed forth a generous globule of early release, which combined with Meri’s wetness to leave the tip of Johaida’s cock slick and the ranger’s pussy wet and ready to receive her. Securing Meri’s soft and plump thighs with either hand, Johaida helped to stabilize her, and soon applied a gradually increasing downward pressure, knowing it was only a matter of effort for her seemingly impossible-fit of a cock to find its way into that hot silken sleeve of a pussy.



At last the enormous length managed it’s way past Meri’s drenched lower lips, and began to slide into her, stretching her pussy tightly around itself as inch by inch was claimed. Meri groaned with pleasure, the effort intense as she allowed her weight and Johaida’s powerful grasp to gradually bring her down over that pulsating girlcock. Every move of the ranger’s hips brought Johaida’s swollen cockhead deeper into her.



Meri howled a noisy moan as her rear finally settled down against Johaida’s groin, and she could feel the cock working all the way up to her lower stomach, expanding her from within as she was generously stuffed. Johaida bounced her hips against the mattress, thrusting her cock back and forth in the depths of Meri, watching the bulge of her cockhead traverse the ranger’s belly. The sensation of Meri’s tight sex wrapping around the entirety of Johaida’s cock sent powerful tremors of pleasure through the barbarian, who was almost overwhelming stimulated by the delightful slippery warmth of the her beloved, who had now become like a living cocksleeve in her service.



Meri threw her head back and groaned, practically drooling as she was so swiftly consumed by total bliss. She bounced up and down to aid Johaida’s movements, bringing herself up the barbarian’s towering cock only to slam down it once again, as a mixture of her nectar and Johaida’s precum sprayed out at the base of her cock, expelled when Meri was wholly filled.



Grabbing tight enough to make Meri’s soft thigh fat bulge between her fingers, Johaida gripped her snugly and hastened her speed, easily manipulating the lightweight ranger up and down her cock at an increasing pace. As Meri gave in to that incredibly intense stimulation and relaxed to it, Johaida worked her faster over her throbbing cock, fucking her like a sex toy as she took pleasure in the knowledge that Meri’s own delight matched her own.



Suddenly, Johaida rolled them over, and threw Meri down under her on the bed, remaining fully sheathed in the ranger’s dripping pussy. She spread Meri’s legs wide and thrust down into her rapidly, fucking her in an unrelenting rythm as she truly let loose, trusting that the ranger could handle all she could throw at her. The sheets were drenched as Johaida worked Meri’s tight gushing pussy with an intensity, her pleasure already ascending unabatably.



“Oh fuck, fill me up,” Meri begged, swooning back against the sheets as she arched up her hips to meet Johaida. She was stretched around the barbarian woman’s cock and felt its head charging into her utmost depths as she helped to keep her thighs wide apart and accepted her beloved without reservation. Johaida howled with pleasure, her voice a dominant roar as she felt the immense pressure to release rising within her.



With a sudden wave of tension, Johaida groaned uncontrollably, and pulled Meri to the hilt, thrusting until her groin hit Meri’s and she was at her utmost deepest within the ranger. She collapsed on her, pushing Meri down onto the bed and smothering her under her breasts as a powerful flow of cum erupted from her. Meri was sent over the edge by the sudden acceleration of her pleasure as she felt her pussy being filled and expanded by a shockingly immense flow of release, Johaida’s load so massive and ceaseless that Meri felt her belly swelling underneath her lover’s strong form.



The barbarian thrusted again, moving herself back and forth in a short but powerful motion as cum was expelled in pressurized spurts from between Meri’s pussy and the throbbing circumference of Johaida’s cock. When she rolled forward with her hips, more cum spewed forth from her cockhead, and just as much was driven out of Meri as the ranger was simply stuffed to capacity.



 Even still, the thick creamy substance seemed to ceaselessly leap from Johaida’s cock, as the ecstatic barbarian felt herself convulsing almost uncontrollably from one of the most intense orgasms of her life. As Meri groaned from almost overwhelming pleasure and stimulation, Johaida withdrew from her, allowing some relief as the cum-stuffed ranger’s pussy expelled a waterfall of cum. Johaida crawled up over her, drooling cum from her leaking cockhead over the ranger’s belly and breasts, before finally posing it before Meri’s lips. Johaida jerked herself off, squeezing out an enormous amount of cum into Meri’s eager mouth as the ranger gulped it down in a stupor.



Johaida finally began to soften as Meri locked her drenched cockhead clean. The barbarian settled in beside her lover and cuddled her near, lovingly running her hand over Meri’s swollen belly and whispering sweet words of affection to her. For a time they basked in that bliss, until hunger called them to hastily clean their abundant mess, and set out into the town for a meal.







They made their way down toward the markets as the sun ascended the sky. It was an unusually warm day, even for the warmer seasons in these parts. As though coaxed like critters from their cool foliage by the revelry of light a tremendous bustle stirred busily through the streets. At the port, it opened up, with clear skies and salty air, and Johaida and Meri had a bit more room to move their arms.



Apricots, Figs, dried peaches and candies were all come upon swiftly and purchased in turn. Meri’s satchel filled up with treats and wholesome foods; they’d not be going hungry for a good while at least. One polished silver coin from their adventurer’s purse was enough to weigh Meri down with all variety of goods. Just when they figured they had everything, a voice called out like a bell.



“Ladies! Fine care goods for sale!” Some fiery haired peddler was scurrying their way, and with their curiosity peaked, they beheld her with a grin. She was even shorter than Meri, with bright violet eyes, and a satchel of her own that seemed likewise packed with all manner of assorted goods. “Might I give you a pitch?” she asked sweetly with a huff, as though she’d been fleeting all about with a working-woman’s haste.



“Certainly, little lady,” Johaida told her. She figured that while they were splurging they might as well treat themselves.



“Care products you say?” Meri asked, beaming a grin at the peddler.



“Ya!” She strode before them, laying her satchel down and stooping within. It seemed the merchant had quite a variety of stuff on hand, perhaps making her coin by reselling goods from here and there. “I got soaps, shampoos, and scented oil perfumes!” she said cheerily. “And all sorts of goods besides.”



“How lovely! Meri said enthusiastically. A powerful mixed aroma of floral scents emanate up from the merchant’s satchel. “Big momma here and I are in need of a fine and fancy bath, I think!” she said with a laugh. “What’s your name?”



“Am Vami! And if you looking for a pampering, I got just the stuff,” she said assuredly. From her satchel she fetched a bumpy parcel wrapped in rough brown paper. It seemed to be four sphere’s bound like so, and was sealed with an elvish mark in wax. “These are bath-bombs straight from the city of night,” she said, upturning the parcel. Vami was enthusiastic about her work, and had a gleeful expression as she unveiled the four packed balls of powder, each a different pastel color and glimmering with something sparkly within.



“My my,” Meri said appreciatively, clearly interested by that and the other goods. “Don’t figure you often go for such frivolous spoils, do you?” she asked Johaida.



“Not often, but consider me tempted. We’ll take these… bathing bombs, as well as some shampoo and soap,” she said.



They made their selections and tipped well, invigorated by the amiable and gleeful spirit of the peddler, who seemed so energetic and curious in nature.



“How’d you get so tall anyway? Drink your milk?” Vami inquired as their business was wrapping up.



Johaida barked a laugh at her. “Oh I ate and drank well. But such is from my clan and my family - a warrior line, always inherited by the strongest.”



“So you all that big then?” The small-statured merchant woman seemed baffled at the prospect. If a foot or two were added to Johaida’s height, she would be taller than Vami and Meri combined.



“All quite large, but I was among the biggest,” Johaida said with a warm chortle. “We’ll be around here in Sendena for some time. Perhaps you’ll sell to us again?”



“Surely so!” Vami beamed a wide grin up at them. Stowing away their generous payment, she disappeared swiftly into the crowds, and Johaida and Meri made their way back toward the inn with their bounty in tow.







The room they rented had an enormous bath to match it’s enormous bed, and Meri set out their products on a table beside the tub. “Finally a hot bath!” the ranger said excitedly. “You and I will be smelling like Famau by the time we’re done,” she laughed, examining some of the elvish style floral products they had procured.



“Run the water, won’t you?” Johaida called in from the bedroom. She finished off a juicy peach and began to strip her gear. The cold she could handle, but even in her sparse adornments, the day’s heat had cooked her, and left her drenched in sweat. She may have been more inclined for a cold bout in the stream than a hot bath, and as Meri had supposed before, it was true she rarely went for the sickly sweet perfumes of elves. None of that dampened her excitement, however, as she had been looking forward to cuddling up with Meri again all day.



The ranger had unwrapped the bath-bombs and selected a lavender purple sphere of the packed powder. She saw now that it glimmered with small crystals embedded in the substance, some of them seeming faintly luminous by the dim lantern-light of the bathroom. The steaming water rose in the tub, the faucet blasting it forth at a high velocity as it worked to fill the voluminous eight-foot-long bath.



Johaida entered, striding near to the tub as she let her hand down into the water. “An impressive place. Good for now, although our purse is gunna be lightening,” she said. Meri smirked up bashfully at the barbarian’s towering nude form, and shut the faucet off before beginning to swiftly get naked herself.



“We ought to splurge a little,” Meri claimed. “Thank goodness the prospect of going back off to work is a distant concern. We’ve all the time in the world for each other, now,” she said sweetly, wiggling out of her loose dress once she had undone the ties.


“I’ll chop some wood if we need to. For exercise,” Johaida said, flexing her arm with a playful smirk.



“You’re so eager to provide! Does me well that you’re already looking to the future with me. How long these last few days have seemed…” Meri knew of course that they were moving swiftly, and yet all things had fallen into place with such perfection that it was hard now to envision a future apart from Johaida. She swept up beside her, gentlying guiding her by that muscular arm, and entering into the tub alongside her. As both settled in, the water rose nearly to the rim.



Johaida pulled Meri gently against herself. In the enormous tub the barbarian could lean back and let the water rise up even over her breasts, high enough for Meri to nearly swim in, were she in there alone. For the both of them, it was a snug but comfortable fit, and Meri nestled back against the wet warm body of her much larger companion, letting the steaming water lap at her neck, her wavy copper hair splayed out over the water.



Meri reached out to the bathside table and grabbed the bath-bomb, plopping it into the water with a curious expression. With surprising volatility, it fizzed and bubbled between Johaida’s calves, giving off a luminous light from the depths of the bath water. A foam stirred on the surface of the water, and a myriad of floral aromas began to play out in the air, changing gradually as the moments passed.



Meri stifled a giggle, leaning back against Johaida’s breast as she relaxed, and breathed in those pleasant aromas. The bathroom was dim, and the water took on a faint glow from the soluble magic crystals within the bath-bomb. They washed themselves as the water became soapy, and used the exfoliating scrub the bath-bomb left in the tub, as well as some fine floral shampoos they’d purchased. Soon, Meri was back in Johaida’s lap, and soaking comfortably with no urgency to depart. The warrioress gently stroked her hand over Meri’s belly, holding her affectionately near. The ranger could feel Johaida’s cock gently nestled up against her rear in the water, and found herself easing down onto it, recalling that first evening they had drawn close.



“Ah yes, I imagined you would be craving me soon,” Johaida said with a pleased grumble from her throat. The ranger giggled at her noisily, caught in the act but unabashed. She wiggled her hips to descend further between Johaida’s thighs, and moved her ass gently against the warrioress’ length, coaxing it to begin to grow. “I’ve been looking forward to your softness as well… and we won’t need to concern ourselves with the mess,” she said with a mirthful laugh.



Meri gnawed her lip, leaning back to look up at Johaida as she felt the warrioress hardening beneath her. “Shall we test if I can truly handle you, no matter how I take you?” she asked with a sultry giggle. “My rear is just as soft and welcoming… although never have I invited such a sizable guest,” she said with a laugh. Meri seemed practically giddy at the prospect of taking Johaida’s massive self in again, and experiencing a new variety of pleasure as her ass was stretched wide by that enormous cock. The prospect excited Johaida too, and sensing Meri’s eagerness, she grew firm quickly, and soon found her bulbous cockhead pressing up tensely between meri’s ass cheeks. The ranger was somewhat bottom heavy, and the flesh about her ass was smooth and tender like her thighs. More than just welcoming, Meri’s sweet ass allured to Johaida and called her forth with all conviction.



“You seem confident, my love. And yet I think you can handle even me,” Johaida said, reaching down to grab one of Meri’s ass cheeks and squeeze it firmly. She parted it from the other and looked down at the ranger’s sweet tender star, and guided her back so that it pressed snugly around the tip of her swollen girlcock. So smooth and inviting, Meri’s body seemed ready to accept the warrioress, and the warmth called to her. “Let me know if it is too much, sweet thing, for I am going to utterly fill that ass,” Johaida told her with a deep chuckle, her anticipation mounting as she began to guide Meri down, feeling the ranger’s tight pucker gradually loosening and eventually stretching wide to accept her drenched bublous cockhead.



“I can take you…” Meri said confidently, breathing deeply as she felt herself sliding down into Johaida’s lap. She worked her hips back and forth and groaned out ecstatically as she felt that extreme girth widening her, and then passing within, feeling her so tightly that every movement from Johaida sent a surge of powerfully curious sensation through her entire body. She trembled, the inner walls of her ass being massaged and pushed wide by the gradual advance of Johaida’s leaking cock, which already sputtered out precum as though to lubricate its way.



Johaida slipped down into the water, cuddling Meri back against herself as she wrapped her arms around the ranger’s chest, and felt her plump rear settling down against her thighs beneath the water. Johaida breathed heavily. Shocked and impressed to see that her entire cock had been taken up inside of Meri’s ass, and yet the ranger only groaned and moaned with excitement and pleasure, seeming ready for the utmost intensity of Johaida’s love. The barbarian moved one hand down along Meri’s stomach and hooked her fingers into the ranger’s pussy, using that same palm to apply an intermittent downward force, which when coupled with an upward thrust of her hips, saw her entire cock being driven swiftly in and out of the ranger with ever increasing pace. Johaida fingered her hastily, feeling the moaning ranger’s nectar drizzling out from between her fingers as her cock worked up through the silken insides of her ass, causaing her stomach to bulge proposterously as her swollen cockhead pushed up within her.



Howling with orgasmic delight, Meri relaxed to the powerful thrusts of the warrioress, knowing no greater pleasure than to have her body worked so thoroughly, and effectively used for her lover’s bliss. The sensation of the cock stuffing her cum drenched anus was unlike Johaida’s womb-stuffing or throat-swabbing, and the new pleasure had an unmatchable quality to Meri, so that she knew her desires would be competing as she offered herself up to Johaida in many ways. She thrust her rear back and down against Johaida’s groin, releasing herself entirely to that overwhelming pleasure as her hands felt over her bulging stomach, feeling Johaida’s hot cock stretching up within herself.



Johaida firmly locked Meri’s head in her arm, holding her in the nook of her elbow but being gentle enough so as to not choke the ranger. Her other hand continued to tease Meri’s sex, her large fingers sliding between Meri’s lower folds as her palm pressed and rubbed the ranger’s clit. Soon that powerful orgasmic pleasure was welling intensely within Johaida, and she prepared to release her utmost into the depth’s of Meri’s perfectly fuckableass. She knew not where the cum would go, but trusted entirely that the ranger could manage it.



Johaida buried her lips into Meri’s neck, smooching her lustfully as she felt the first surge of cum flow forth from her. She held the ranger tight and snug, keeping her cock sheathed fully in the smooth warmth of that ass as her cream was expelled far up into Meri, visibility bulging forth from the warrioress’ convulsing cockhead. Meri screamed out her pleasure and then relaxed back against Johaida with a long and noisy moan, feeling her stomach extending to encompass that inordinate abundance of cum. As though her body was designed to handle Johaida’s cock, the warrioress’ left her bloated and stuffed with cum, totally awash in pleasure without any sign of discomfort despite the presumably unmanageable mass of Johaida’s cock and its release.



Continuing to finger her all throughout the tremors of her own orgasm, Johaida soon felt Meri tensing around her fingers, her inner walls squeezing in as a powerful orgasm washed over the femme, causing her nectar to squirt out over the barbarian’s sizeable fingers. The pleasure from her tough fingers and that enormous cock filling her ass was enough to make Meri fly over the border of orgasm with surprisingly sudden intensity, and she squeaked and groaned as her pleasure rose to an almost unbearable degree.



When those waves of pleasure had washed over Johaida, she groaned a deep satisfied note, and helped to pull Meri up off of her cock. The warrioress escaped the water as cum spewed forth from the ranger, her expanded belly beginning to drain as the ranger merely relaxed in her arms and enjoyed an absolute trance of delight. They cleaned up together, and found bath-robes in the room closet, which they wore.



Proceeding downstairs, the damp ranger and the warrioress settled down on a massive fur rug before the roaring hearth, and cuddled against each other. Slowly it dried the remaining water from their skin. “You continue to impress me,” Johaida told Meri, gently petting the ranger’s damp hair. The inn was quiet and cozy, and Johaida leaned down to plant a gentle kiss upon Meri’s cheek, causing the ranger to flush and beam a grin up at her, her pale features glowing by the firelight.



“You’re the one that’s impressive. I never gave myself over this easy, you know,” Meri said with a giggle. “But there’s something about you.”



Johaida smiled down at her intently. “And what is it that you like so much about me? That I am a strong and protective companion?”



Meri giggled at her pleasantly. “Yes, that. And that you have a softness too. You’re warm… your spirit is kindled hot. And something about being with you, and sharing in all delights with you just makes me feel like I belong.”



Johaida curled her finger gently around Meri’s cheek and turned the ranger to face her, settling her large lips against Meri’s and kissing her tenderly. “You’re mine,” Johaida assured her sweetly, needing no further words to confirm that the ranger was at home with her.



A long evening cozy by the fireplace preceded the sweet dreams of adventures to come.
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Hot blades of light cut through the wagon canopy, seeming to sear the dusty air and set it aglow. Famau gently fanned herself with a small garment of silk, and touched it to her neck and breasts to dab away the sweat. She had the privilege of relaxing as they made way through the high hills, the trail always rocky and winding. Her company, both hired to escort her, were orcish, and much better suited to the hot and dry terrain. Teza, a tall, green, and agile built she-orc, was perched behind the mules, and scanned the ridge above with squinted eyes, always looking, for what, Famau did not know. The other was Talie, who had gone up to scout ahead.



Though they were orcs and she was a noble born elf, Famau trusted them well enough. As awfully uncomfortable as the travels had been on her soft disposition, she knew she would arrive safely. Teza and Talie had proven reliable for her and her family in efforts of the past, although these were different times.



“Look m’lady, not far to the lowlands,” Teza said, gesturing far ahead, to where the path seemed to wind down nearer to the swaying forests below, green and lush. Famau sat up and crawled out from the back of the cart, squinting at the glare of a river snaking through the valley ahead.



“Thank the stars for that,” Famau mused. She sat in the sun for a moment, to catch the fresh air on her soft blue flesh. She was curvaceous and rather generously endowed for her small stature, a stark contrast from the two tall and lean orcish women who accompanied her. The trail was narrow here, and Teza guided her mules along with care. “Should send Talie to bring me back some fruit,” Famau suggested, not at all in jest.



“Better that she stay near,” Teza said respectfully. She turned her head and chuffed at Famau, seeming amused. “Did we not bring enough?”



Famau crossed her arms across her weighty breasts. “It’s begun to go soft,” she insisted.



Teza was understanding, despite being acquainted with far harsher conditions. She felt some urge to tease the pampered elf, who was in fact herself soft and as plump as any fruit. But in fact, Teza enjoyed her. “The rest of the way will be more comfortable for you, m’lady,” she said.



Famau lay her head back over the rail of the wagon and reclined, sunning in a feline manner as she splayed herself out as able, and let the alleviating breeze grace across her hot skin. She had bared much skin, with just a fine silken tank-top squeezed over her form, that left her breasts largely displayed. Teza stole a glance from time to time, but of course, Famau knew well what she did.



Let them appreciate me,
 she thought to herself, her eyes nearly closed, though she herself also peeked out at the carriage driver, admiring her warm green color in the sunlight, and the shape of her abs, which gently glistened with sweat.
 No doubt I am a pleasing sight for these roughened plains dwellers.
 She humored herself that her escorts might think of her when they returned to their strong, hard-edged lovers back home.



Above, there was a slight movement. Teza was too distracted to see a large stone wobble high above their cart, and then suddenly heave forward, and begin to tumble.



“Hey! Look there!” Famau exclaimed, alarmed.



A massive boulder was rolling swiftly toward their cart, crashing against the clay and packed dirt of the cliffside and sending forth a shower of dust and small stones ahead of itself. Teza snapped her attention to it and tried to drive the cart out of the way, managing only to spurn the mules on another yard or so before the massive rock collided with their carriage, missing the beasts but shattering the axle and nearly toppling the cart. Famau squealed loudly and ducked back under the canopy, as Teza was thrown from her seat to the dust.



For a moment there was quiet, but as her orcish companion rose to her feet and tried to steady the mules, a ferocious screeching was heard from above. Four or more voices howled a cry of aggression that sent fear coursing through Famau’s body, as she stuffed herself back with the luggage, and peeked out from there.



From the cliff above, harpies descended on wing, with taloned feet posed to strike as they fell into an aggressive dive. Teza roared powerfully back at the harpies, but they were not deterred. She drew her crossbow and leveled it, but the attackers swarmed swiftly at the cart, and swerved to spin and avoid her in the air. Famau’s bodyguard preserved her shot, and climbed the broken axle to perch and defend her charge.



They were upon them in an instant, and swooped in to rake at Teza with their claws. She swung the barrel of her crossbow at the first harpy and sent her fluttering back, battered about the wing. Another caught her shoulder with a claw, cutting deep gashes with only a glancing swipe.



Famau was panicked, not knowing how long Teza could hold them off. Light burst through the canopy as a harpy talon slashed the fabric, tearing open a hole. The monstrous face of the harpy lurched into the opening she’d created, and snarled hungrily at Famau, widening the gap with her sinewy arms. Fierce and evil the winged woman looked to be, and she advanced at Famau with voracious intent, trying to bring the soft and defenseless elf into reach of her talons.



Suddenly, a rope caught Famau’s attacker around the neck, and she was jerked back off of the carriage. Again she crawled up toward the front to risk a look, and saw Teza struggling with two harpies gripped by the ankle in either hand. They flapped their wings wildly, trying to pull her from the path to dump her down the cliffside, but with her legs braced, the tall and strong orc held them, and jerked them down, thrashing them so they could find no steady stance with which to beat their wings.



Then, leaping over the stone at their backs, her other escort erupted into the frey, wielding two heavy stone hatchets. Talie was powerfully built, and the color of her skin was like the earthy clay of the cliffside, unlike her green companion. The harpies had hardly seen her advance on them, even as she had ensnared Famau’s attacker with the rope. Now she fell upon the harpies attacking Teza, and clubbed their legs and bodies with the blunt of her hatchet, causing them to shriek and seek to disengage. One was freed, the other thrown by Teza against the cliffside, and pummeled until she too was able to slip away and take flight.



Now all their ferocious assailants took to the sky again, hurling down stones and chunks of rock at the party. Teza took up her crossbow again, and they fled with haste, departing over the horizon.



Famau fell back into the cart and breathed heavily, distressed by the sudden danger. She felt little relief, for at any moment, more of such beasts could be upon them. When Talie threw upon the torn silk of the carriage, she could not help but recoil, startled.



“Famau, are you harmed?” Talie asked with a rough voice, panting. She had rushed to them at the first sign of disturbance, and though she breathed heavily, seemed calm.



“I… I am not hurt,” Famau said, after investigating herself for a moment to double check, The image of the harpy lashing out at her continued to revolve around her head. She then beheld a deep gash across Talie’s hip, where claws had cut into her dense abs. Slowly, Famau heaved herself up, and climbed out from the collapsed carriage.



Both of her orcish security had taken a wound, and though not too deep, Famau winced to see them bleed. “What if they come back?” she asked anxiously.



Talie stooped to examine the carriage axle, which had been practically obliterated by the stone. The main beam snapped, it was without repair. She looked up at Famau with a small grimace between her tusks, knowing that their charge would be displeased by what may be done. “My lady Famau, we must go on foot. We will cut down the slope ahead and enter the forest,” she said, gesturing far ahead.



Though she dreaded the prospect of making that walk with harpies lurking so near, she could not dally with her companion’s wounded so. “Let’s make haste then,” she said. All that she took from the carriage was a satchel of her personal effects. The other two grabbed the food and traveling supplies, hoisting them up on their shoulders.



Famau anxiously watched the sky as they traversed along the trail. Though she did not complain, almost immediately the discomfort of the hiking and heat set in, and her feet ached. She was not made for such athleticism, and the lingering anxiety of the brief attack made her feel ill.



Talie and Teza, on the other hand, seemed almost chipper. Each complimented the other on the fight, and made remarks of the new scars they would have. In time, though weary and aching, Famau found her spirits lifted, for now she felt rather safe in her companions' keeping. The worst of the journey was most likely done.



She fell behind them somewhat, trying to keep her pace as she knew there could be no rest. Nor was shade found, and soon, her silken tank-top was drenched with sweat, and dust caked her plump bare calves. Her companions did not abandon her, but made leisurely pace, taking care to scan the horizon for the possibility of another ambush.



Famau felt fond of them, then. They bounced back from ferocity, hardened by experience, and could not be extinguished in spirit by something as small as a wound. She felt small in their company, for how either woman towered over her, with power in their form and posture. It was a confidence that only the strong held, which her noble authority did not muster in herself. She wondered if she ought to thank them for the risk and harm they’d taken on her behalf. It was beyond what she had expected the job to require.



The homeland of the noble elf had come to turmoil in these last years, and as a result, her circumstances were now like that of exile. Her family line was being persecuted due to an ancient dispute with another, and she sought western cities where she may establish for herself a new life of comfort, far from the political strife.



“You two do well together,” Famau said at last, huffing as she caught up to them to chat. Now they were descending down an easier trail that led toward the safety of the forest, and the cliffs receded at their back.



“Thanks, m’lady. We’ve shared many victories,” Teza said. Like Talie, her skin was marked with patterns and symbols from her tribe, which described in subtle means unfamiliar to Famau the history and accomplishments of her line. Teza and Talie were not family, but an item, always hired together for work such as this. Famau did not know what history was between them.



“I will add to your wage for it,” she said, knowing not what other kindness to pose, for the travels had left her only with the coin she could carry, and a few other small effects. “Those wounds could fester. Have you medicine?” she inquired, stepping between them as she glanced first at Talie’s cuts upon her hip and abs, and then at Teza, who had been clawed around the shoulder and forearms.



“We’ll find the stream ahead, camp, wash, and hunt,” Talie informed her. “Orc skin does not fester from scratches like these,” she claimed.



Down they went, until at last, the shade and cool breeze of the forest beneath the emerald canopy cooled them, and the trickle of water could be heard.



Here the river snaked through dense oak. Famau was beyond relieved to see it, and fell upon the thick grass at the clear river’s bank, groaning from her exhaustion.



Here, the excitement from the trail seemed far away, and she was soon able to relax.



“We’ll wash and get these wounds dressed,” Teza informed Famau after a moment. The noble elf heaved herself up and rubbed the glare of the sun from her eyes.



“Right. I’ve some bandages in my bag,” she said.



Talie offered a hand down to Famau, and she took it. Then the two orcish women approached the water and began to declothe.



Famau was surprised for a moment, seeing that they would bare themselves before her without concern. Noble’s did not wash so unabashedly in open places like this, yet, the water seemed so pleasant.



She joined them beside the river and peeled her silken black tank-top off, allowing her massive pale purple breasts to flop free. It was a relief for them to be able to breathe, and aware of the eyes upon her, Famau stooped far forward to pull down her tight black pants and step out of them. Her rear was wide and plump and both Talie and Teza seemed momentarily taken in by the sight of her curvaceous and plentiful form, which jiggled somewhat as she hopped on a leg, slipping the pants off and throwing them aside. She flicked her gaze back at them suddenly, and caught both of her orcish bodyguards glancing at her. Embarrassed, they swiftly set about declothing for themselves, and spared the noble elf no further glances until she was in the water.



Famau wondered why she teased them like that. She was confident with her body, but had been perhaps deliberately showy, feeling some desire to allure them. Perhaps it was because she was their precious cargo, and they had protected her so well, that she now felt inclined to treat them to a look. She acted oblivious and impartial, however, and gracefully made way into the water until her breasts had slipped beneath the surface, and the chilling flow passed over her form. She scanned the other bank as Teza and Talie undressed and soon waded out near to her.



Coming alongside in the water, neither of the orcish women was as obscured, for their chests rose still a foot or more above the surface there, well above Famau’s head. For her part the water was practically to her neck, and she could not help but huff at the two pairs of breasts being displayed above her. Talie chuckled softly, seeming to find the sight of the smaller charge bemusing.



Teza stooped into the water, submerging herself up to the collar and lapping water over the cuts on her arm and shoulder. She washed them clean, and then scrubbed herself with the others. After a time, she began to swim, and went with the current a little ways down the river. “I am going to scout for good places to cross with our things,” she called back to Talie and Famau.



“Be safe,” Famau said, watching her drift out of sight on the river’s current.



“Would you help me?” Talie inquired of Famau, making way for the shore.



“Ah, your stomach?” Famau inquired, following with her. The cold water cascaded down their forms as they treaded up the riverbank and back to the dry ground with soft and lush grass. Talie sat and rested herself against a large boulder, leaving the imprint of her back in water against it. She splayed her legs out and looked down at the gash. “Got me over my middle, aye, and my side too,” she said, tracing the cleaned cuts with her fingers from her abs to her hip.



She looked up at Famau as the elf approached, and forgetting herself, stared openly at her massive violet breasts as they swung gently, dripping the river's water on to the dusty earth. “Have you a change of clothes in your bag?” Talie inquired as the curvaceous elf settled down beside her near the rock, resting her plump bare rear on the thick grass. She tucked her hands before herself and smiled warmly, seeming rather comfortable now in the warming sun.



“I will wait to dry first,” Famau told her. There was no word of protest from her wounded companion, but Talie seemed unsure where to place her eyes. Eventually she leaned back and posed herself in relaxed posture against the stone, resting her head in her hands as she leaned back on its warmth, and presented her body for Famau.



The elf’s azure eyes appreciated Talie for the moment, looking over her perky and surprisingly full breasts, and the rest of her body that seemed so bare of fat, with powerful biceps and tightly packed abs. Famau’s eyes fell to Talie’s lap, where between her thick and muscular thighs, an orcish femcock was laid out. It was massive, though still soft, and extended a foot from her hip, the color of it a pleasing and delicious brown. Talie saw her looking, and huffing apologetically, parted her thighs to let the massive cock fall between them, so that she could close her muscular thighs around it and somewhat obscure it from Famau’s sight.



“Oh - ah, do not be concerned, I am not uncomfortable with the body,” Famau said, although she had found herself to be somewhat flustered. It was not that Talie had such equipment, for such was common the women of both their kinds, but that it should be so heavy and desirable that disheveled Famau. Now, in the back of her mind, she felt forbidden desires bubbling under the surface, and could not subdue thoughts and images of what that length might be used for, and the ways she’d enjoy it for herself given the chance.



Distracting herself with her work, she set about further cleaning, disinfecting, and wrapping the cuts in clean white linens. Quiet for the most part, she felt a purplish hue creeping up on her features, as she stooped in near to the warmth of Talie’s muscular form, and felt the orcish woman’s gaze upon her, studying her features in a way that seemed too knowing. As she leaned over to tie the bandages at Talie’s back, her weighty breasts pressed into the smaller breasts and tight abs of the orcish woman, laying on her a great and warm softness as they were momentarily somewhat embraced. She pulled away gently, but felt the rough palm of Talie’s hand gently cupping the underside of one massive breast as it was pulled back from her. It was the gentlest touch, but it was all Famau needed to sense the great desire in her stronger companion. Talie, reserved and stoic in manner, seemed to be trying to keep things proper between them. It was beginning to seem a struggle, however.



“How brave you were today. I was sick with dread, until you leaped to our aid,” Famau told her, her voice growing soft and affectionate as she spoke this sincere appreciation.



“Of course, my lady. I am sure Teza would have held them off, all the same,” she assured her. Talie’s thighs were still held tightly together, and Famau detected she had made the other bashful with her momentarily intent gaze.



“I trusted you both to keep me safe, and you have proven most capable,” Famau said. “Always I have always considered both of you to be… prime examples of your people’s warrior spirit.”



Teza chortled softly at Famau’s words, but she seemed warmed by them. “And we have thought of you as being… among the most precious and desirable of all your house, despite so many beauties in their number,” she said. In her tone was clear flirtation, and she had lowered her voice to something tender and husky, so as to draw Famau nearer to hear her.



“How is it that you and Teza sought work in these lands? I can not recall when my house first hired you.”



Gently, Famau kicked up her legs, and laid her thick thighs over Talie’s lap. Their softness engulfed the orcish woman’s lap, and she seemed to flush a bit of a pinkish amber hue.



“We traveled together. We are lovers,” she explained softly.



Famau had suspected this, although it was never made obvious for her.



“I do not see you embrace or kiss, so much,” she said, wondering.



“We do kiss, but there is much time for this. When there is fighting, we fight, and leave the loving for later,” Talie said. She turned her gaze aside slightly, and let her arm reach out around Famau. Her bicep rested around the soft shoulders of the noble elf, and drew her form against herself. “Nor did we desire to make you jealous,” she added with a soft chortle.



Famau considered denying it, for why should a noble woman be jealous of two common orcs? Yet, she knew then that her gaze must have been caught by them, for always the two had made small teasing remarks, and she did indeed look at them often. “I would simply be pleased to see you are happy with each other. I wonder though, would Teza be jealous of this?” she inquired, wiggling her thighs gently against Talie’s legs, and seeming to work herself deeper into the other’s lap.



Talie considered her words for the moment, as Famau was easily guided onto her lap, and rested her plump self comfortably in the strong embrace of the muscular woman. “She and I… enjoy much together,” Talie said softly near Famau's eye. “We both enjoy you. Your company is… most pleasant.” Talie nodded her head just slightly.



“That pleases me well. I had concern that my complaining would make you loathe me,” she admitted.



Talie laughed openly. “No, no. It’s endearing. Still, we worry that you’d never survive a day in the wild without us,” she teased playfully. Famau’s heavy blue breast rested against her, the weight of it warm and reassuring as the elf grew rather relaxed.



Famau smiled slightly, her expression seeming warm and smug. “I enjoy you two, as well,” she admitted. Indeed, she felt stirred within to a greater degree than expected, and a rather needful desire was beginning to arise, despite her efforts to play coy and confident. She was quiet again, only for a moment, before she mustered her bravery. “The trail ahead is long and lonely yet, though safer, by my reckoning. I think that perhaps, it will be an enjoyable time for us.”



“Surely, my lady. It’s a pleasure to travel with you,” Talie said, seeming to sense a higher intention behind Famau’s remark.



Slowly, Famau wiggled her hips back and forth into Talie’s lap, causing the orc to grunt as she felt the thick blue rear of the elf part her muscular thighs, and come to settle down against her semi-hard length. “I will make sure that is so,” Famau told her with a mirthful giggle.



“My lady…” Talie could think of no remark as she felt her length rising up to meet the elf. Her cock was still somewhat soft and yet Famau worked it up between her cheeks, so that it was almost lost within her inordinate softness. She felt herself hardening against the elf’s warmth, and Famau slowly moved her heavy rear forward and backward, letting Talie’s massive cock ride up between her thighs and the valley of her ass. The bulbous head of it came into view past Famau’s pelvis, extended a few inches further still, peeking out from where it was squeezed. Talie heaved a deep sigh, and accepting the pleasure, softly murmured. “Good,”she said under her breath.



Famau pressed in with her thighs against the bulbous filled head of Talie’s cock, rubbing it between them even as she gently humped herself forward in the orcish woman’s lap. She felt her growing larger and harder still, until the cock was a massive and strong presence beneath her, pressing up tightly against her ass as though to lift her from Talie’s lap. Her orcish bodyguard began to groan and grunt from the sensation, and her hands reached around Famau to take massive handfuls of her plentiful breasts.



Sliding further back into her, Famau moaned with pleasure as she reached down to hoist the cock up with both her hands, and pull it up through her thighs, to aim upward as she straddled it. She felt its warmth against her own sex as it throbbed back to meet her, and she stroked her hands lovingly along the massive length’s underside, drawing it back against her chest. So massive it was that she was able to press her huge tits together and smother the cock between them even as she rested in Talie’s lap, and she did so, working the massive mounds of flesh up and down against it.



“Ah my lady… so gifted you are. It is like you were shaped for bliss,” Talie said, gently hoisting Famau up and dropping her back into her lap, as she felt the other’s breasts and thighs snugly smothering the huge length of her cock.



“For your service, I shall let you enjoy all of me,” Famau told her with an amorous chortle. Slowly, she wiggled herself in a circle, and pulled back her legs. Instead, she now brought her boobs into Talie’s lap, and used them to pleasure the fully erect and throbbing length. She was brought face to face with the bulbous cockhead and its wide-open areola, as every beat of Talie’s heart caused it to bounce and engorge.



Famau held her breasts snuggly in hand, catching her own teats between her fingers as she massaged her huge soft tits and stimulated the areola and peak of each. The warmth of her breath fell upon the head of Talie’s cock, and soon, Famau settled her lips gently against it.



It seemed too big to swallow, and yet, the taste of the orcish femcock was unbelievable. Famau could hardly play it cool, for she was filled with such intense desire. Her lips parted wide and she tried to accept the wide head of the cock into her mouth, her tongue lolling over it eagerly. As she pressed against its tip with the muscle of her mouth, a small spurt of precum leaped forth, falling on Famau’s tongue. With a groan of pleasure she moved it around in her mouth, blown away by the delicious taste of the orc futa’s release. She moaned out a noise of appreciation as her eyes met Talie’s pleadingly.



Talie’s muscular legs wrapped around Famau, pulling her in close as she thrusted her hips up between the elf’s plump breasts. Seeing the other’s predicament, she slowly lifted her large, strong hands, and settled them against the back of Famau’s head, running her fingers through her silky violet hair.



There was an urgency of Famau’s look, like the lust and desire had welled up so fully within her, that she could hardly bear to wait a moment longer before taking that incredible cock deeply inside of herself. Talie did not deny her, and worked her ups upward, moving them slightly back and forth as she managed to get the immense head of her penis past Famau’s lips. The chubby elf groaned with delight and breathed through her nose as her mouth was filled with that delicious walnut colored cockhead, more pre-cum already spilling onto her eager tongue.



Famau was hardly aware when a twig snapped behind her, and Teza approached two. She had a smug look on her features as she appraised her friend and the elf sucking her off, seeming hardly surprised about it. “I can’t leave you two alone for a moment,” Teza said, causaing Famau to gag in surprise. She turned her head slightly with Talie’s massive cock stuck in her mouth, causing her cheek to inflate with the bulge of it. Teza was dripping wet from her swim, and her own cock hung between her legs.



“I believe Famau was wanting to say thanks to us,” Talia said with a chortle, laying a hand gently on the elf’s cheek to turn her back to her task. With her other hand she pressed down against Famau’s head, driving the massive girth of her cock a few more inches past the elf’s lips, until it reached the back of her throat.



“Is that so?” Teza inquired, stepping near as she observed them with a hand on her hip. Famau moaned affirmatively with her mouth full of Talia, and looked between either orcish woman’s eyes as she started to take the length in and out of her throat, gradually swallowing more of it. “M’lady is very thoughtful,” Teza remarked. She looked down over the blue elf’s curvaceous body, and let her eyes settle upon her plump and jiggly rear. “Such an unexpected treat,” she said with a growing grin. Teza lowered her hand to her cock and lifted it, beginning to stroke along its underside as she became hard watching the two go at it.



“We had wondered when you would give into your want, poor little plum,” Talie chortled at her warmly, groaning deeply in her throat as Famau managed to swallow more of her. Her cock bent against the back of the elf’s throat and descended toward her stomach, and Famau only withdrew when the need for air obligated it. She drolled over the thick and delicious length and gulped each time a new spurt of release was gifted to her, craving the taste like nothing else.



Seeing Teze growing ready beside them, Famau cast her gaze up at her, and looked with clear desire at the tall and agilely built shape of her. Alright her length was throbbing itself to massive length and girth, and her balls hung heavily. She leaned on the stone beside them as she began to gently jerk herself off to the sight of the deepthroating. Try as she might, Famau could not bring the entire length into her, for the positioning would not allow it.



“I think I know just how to share this little treat,” Teza said, looking at the boulder.



Slowly, Talie drew her huge femcock out of Famau’s throat, and popped the bulbous head free from her lips. Already the elf’s mouth was filled with a pale cream, and spittle trailed between her and the drenched shaft she’d been so enjoying. She swallowed it and groaned out her delight as though she had just sampled the most delicious dish.



“Are you ready for both of us?” Talie asked, wiping some cum away from Famau’s cheek.



“Oh yes…” she moaned out her agreement. Sitting upright, she reached out to take hold of Teza’s cock, and jack it off as she met it with her lips, seeming eager to taste some of the other woman’s early release. Teza groaned out appreciatively, staring with clear admiration down at the busty and subby elf who so eagerly pleasured her.



Teza stooped down to take hold of Famau’s legs, and Talie ripped her under the shoulders. Together they hoisted the curvaceous noblewoman onto the stone, laying her back on its smooth rounded surface.



Either orcish woman positioned themselves to enjoy her, with Teza opening those substantial thighs to reveal Famau’s pussy. She grinded herself between the softest part of Famau’s thighs as Talie got into position. Talie guided the elf’s head back so that she was looking upside down at the tan orc’s muscular thighs. Her massive balls swung forward, and landed on Famau’s face as she worked her cock between the elf’s massive breasts, this time fucking them rapidly while she squeezed them together with her hands.



“She has much to enjoy,” Teza commented, observing the many plentiful curves of the noble elf’s body, all of them well suited to please. She rubbed the swollen head of her now fully erect cock along Famau’s inner thigh, and then over her slit, as she gradually increased the forward pleasure. Famau felt the swollen head of the dominating orc pressing into the soft mound of her pussy, and already her slit was opening to accept Teza, despite her massive size.



Talie maintained her grip upon the elf’s huge tits as she withdrew her hips, and let the drenched cock drag over Famau’s face until its head rested on her lips. Then she pulled Famau’s head back and aligned herself before working the head of her cock back into Famau’s accepting mouth.



As Talie slowly drove herself forward, Famau relaxed her throat, and there was nothing to impede the massive length as it advanced far into her, inch after inch sliding past her lips until she felt the head pressing deep within her chest. With one long and mighty push, Talie drove her cock all the way in, bringing the elf’s violet lips to settle against the base of the length, as her weighty balls rested on the other’s features and blinded her to all else. “Gruah!” Talie groaned out with her mouth agape, overwhelmed with pleasure as she felt Famau’s body become a sleeve to her cock, with every inch of her warm and wet within its holster.



Teza grinned at her tuskily, and hoisted the elf up by the hip, thrusting down into her as the wide head of her cock slipped past Famau’ lower lips, and began to fill her pussy. Famau groaned with overwhelming bliss as her sex was filled and stretched out by the hot and throbbing length, which gradually pushed further into her, seeming to expand her out from within to make room for the advance.



As Teza began to fuck her with increasing speed and depth, Talie drew her length fall enough out for Famau to breathe, and then advanced again, swifting driving the whole length of her femcock all the way down into Famau’s stomach. On either side the muscular orcish futadoms slammed into her, each filling their respective holes to a wonderfully impossible extent. Soon Famau was lost in a world of total bliss as she felt her entire body being used for the service of those who had protected her.



Talie gripped around Famau’s throat with one strong hand, feeling her own cock within the elf as it caused her to bulge from within. Then she leaned in further as she continued to thrust and fuck Famau’s throat, now feeling at the recurrant bulge of her stomach, where Teza’s cock pressed up from her powerful thrusting.



Rarely did the two of them get to unleash and enjoy themselves so fully, but it seemed that some of Famau’s noble magic enabled her to enjoy even the most thorough and filling of fuckings, and she moaned and groaned with pleasure even as she was pounded fiercely from both ends. They put her endurance to the test, gaining speed until either orcish pelvis was slamming against her rapidly, the entire length of a massive cock being driving wholly out and drove fully in again with each moment’s passing. Teza and Tallie were rock hard as she felt the warmth and wet softness of the elf’s insides pleasuring every inch of their lengths.



Talia pulled herself in with a sudden and powerful thrust, smothering Famau’s face into her balls as the powerful force of an orgasm assailed her. Her delicious cum spilled forth from her cock like it was a faucet, pouring down Famau’s throat in a ceaseless throw, and filling her stomach. The orc howled out a roar as she felt her length pulsating within Famau’s warm throat, and pressed down against her neck with her hand, gripping her length tightly through the elf’s flesh.



“Fill her up,” Teza groaned encouragingly. The sight of Famau’s stomach being pumped full of cum soon brought that powerful release upon her as well, and she lifted Famau’s legs, driving her cock the entire way into the elf’s drenched pussy. She grunted as she tried to resist the rising pressure, inevitably giving in and emitting a massive release into Famau’s womb.



From either side, the throbbing cocks pumped forth their sweet girlcum, overfilling Famau’s stomach and pussy to the extent that cum burst out from her nose, and spewed out from around their cocks when there was simply nowhere else for it to go. Still, they remained deeply in her as the pulsations continued, expelling three times over as much as Famau had possibly managed to take in. When finally the overwhelming sensation of orgasmic release had passed, the two orcs withdrew slowly from their precious cargo, and admired her as cum spewed out from her pussy and mouth.



Famau gulped down what cum remained in her mouth, full as she was, and groaned out in bliss as she recovered, breathing heavily and holding her stuffed stomach with blatant delight.



“Seem you’re a useful travel partner after all,” Teza said, smirking at her and wringing out the last few ounces of cum from her softening cock. Talie supported Famau’s head, and let her cock slide against the elf’s cheek as her postcum drizzled onto her weight breasts.



“I think the rest of our journey will be much more fun than the first half,” Talie said, and chortled softly as she wiped Famau’s face clean.



The noble elf looked between the two dominant orcs, still awash in bliss and practically out of her mind from the pleasure of the fucking. She found deep satisfaction in the thought of being their fuckmeat as they made way through the land. In that moment, she desired little more than to swallow the two orcish women’s massive cocks every day, and fill up on their delicious and plentiful release.
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Did you enjoy this collection? Tell about your experience or leave an Amazon Kindle Book Review to share your thoughts!







Follow Alison’s Twitter @AlisonOErotica for exclusive sneak-peeks and promotional information.
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