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    Eight feet of muscle turned up Amilia Sulvani’s estate ready to make her second-rate gladiators into the talk of the town. Gensa, a minotaur born and raised in the far-off nation-state of Kierce, stands mightier than any the slaves have seen. She is quick to impress Amilia’s gladiators and other slaves, including Paris, who is given the duty of assuring the warrior’s comfort during her stay. 
 
      
 
    All too eager to dote on their worthy guest, Paris soon earns the affection of the mighty minotaur, who determines to claim the slave as her own. Gensa raises Paris out of servitude and straight into motherhood, knocking her up with the promise of a life of luxury at her side. 
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    The sun rose over the Sulvani estate, where cattle were already out in the fields, and the clattering of swords and shields disturbed the otherwise still morning. Paris was in the garden, unperturbed by the sounds of violence. The team of her mistress was a source of pride to her, though she could hardly bear to watch the actual games. Despite the racket she found serenity in the garden, and turned the slave ring about her finger, fantasizing that it was made of gold. 
 
    She was brought out of her daydream by the low toll of a bell, summoning her to the house entrance. Going out from the garden and through the court, she saw the visitor through the fence, and her breath caught in her throat. The warrior from Kierce had arrived, a descendant of Pasiphae. She looked like none Paris had ever seen, looming high enough to see over their wall. There were two small horns peaking from her dark mane of hair, along with large, floppy ears. 
 
    “Servant,” the warrior greeted her. At once Paris came over and opened the gate. The minotaur stood over eight feet tall and was cloaked in a vibrant crimson cape. As she stepped inside, Paris had to crane her neck to behold her. Her awe was clear across her features but she quickly collected herself and spoke. 
 
    “Welcome, you must be the champion from Kierce,” she said, smiling widely. She hadn’t expected someone so impressive to come at her mistress’ behest. 
 
    “That’s right. I am Gensa, here to help out the Showmen. Is that them I hear?” she asked. She began to walk in that direction, and Paris scurried hastily to stride in front of her, and guide her in proper fashion. She looked down at Gensa’s hooves and the noise they made on the stone walkway and then grinned up at the warrior bashfully. 
 
    “That is them. My mistress Amilia Sulvani may be out there now. I am Paris.” 
 
    Gensa smiled at her. “A pretty name. Though we give that name to boys in Kierce,” she said and chuckled. “You are a very pretty house slave,” Gensa told her. 
 
    Paris was well pleased with the compliment and felt a blush on her cheeks. She could see that Gensa was respectful and gentle despite being mightier than any man in Prera. “We are fortunate to have you,” she remarked. Gensa’s large stride brought her swiftly through the entry court, and some stairs lead from there to the barracks on the south side of the house. “Our team needs some help.” They could see the Showmen training in the field, and hear Lanista Cellus hollering instructions. Amilia reclined with her guests and slaves on a raised patio, and Paris waved her hand to get her attention from afar. 
 
    “Thank you,” Gensa said, and dismissed Paris with a gentle pat on her shoulder. Her hand felt warm and strong, and Paris wrung her hands as she watched Gensa step forward and approach the gladiators. 
 
    “Hold it, lads! Look who’s arrived at last,” Cellus said, bringing the Showmen to a halt. He came over and sized Gensa up as she stepped onto the field, raising his brows some and looking over his shoulder at the team he trained. “Now there’s a fighter. If only I had ten like you,” he said and offered a hand to her. Gensa shook his hand and went to appraise the gladiators. 
 
    “This is the warrior of Kierce? Well at least she’s tall,” one of the gladiators remarked. In answer to him, Gensa threw back her crimson cloak and posed herself proudly before them all. She was absolutely shredded, with densely packed muscle in her abs, and thighs that were as thick as a man’s torso. The sight of her silenced any beginning banter at her expense. Paris felt frozen as she began to study every little ridge and curve of that powerfully sculpted form. 
 
    “Paris! Come,” the voice of her mistress beckoned. Paris reluctantly turned away and went up to her on the patio, casting glances over toward Gensa as she addressed the rest. 
 
    “Yes mistress,” Paris stepped beside Amilia who was lounging by a table with refreshments. 
 
    “That is Gensa, hero of Kierce. Did you honor her?” 
 
    Paris nodded to her assuredly. “I did, mistress. She smiled at Amilia and refilled her wine. “She is so impressive. Do you think it’ll do the trick?” 
 
    Amilia chuckled softly. “We’ll see. Anything to get one up on the Storm Sons. But a warrior of Kierce seems just the thing to counter their barbarism. Precise, strong, stalwart,” Amilia squeezed her hand in a fist. “She has gone right into the field, but when they are done, see that she is comfortable,” Amilia instructed. 
 
    “I shall do so, mistress,” Paris said, and she felt her tone conveyed some enthusiasm. She looked pointedly over toward Gensa and watched as she prepared to square off against the Showmen. She had instructed them to take up spears and shields and order themselves in a sort of phalanx. “She seems eager to fight. It must come naturally,” Paris remarked with a little giggle. She cradled the jug of wine but had to await her opportunity to serve. 
 
    Gensa took up a wooden pole and hurled it at the shield wall the Showmen had formed. “Tighten up! Don’t let the man beside you down. Stand by him! Lean on him,” Gensa encouraged. She came forward with a halberd and thrust it into a gap in the phalanx, the force of her strike like lightning. In an instant, she ripped a shield away from the group and hurled it away to clatter thunderously against the house’s wall. 
 
    “What a woman,” Amilia said. “It is a shame Prera does not have women like that.” The people of Kierce were known for military prowess, but their pride was in their minotaurs, who remained rare but grew more numerous over the generations. Paris had believed many of the descriptions to be exaggerations, but Gense exceeded anything she had imagined. She contended with the whole of Amilia’s team on her own, striking at them, forcing them together. 
 
    Paris was star-struck. She saw that the team was working together well, but there was none among them to match Gensa. Not only was she mighty enough to throw a man aside with a stroke of her hand, but she moved with precision and agility, lunging and leaping and presenting nearly no angle of approach. Seeing her friends getting battered away so sent concern through her, but she knew the trials of training might well save their lives. Even wielding such might with ferocity, Gensa did not unduly harm them, and she encouraged their initiative and defense. Soon the men were guarding each other so tightly, that even the smashing force of Gensa’s strikes was absorbed, and she could hardly wear away at them.  
 
    “Well done!” Gensa finally had to take a breather. So too were the Showmen exhausted, and several of them collapsed, clattering into an armored heap. The intensity of the training had its effect on everyone, and Paris felt her heart beating forcefully in her chest by the time they called for a break. She rushed down onto the field at once, bringing the wine. 
 
    She approached Gensa, who was giving some notes to the team. Standing behind her, she had a wide grin on her face and was quite ready to shower her with praise. Gensa picked up one of the large wooden poles again and drew it back swiftly as she adopted a demonstrative pose. Bonk. It resoundingly collided with Paris’ head, and she fell down, stunned. 
 
    “Ah! No! Paris!” Gensa exclaimed. At once she knelt down and lifted Paris by her shoulders. 
 
    Paris blinked a few times. Momentarily disoriented. A red mark was forming on the middle of her brow, and there was a dull pain. “Hi,” she said, smiling dumbly up at Gensa. “I’ve brought you… some refreshments…” she said, gesturing at where the wine had spilled out onto the arena floor. 
 
    “Oh great! Now you’ve beaten the maid silly too,” Cellus said. But Paris seemed alright and rubbed at her brow. Gensa suddenly scooped her up and stood upright, cradling her in her arms. 
 
    “My poor Paris! I’m so sorry. I didn’t mean to do that! Oh you poor thing, Paris,” Gensa said, petting her red hair. 
 
    Paris felt embarrassed and was blushing. She kicked her feet some and looked back at the gladiators as she was held high in the air. “I’m alright!” she assured with a wide grin. “It was my fault. Wow - you just put on quite a show,” Paris said. 
 
    Gensa smiled at her and turned in the air, swinging with her playfully as though they were dancing. She turned and looked up toward Amilia. “My apologies for damaging your most sweet and kind slave!” she yelled up toward her. She looked to Cellus. “We best take a break, Lanista. I would want to properly apologize after dealing such hurt,” she said. 
 
    “To her?!” one of the gladiators exclaimed with sarcastic indignation. They liked Paris and found the situation amusing enough. Gensa wrapped herself and Paris in her cloak and began to walk away, and Paris felt almost fitfully shy. 
 
    “Oh divines, there’s really no need. It was nothing,” she said with a heated giggle. The heavy weight of one of Gensa’s breasts was against her torso, and the mightier woman did not seem to strain at all in carrying her up the stairs and back up to the court. 
 
    “Glad to hear it. You’re too small, you know. I have to watch where I step,” Gensa teased her. 
 
    “You’re fast for one so beefy,” Paris said and bit her lip, embarrassed. “I’ve never seen moves like that,” she said, looking up at Gensa with adoration. 
 
    Gensa put her hand on Paris’ forehead and brushed her hair back again, checking on the little red welt of her injury. She came beside a fountain in the court and sat on a bench there, resting Paris across her lap and covering her partially with her cloak. “Now how do I make it right? Shall I tell you of my greatest fights in the coliseum? Or of the great war in the south, when Kierce staved off the foul creatures of the sea?” 
 
    Paris smiled at her warmly. “I was supposed to attend to you. Are you not exhausted from the travels and fighting?” 
 
    Gensa chuckled warmly, and she dipped her hand into the fountain and splashed her neck and shoulders to cool her sweaty skin. “Not quite spent but we’ll call it a day. I have given the men plenty to work on.” Her eyes fell on Paris and looked at her intently. She propped her up some on her lap and brushed the dust from her back and side. “What fine cloth you wear. You are as majestic as the householder,” Gensa told her, pinching the thin white cloth of Paris’ gown and feeling it between her fingers. 
 
    Paris felt like she may swoon, and her hand rose daintily to trail her fingers over Gensa’s bicep. The stronger woman’s form was sweaty and gave off a comforting heat. Paris was transfixed upon her but felt at a loss. “You are so kind. I admit I hoped to see more of you. I…” she smiled shyly and leaned back against Gensa’s chest. “Didn’t really think minotaurs were like so.” 
 
    Gensa supported Paris with an arm and smiled intently down at her. She flexed a bicep and then extended a long muscular leg, displaying her bare and muscular flesh for Paris. A few little welts and bruises could be seen, as well as old scars. “It’s my pleasure to show off,” she said. She turned her head back and sighed, having caught her breath properly, and let the wind cool her body. 
 
    Paris took her handkerchief and began to dab at Gensa’s body, drying her. The minotaur allowed it for a moment, though she looked amused at the sight, and splayed herself out for Paris’ explorative touch. She brought the cloth along Gensa's firm and wide abs, and to her inner thigh, and by then it was already drenched through. 
 
    “Don’t trouble yourself with that.” Gensa chuckled softly and she pulled Paris up onto her lap, holding her snugly against herself. “But how about a bath?” Gensa asked. 
 
    Paris bobbed her head eagerly, ready to be of use. “Oh certainly, there is a bathhouse just over there, through the court,” she said. “We should get there before the others,” she remarked with a small giggle. Her hand lifted again, and she passed her fingers through Gensa’s warm and damp hair, and touched her floppy ear, feeling its fur. 
 
    “Well good. I need a lot space, you know?” Gensa teased. She leaned down and smiled at Paris, looking into her eyes as she felt her gentle touch. 
 
    “I thought the tales of your kin exaggerated,” Paris admitted. “Yet they only exaggerate your beastliness. You look not twisted or wicked to me, as I had heard.” She laughed softly. “And not all of you is furry…” 
 
    “Some are so,” Gensa told her. “Depends on the progeny. My mother was larger and more bullish than I,” she said. She extended her leg again and showed off her hoof. Her ankles and lower calves were furry just before the transition, and it made her look like she wore cozy boots. Gensa’s mane of hair also seemed to continue down her neck and at the height of her shoulders, which had a broad and full curve. 
 
    Paris could not help but giggle, even though she felt she was being somewhat rude. It was an interesting sight to imagine. “I will show you in,” she said, “and see to whatever you need. You must be thirsty. Forgive me, I’ve been indulging in your company too much,” Paris said shyly. She couldn’t help but feel she overstepped even as Gensa welcomed her affection. 
 
    “There is nothing to forgive, Paris. You pretty little thing,” Gensa’s hand lowered and she rested her knuckle against Paris’ breast, feeling her smooth skin against her toughened finger. “Did your mistress send you to me?” she inquired. 
 
    Paris blushed intensely, and toyed with her gown at the belly, leaving herself open to Gensa’s eyes and her touch. “She needed not command me. How can I not come?” she asked with a soft chuckle. She felt something under her butt as she settled between Gensa’s muscular thighs, and blinked with recognition. Looking up at Gensa with some surprise on her face, she moved her hips back and forth, until she was certain that what she felt was a dick. It swelled beneath Gensa’s loincloth and must have been tucked away before. 
 
    “Yeah that’s me down there…” Gensa remarked, watching Paris studiously. “I wouldn’t want to startle you.” 
 
    Paris bit her lip, her cheeks glowing a fiery red. She could only push herself off of Gensa’s lap and make some effort to regain her poise. “Not at all, ma’am. I just… hope I can be of use to you,” she said, offering her dainty hand to Gensa. 
 
    The minotaur paused a moment, smiling softly at Paris, and then took her hand and rose to her full stature. “I delight in you already. You could not disappoint me,” she said. Paris walked backward and Gensa followed her with a slow pace, letting her lead them through the court. 
 
    “Is that really so?” Paris asked, beaming a wide grin up at Gensa. She felt giddy and was filled with adoration, and she could not take her eyes off Gensa. The mighty woman displayed majesty in her stride. Her power and confidence came with steady and calm kindness, and she seemed unshakable. “Those are tender words to offer a slave.” 
 
    “What tender words do you think people give to minotaurs?” Gensa asked with a slight smile. “You are not common in my eyes.” 
 
    Paris felt her breath catch in her throat. The feeling Gensa invoked struck her on the nose like lightning. She turned and opened the door to the bathhouse, feeling emotion welling up hotly within. “You hold me too high.” 
 
    Gensa stepped beside her and put her hand gently on Paris’ back, and they descended into the chamber. A sizable pool was carved into the floor, and beds for massage were ready. Anticipation set upon Paris heavily but she felt little fear. 
 
    “Do I seem to walk in such heights? I am no myth, and you are no less of a woman,” Gensa told her. She stepped away from Paris and to the edge of the pool. Her crimson cloak was discarded, and she began to remove the rest of her garb. 
 
    Paris again had to snap herself from her fixation to do her duty and went over to pull open a slit in the chamber wall which let hot water flow into the pool. She slowly walked back to Gensa, seeing her cast aside her loincloth and breast covering. “So then should I not serve you?” Paris asked with a playful tone. Gensa turned her body and put her hands on her hips, looking down at Paris with a knowing grin. 
 
    “You are free to do as you will,” she said. Paris beheld her in the cozy dim of the chamber and drank in the sight of her enormous, motherly breasts, and then the affecting sight of her long, dangling length, which seemed equine or perhaps bovine in its form. It had a dark sheath and a light brown color to the flared tip that emerged from there. Gensa stood so tall that her groin was level with Paris’ chest. Drawn in closer, Paris felt the space above her dominated by the minotaur's might and could smell the heated aroma of her body in the air. 
 
    “I want nothing more than to serve you.” Paris had certainty in her tone as she spoke, her eyes continuing to explore Gensa. They stepped down into the pool together, and warm water washed over their feet. “You are worthy to be spoiled, given any prize you desire. I wish I had yet more to offer you,” she said, smiling with energetic warmth. 
 
    Gensa put her hands on Paris' shoulders and studied her face closely. They swayed back and forth slightly as the water rose up around their ankles. “You alone are my prize and all I wish to claim. I will make it so,” she said, rubbing a fiery lock of Paris’ hair between her fingers. 
 
    Paris’ eyes widened as she tried to understand what Gensa meant. “Claim me?” 
 
    “As my payment for my service here. I do not think your mistress will be too opposed,” Gensa said, chuckling softly. “Do you desire it? To be mine? In Kierce you would live like a noblewoman, but you would still belong to me.” 
 
    Paris felt a rush. Her every thought shouted yes to the proposition. To be taken away to a place of such wonder, and always have someone so great as Gensa to look after her. She could envision giving this champion all her love and service for years on end. “Oh please Gensa - make me yours,” she said and fell forward to embrace her. Gensa returned the hug and squeezed Paris gently to her muscular form. Her half-erect cock slid against Paris' soft and plush belly through her gown. “I desire it. I desire you like nothing else,” Paris confessed. 
 
    Gensa put her hands on Paris’ head and held her in place. She stooped down and met eyes with her, and showed a loving smile. “My Paris. I will be good to you. I shall look to you in victory and also when I fall. Can you rise to service such as that?” she asked. 
 
    Paris did not part her eyes from Gensa’s intent stare. “Yes,” she answered softly. “I shall try to match you. Determined, gentle, bearing might with splendor.” 
 
    Gensa kissed her and pulled her in warmly with the strength of her arms. She upheld Paris above the rising water and leaned down into her, gently moving her lips against the smaller, crimson pair of her tribute. Paris was sweet to taste, and Gensa stroked her back and passed her fingers underneath the thin white cloth of her gown. 
 
    “Then you are mine,” Gensa said. She had to hold Paris aloft for how the woman swooned in her grasp, the kiss having apparently obliterated her. Gensa took the chance to study her face and saw how warm the blush looked against her pale cheek. Paris had sense enough left to pass her hands along the shapely bulges of Gensa’s muscular midriff and thighs, and she trembled with visible desire. 
 
    “I feel so happy now… it is all too much to think about. Let me show you… how grateful I am,” Paris said, her words coming with no ease. But Gensa understood well enough, and stroked her head with her palm, before straightening up to stand before her. 
 
    “Whatever you wish, tonight you can have. Though I should express my general intentions.” She put her finger under Paris’ chin and grinned down at her, showing her first moment’s bashfulness. “In making you mine, I would sow you. You will bear for me at least one calf; may she be a proud and beautiful daughter of Pasiphae, like me.” 
 
    Paris gasped and her mouth was agape, yet her lips curled into a grin and she let out a sharp laugh. “I had wondered if that was your desire. Gensa… I can not claim to be ready, but I would take your gift and embrace the task with all my heart,” she said with sincerity. “To think there might be more minotaurs, through me…” Her hand trailed along Gensa’s thigh, and then her pal fingers curled under the wide base of her shaft. With a small intake of breath, Paris felt the weight of Gensa’s length and tried to comprehend taking it inside of herself. “It’s beyond my dreams.” There was a rich aroma that rose from it in waves, and soon, Paris gently settled her lips against the smooth curve of Gensa’s cock, smooching her halfway down the length. 
 
    “Well, I can see you as a mother,” Gensa told her. She straightened out and allowed Paris to worship her, seeing the redhead's fixation on her sizable length. She was often craved but took pleasure in Paris’ wholehearted commitment. “A different kind of service. More rewarding, and suitable to you.” 
 
    Paris put her lips before Gensa’s flared tip and giggled with her mouth open wide. It seemed a near-preposterous effort to try to swallow up any part of her. Gensa still felt soft and squishy in her hands, and she lolled her tongue against the flat end of her length, tasting it. She was helpless before Gensa, driven by her passionate joy and the musk of Gensa’s body. “But you barely know me yet,” Paris remarked with a heated giggle. 
 
    “Well I’m getting to know you,” Gensa said playfully. She held her length about the base in one and, and gently set her other hand on Paris’ head. Her palm felt large and sturdy as it gripped her fiery locks. “Has living among gladiator’s made you a tough gal?” 
 
    “Eheh. I’d like to think so,” Paris chuckled and remarked. “I might not be so brave as you,” she said with a big and playful grin. Paris dragged her tongue around the wide circle of Gensa’s flared tip. The minotaur’s length seemed to buck in greeting the tongue, and its front swelled and bulged, curving up toward Paris’ pale face. She opened her mouth and made a valiant effort, pressing around the wide tip of Gensa’s cock until she managed to slide some of it into her mouth. Even with her best foot forward she could not get the whole flat front past her teeth. 
 
    “Good effort, cutie,” Gensa said. She pinched Paris’ cheek, and adored the sight of her cute lips stretched so wide in an effort to suck her off. She lined herself up and slid her hand to the back of Paris’ head. “Pow.” Gensa bucked her hips forward while she held Paris secure, and with a sudden pop, her wide cockhead was pushed past Paris’ teeth to fill her mouth. 
 
    A rich taste met Paris’ senses, and her eyes went wide. She could hardly pull herself free. Gensa filled all the space between her lips to the start of her throat and still had a foot of length to spare. She moaned around the cock that filled her mouth and rolled her tongue beneath its pinning weight. “Is that enough of a taste?” Gensa asked with amusement, taking her hand off Paris and leaning back some as she watched the smaller woman groan and strain, her every motion teasing Gensa’s tip. Gensa stroked herself off some, and let her pleasure rise until a stream of precum would begin to flow. Paris felt it pooling up in the back of her throat, rich and creamy enough to make her salivate. She gulped and swallowed down what felt like a full load of release, but Gensa was only beginning. 
 
    “Take a breath,” Gensa instructed and ceased stroking herself off. “We may as well see if you can handle this,” she couldn’t help but chuckle with slight nervousness, concerned that the slave might have eyes bigger than her stomach when it came to what she could take. Still, she began to push forward, again holding Paris firmly about the head, as her length bent and worked its way down her throat. Her cock had emerged altogether from its sheath and was half the length of Paris’ arm, but it slid down slow and sure into the slick and receptive depths of her throat. Gensa let out a deep moan as her cock was so tightly embraced, and did not meet any true resistance, even as Paris’ tightly stretched lips were pressed to the minotaur’s groin. 
 
    “Paris… you’re perfect,” Gensa told her with appreciation. She threw her head back and huffed a breath of excitement, and felt her cock buck within Paris, spraying out a spurt of cum directly into her belly. The servant was like a warm sleeve around her cock, and she could have held her there and fed her a steady stream of cum until she was on the verge of passing out. Gensa slowly pulled back after a few moments however, and let Paris fill her lungs with air. 
 
    The redhead moaned loudly, her eyes fleeting up to Gensa and then rolling back. With just the tip lodged in her mouth again, cum spilled directly onto her tongue. For a moment she could not swallow it and it came in such excess, and with a short cough and a gag, cum was sent spewing out of her nose. “Ah! Oop.” Gensa jerked herself free as gently as she could, her cockhead popping noisily from Paris mouth and spraying a rope of cum onto her face. 
 
    “So good,” Paris moaned as though beside herself. She gasped for air, the thick white line of spunk dripping down her face. “Does it please you?” she asked, whimpering needfully. 
 
    “Yes, you please me well, Paris. We’ll try that more. But now comes the real test. She turned Paris around before herself and stooped down to hug her gently from behind. “Are you ready? You are so soft and supple, but I fear you fragile.” 
 
    Paris moaned eagerly. “I can take it. I want it,” she said. 
 
    “Then you will have it,” Gensa squatted and put her hands around Paris’ thighs, and hoisted her up high, seated in her hands. She stood at her full height again and slowly spread Paris’ legs wide, supporting the smaller woman’s back with her breasts. “We’ll try like this. It seems to give you the best chance. Are you flexible?” Gensa asked. Her strength felt incredible as she easily manipulated Paris into position. Her long equine cock aimed itself up and found its way under the transparent white silks the servant wore. Her pussy was wet and adorned with a tiny lock of fiery hair, and seemed altogether too small of a sheath for Gensa. 
 
    The rush was intense, and Paris could hardly speak for how she anticipated the pleasure to come. She moaned as Gensa pressed up against the mound of her pussy, and rocked her hips back and forth as though to massage her oversized tip in. Gensa parted Paris’ legs wide and then pulled them back and snug against herself. Her arms met at Paris’ head, where she securely interlocked her fingers, with a leg held in the nook of either arm. 
 
    “We’re gonna make it happen. This; our daughter. Fiery and born free,” Gensa said. With her might, she pushed up, and inevitably, her enormous girth found its way into Paris, sending shattering waves of bliss through her as it stretched her out from within. She stood and carried Paris and began to fuck her in a way the woman had never felt. Her entire body was held aloft and suspended in bliss, being used from one end to the other by the time Gensa had taken her fully. Every muscle in her body tensed as she pulled Paris up only to slam her down again, and push her flared cockhead all the way up into Gensa’s waiting womb. 
 
    “Gensaaa!” Paris moaned. Her voice was full of adoration and cheer but rang out with the intensity of a fangirl’s cry. In her name, Gensa heard ‘I love you’, and ‘I need this’ in more clear terms than Paris could otherwise have spoken. Now it was the slave who impressed her and seemed mighty beyond belief. She let herself go, engaging in her pleasure with the beastly fervor she had held withstrained. Her enormous cock pushed into Paris’ depths again and again, the force of her slamming thrusts sending ripples through Paris’ flesh. Her drenched gown was transparent and did nothing to obscure her, and Gensa secured her hands around Paris’ torso, squeezing her breasts and feeling her firm nipples against her palms. 
 
    With explosive finality, Gensa pushed Paris all the way down to the hilt, until she could feel her own cockhead bulging up from within the woman’s chest. Just then, the fullness of her load was unleashed, and a thick abundance of cum began to pump up into Paris’ depths. Her womb was filled, her body stretched and stuffed beyond her comprehension, and the ecstasy of orgasm washed over her like a tidal wave. 
 
    Bliss, freedom, fantasy. She knew not where then she lay. When she came back to her senses, she was again being carried tenderly in Gensa’s arms. “You are damaged property now,” Gensa told her with a great laugh. “I have bred you, so I must buy you.” Paris could only coo a little note of happiness, the intensity of their engagement leaving her spent. The sense of relaxation and peace upon her was like nothing she had felt in her life, and she looked up at Gensa with dreamy adoration, ready to give her life to the mighty minotaur woman and the strong sons and daughters they would rear together. 
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