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The towering amazon Acalla has proven herself time and time again a worthy and noble servant of the priestess. At the temple that marks the edge of her empire, she keeps the peace, and serves Sitrina with eager dedication. Her feelings tempered by duty, Acalla had rarely permitted herself to so much as dream of the sweet softness of the holy woman’s form. Unimagined by her, Sitrina also seeks a moment’s closeness, and soon designs an opportunity to repay her servant’s enduring loyalty.
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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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Did you enjoy this novella? Tell about your experience or leave an Amazon Kindle Book Review to share your thoughts!







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