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Entacia hauls a bounteous and heavy gift back to her temple: a chest filled with the tribute gift received from the noblewoman Viada. Unbeknownst to her, another treasure has found its way into that offering. Lady Viada’s masseuse Vami has become a stowaway, determined to find a new life for herself in service of Entacia, and the temple to the wilds the amazon calls home. Seeing that the servant is eager to be of use, the high priestess Sitrina agrees that Entacia should take her on as an apprentice, and train her in their ways, given that Vami does her utmost to keep her new mistress well cared for and satisfied.
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Entacia made fast past through the densely overgrown rainforest trails, knowing well the path that would return her to the temple. The noblewoman Viada’s tribute weighed heavily on her, and although she knew the priestess would be grateful for such an abundant gift, the envoy did not in that moment appreciate it. Her strong, broad back held the large chest overhead, finding it too large to balance against her shoulder, despite their bulbous and muscular presence. Her strength served her well, and she kept fast pace, tiring little in the dense muscle of her legs, but much more so in the bend of her neck.



Sunlight’s warmth eventually greeted her, cutting a way through the dense canopy and brush above and before the amazon. She knew these parts well, where a dozen winding trails sneaked through a food-garden paradise of cultivated wilds. Here marked the end of her empire, and the temple, dedicated to this wilderness and its god, preserved the boundary between one world and the other.



Sitrina sat in authority there, beloved and respected by most, although she was an outsider. She had endeared herself to Entacia long before attaining any position of respect before the divine, displaying her wise and gentle character, and a demeanor that made her seem regal, even in the lowest of places. Favor for her had been proclaimed in her beauty, her adept oration, and her control of conduct, such that among all the acolytes, she was soon invariably recognized as destined for this role.



Breathing in the warm fresh air of the field, Entacia left the rainforest’s cover behind, and entered into the gardens of the temple. The produce that grew here was preternaturally vibrant and lush, well flavored and slow to rot, thanks to the blessings bestowed by the fae. The mutual respect upheld here had benefited both peoples, and Entacia knew that for some, the connection ran deeper still.



She wondered what her daughters were doing now. Approaching the temple courts, she overheard its typical bustle, with the cries of merchants interwoven with bursts of laughter. Soon others were beside her on the trail, giving a curious attention to the ornately fashioned casket she hauled, although none impeded her progress. She towered over them all by near an arm’s length, and was sweaty from her exertion, with an expression of dutiful focus held sternly on her features.



A myriad of food aromas met her as she entered the courts. Around the temple’s base all manner of yurt and food stall had been erected, and the merchants were hastily peddling a variety of goods. The degree of visitation here was immense during these harvesting seasons, and many amenities were offered to the guests. On one end of the wide stone court, bathing pools were carved into the stone, currently well packed with those seeking to escape the heat. Against the temple's foot, a large canopy enclosed a shaded area, where guards adorned in ornate crimson armor kept a careful perimeter. Many stood in line to give an offering to Sitrina, or seek her advice on a matter pertaining to spirit and the wilds.



An incident some days ago had caused the priestess to bolster her soldiery, although even then she allowed the joyful crowd to linger near, listening to her sermonizing. Entacia did not join the lines, but cleared her throat and made a steady advance through the crowds, coming before Sitrina with little delay.



The priestess was reclined on a cushioned bench, and wore a vibrant red dress that sparkled with rubies and golden filigree. She could not miss the towering presence of her amazon envoy making way through the crowds, and clapped her hands to call for acknowledgement of her arrival.



“What a gift you bring!” Sitrina called out, laughing with great warmth. “Come now, lend her a hand,” Sitrina said, waving off some of her bodyguards to go and relieve Entacia. “You ought to be competing for a part in delivering such treasure as this,” Sitrina scolded them playfully, bouncing her foot as she remained in an utmost reclined posture.



The chest of tribute was brought before the priestess, and Entacia also approached, taking the moment to stretch her shoulders and turn her neck before she stepped before the divine representative. “From the Lady Viada, who sends luxuries for your delight, and blesses your health. By my eyes, fruitful has been your friendship, and your accord, upholded.” Entacia stooped down in a low bow before Sitrina, and then turned to undo the latch of the chest.



“She and you alike spoil me well,” Sitrina praised, watching with interest along with the crowd gathered there. “I will see that you share in her generosity,” Sitrina told her, a hint of playful and amiably affection leaking through her formal and poised manner of speech.



Entacia opened the chest, and stepped back, showing clear surprise at what she beheld inside. There, curled up amidst the other offerings, was Viada’s servant Vami. All at once the amazon realized that the girl had stowed away, and in fact, begun to help herself on the chocolates and seasoned seaweed that was for the temple. Some confused chatter moved amidst the crowd, and Sitrina pursed her lips with surprise, wondering if this was some manner of jest.



“How thoughtful of her!” Sitrina said with a boisterous laugh. “Although, we do not offer humans to the gods, here,” she said, to the amusement of the crowd.



Vami sat upright, fixing her wildly tousled hair and staring around herself with wide eyes. She gave an uneasy grin, knowing not how to explain herself. After a moment she stepped out of the chest, and gestured to it, and then to herself, proclaiming. “For you, and for your temple.”



Entacia cleared her throat. “My divine, there has been some mistake. The noblewoman Viada did not give me this woman, as fine a gift as she may be,” Entacia chortled softly. “I have only just now realized it, but I believe I inadvertently helped her escape her service.”



Sitrina raised her brows, looking between the towering amazon and the much smaller, soft bodied servant woman, who was adorned in creased pink robes of silk. She looked somewhat disheveled from her cramped traveling quarters. “You were not a slave. Why not come on your own accord, if you are so eager to serve?” Sitrina inquired. She curled a finger toward Vami, beaconing her to approach and be scrutinized.



Vami gnawed on her lip uncertainly, looking back and forth at the many present faces with a degree of shyness. She didn’t know Sitrina, although she understood the great authority of this temple and it’s order. In truth, Vami was a fool in the depths of her heart, though one with good and loving intentions. “Priestess, I could never find my way through such a jungle,” she said by way of a meek excuse. Then, suddenly, Vami threw herself down on the carpeting before Sitrina, and showed her reverence. “But I know that here is where I am meant to be. By your will, I'd serve you and this temple. I’d serve Entacia and learn from her!” Vami proclaimed her wish with conviction.



Entacia was shocked, and knew not how she should hold herself at this suggestion. It was dreadfully improper, bypassing much ritual and tradition that even the temple guards and foraging scouts upheld. Yet, she was endeared by the servant, and had found her delightful during her time at Viada’s palace. Vami had proven eager in service then, and treated Entacia with skill and enthusiasm. Entacia’s own home was empty now, her daughters were grown and chasing new affections of their own, and so she found herself oddly unopposed to this most bold request. She looked up to meet Sitrina’s eyes, showing her an expression that conveyed her bewilderment, but also her ultimate concurrence.



“You, stowaway of salt and sweets, have such heart and will. How can I deny you?” Sitrina asked, her ruby lips curling into a wide grin. “Promise only that your loyalties will not remain fleeting, and I will make you my ranger. I give you to Entacia’s charge, until you know the rules and principles of this land, and the land that we share with the natural spirits.”



Vami beamed a wide grin at her, and scrambled up from where she bowed, taking Sitrina’s delicate hand in her own and kissing it vivaciously. “I’ll serve well, this I promise,” Vami said assuredly. “I’ll learn to range for you!” she proclaimed eagerly, although she knew little of what was involved in such an undertaking.



Sitrina smiled at her, and called Entacia over to her side. She reached to gently settle her hand against the towering amazon’s back, and give her an amused smile before directing her gaze back to the foolhardy servant. “What is your name?” she asked.



“Am Vami!” the servant proclaimed, rising to her feet, but remaining stooped in a bow of excessive respectfulness as she backed away.



“Present, then, that tribute which was actually intended for me,” Sitrina said, giving her a first order. The crowd was chatting with interest as word spread of the temple’s new member, wondering what to make of this silly seeming yet beautiful servant, who held herself with such energy. Despite the oddity of her appearance, Vami seemed to desire nothing more than to be of use.



Vami was pink in the features, but grinning ear to ear as she bent over the chest and reached inside. First she gathered up the parceled chocolates - those which she had not already gotten into herself - and carried them back to Entacia and the lounging priestess. In great variety they were prepared, and each was ornately finished like handcrafted wooden beads.



“When last Viada paid me tribute, it was these that were the first to disappear,” Sitrina said with a chortle, recalling how swiftly she had burned through her own supply. This time she may be less inclined to share with the acolytes. “Give me one,” she instructed, letting her vibrant lips part expectantly.



Vami delicately placed one of the chocolates in Sitrina’s mouth, and watched her eat it. The priestess wore a strong and sincere expression of delight, assailed with a sweetness and flavor that was hard to find in the chocolates of this side of the rainforest. Unbidden, Vami extended her hand high, offering a second chocolate to Entacia, who had until then worn a stern expression, as though wondering how she might scold her new servant for this endeavor. It was difficult to remain cross with her, though Entacia’s back still ached, and she accepted the treat, finding it’s blissful taste swiftly overpowering her sense of embarrassment. Sitrina of course would have never lost respect for Entacia over such a thing, but there would be significant gossip.



Vami returned to the chest, and brought out the other parcels. The seasoned seaweed was arranged in many assorted flavors, and a linen sack of honied berry and nut clusters was set with it by Sitrina’s feet. Other such luxury treats from Viada’s homeland followed, but Vami soon withdrew the best prize. She hefted a massive citrine gem-cluster from the chest, and presented it before Sitrina with a bow.



The priestess’s gaze was affixed, and stared intently at that golden and orange color, admiring the many large and perfectly formed outcroppings that sprouted up from it’s stony base. No stone in her collection matched this one for beauty and splendor, and she resonated deeply with it, knowing that the universe had brought this crystal through all the ages so that it might arrive before her. Like Sitrina, Vami had vibrant fiery orange hair, and although it was currently a right mess, that she should offer this stone confirmed, for the priestess at least, that Vami had always been attended to accompany it.



“Magnificent,” Sitrina declared. She had the stone placed on a lower table near where she laid, and continued to admire it with an affixed attention. “Entacia has borne me many blessings today,” Sitrina declared, “and I will prize them all.” She smiled warmly at Vami, and indicated that she might leave the rest of the chest’s contents where they were. “Your new mistress is weary, and will need her energy to begin your training,” Sitrina stated clearly. “I know that you will serve her well. Go and see to it.”



Vami bobbed her head assuredly, eager and receptive to the instruction. She gazed about them past the crowds, and observed the great temple courts, and the distant greenery of the rainforest over those low stone walls. This new life had called to her, and she would immerse herself in its purpose, and do all that she could to grow and become more attuned to the spirit of the wilds through her service. To be Entacia’s apprentice was a delight to her, but she felt the weight of the expectation. Inside, Vami held a powerful sense of duty to prove worthy of her teacher’s greatness, and offer back an echo of that immense power and skill by her own means. Truly, it was for Entacia that Vami had come. She had been captivated by the amazon’s reserved and confident demeanor and the way she held both strength and elegance in a vast but balanced degree. Now Sitrina too captivated her, and reaffirmed the rightness of her decision through her accepting demeanor, and apparent awareness of the sincerity of Vami’s decision, despite how reckless it may have seemed.



Entacia guided Vami away from there, and toward her own residence in the temple, where a portion of a wing was reserved for her. When they were away from the crowds, she met Vami’s gaze and shook her head with an amused disbelief. “At least your last mistress has the restraint to await my return. Yet I imagine you felt somehow unsatisfied.”



Vami giggled at her nervously, following along quickly to keep pace with the amazon’s powerful strides. She was led into a chamber that served as living quarters adjacent to Entacia’s room. Here the amazon’s heavy armor was on display, although she ordinarily only wore the crimson and gold ornamental bikini armor that obscured her breasts and groin. “Not unsatisfied,” Vami assured her, remembering well the extent of the satisfaction she had received. “I just… knew so clearly what I had to do, and could think of no other way.”



Entacia showed her some understanding with a soft gaze, unable to help but appreciate the youthful spontaneity and courage of the woman. “It will not be all satisfaction for you. I mean to put you to use. I hope your will remains steadfast when the task tests your endurance.”



“I meant all that I said,” Vami told her confidently. “I can think of no one better to teach me. I do not know much about using a bow, but I want to learn the way of the rainforest. I want to be able to live as you do, with knowledge and skill that lets you be in accord with all things, fearless, full of vigor and health, and so grand in spirit.”



Entacia looked down at her with a keen interest. She knew that the servant was being sincere, for how she spoke with conviction and admiration in each word. “But this is not all you want from me,” Entacia said assuredly, searchingly watching the servant’s expression to see if it might confess what her words withheld. Vami, however, let her words fall freely.



“No… you know that I want so very much more,” she said tenderly, stepping near to Entacia and directing her violet eyes to meet the towering amazon’s own gaze. Entacia peered down between the valley of her breasts to see the servant craning her neck, their immense size difference exemplified by such close proximity.



“You will have that too,” Entacia assured her. She gently settled her large hand against Vami’s head, and combed her hand through those fiery locks, gently scritching the smaller woman’s scalp with her nails. “First, you will work my back, and do so well,” Entacia commanded. She laid out a large and billowy blanket over a low stone dining table in the middle of that room, and then put a second one, crimson silk packed with wool, above that. “Then, I will work you.” Entacia told her firmly. “After all, I must begin to toughen you up at once,” she said, a sly grin curling across her features as she prepared to settle down over the table, finding it a suitable enough place for a massage.



Here was where Vami’s talents lay, and the opportunity to repay Entacia’s agreement to train her with those skills she had built in her prior service. She recalled well the massage she had granted Entacia at Viada’s palace, and was eager to lay hands on the amazon’s muscular form once more. “If you ache, that’s my fault. Though I am pleased you were strong enough to manage my… transportation,” Vami said with a bashful giggle.



Entacia watched Vami with a keen eye. She would be useful to her, although Entacia could speak not of her potential talents in service to the temple. One of the amazon’s daughters had become a bodyguard to the priestess, and another a scout of the wilds. Vami too may one day traverse the rainforest, gathering the fruits and rare herbs for incense. “Help me with my armor, then,” Entacia instructed her. If the servant was so eager to serve her again, then Entacia would permit it. Since departure her thoughts had been filled with the pleasures Vami and her previous mistress Viada had offered during her visitation, and although she could not kindle Vami’s ego by admitting it, she was craving her softness again.



Vami smoothed over her dress with her hands, and swiftly approached. She moved behind Entacia and reached high up to the broadness of the amazon’s back, which towered two feet above her head. There she found the metal clasp that held Entacia’s chestpiece in place, and unlatched it. The armor fell to the ground with a clatter of metal on stone.



“Be gentle with my things,” Entacia instructed her sternly.



“Apologies - next time I’ll catch it,” Vami promised.



Entacia turned around to face her, and caught Vami’s gaze exploring up her body and admiring the heaviness of her breasts. They were massive when compared to Vami’s proportions, each being as large as her head, and crowned by a perky dark teat. “You will need some new clothes of your own,” Entacia mused, looking down at her unabashedly. Her finger’s drummed against the metal band at her belt, instructing Vami to continue in her task. Entacia wore bright red lace panties under the metal codpiece that guarded her groin as latched at her hip. Soon Vami’s fingers found the working of it, and she removed the armor, setting it carefully aside. Within Entacia’s crimson lace panties, the distinct and sizable presence of her bulge could be easily perceived.



“And do you desire to keep this on?” Vami asked innocently. “It would not much impair my work.”



Entacia huffed with amusement. “It might. No, finish what you’ve started,” she commanded her.



Vami curled her fingers between the band of the panties and Entacia’s lower abdomen, and slowly tugged the tight piece of fabric away. It was elastic enough, but resisted her effort as she attempted to bring it down over the thickness of Entacia’s muscular thighs. When the band was managed past the amazon’s bulge, her heavy and dark cock flopped out of it’s snug imprisonment. So tall was Entacia that her sex hung near Vami’s eye level, and the servant was brought face to face with it, seeming unable to direct her gaze away.



“Do not get carried away, now. I will decide when you may have that,” Entacia told her firmly. The aroma of her sweetness carried to Vami’s nose, and she saw that Entacia’s flaccid length and heavy balls were dampened still by the sweat of her traveling. She knew well the wonder of the amazon’s taste, and could not help but salivate, wondering for how long she must serve before Entacia would have her. The hunger for that cock had been no small part of the motivation that led her to such a drastic effort to remain near to the amazon. Her mistress Viada was a beautiful woman, but Vami had never experienced such pleasure as Entacia could manage with that tool.



“By all means mistress, make yourself comfortable and I will get to work,” Vami said, stifling a small giggle. She could not mask her desire or pretend that intention was lacking, for Entacia knew well what reward that little redhead truly craved for loyalty such as this.



Entacia went to the massage bed she had prepared, and laid herself down on her stomach, breathing a heavy sigh as she entrusted her weight to it. She recalled fondly the fine bed and sheets Viada had offered during her stay there, but knew that by tomorrow, her strength would be returned.



“I will keep your task simple, for now. It is my neck and shoulders that you helped to strain,” Entacia said, gesturing to them as she rested her chin on her arms. “But thereafter you will also attend to my thighs. It is a lot of muscle for your little hands to traverse, is it not?” she inquired smugly.



“So very much,” Vami concurred, positioning herself near. Entacia’s back was a plane of strength, with width and densely packed muscle in each part of her, but not so great a bulk as to leave her agility stunted. She was truly massive, and laid out like so, would require Vami to make great strides just to access all of her. Vami settled her soft hands gently against Entacia’s thick neck, and set about her task with obedient haste. “Just one of your legs is as large as I am,” she said with a laugh.



“And much stronger,” Entacia assured her. As she felt that delicate touch begin to work against her muscle, her thoughts turned to a greater contentment, and she discarded any irritation held about Vami’s deception. It would be good to have one who could attend to her needs, and the servant had shown her skill at such work. Beyond this, Entacia allowed herself to slip into fantasy of all the ways that she might enjoy Vami’s servitude to its fullest. The young woman had few firm edges, and was well endowed about the breast and rear, with a pale and graspable softness that pleased Entacia well. It would be all too easy to hoist Vami up and utilize her for whatever pleasure Entacia might desire, leaving her filled with the sweetness of her release as a daily reward for her continued service.



Here, Vami showed her care and attention, and sought out Entacia’s newly acquired aches with precision in her touch. She could sense the tension under her palm, and knew that a woman of such strength required greater attention than she seemed to be receiving. Vami wondered why the acolytes of this temple did not volunteer themselves for such a duty, but was pleased to have Entacia all to herself. To please with a touch was her art, and the vast canvas afforded to her through the powerful amazon’s built would allow for much practice. She kneaded with gradually increasing pressure, moving her palm in small circles about the plate of Entacia’s shoulder, and loosening her gradually before she would begin to seek and eliminate those deeper laying discomforts. Soon, she sought out Entacia’s pain and targeted it with two fingers, stroking gently along each packet of muscle until the soreness was put to a proper rest.



Entacia found the stiffness of her shoulder’s alleviated swiftly, and another ache became gradually more prevalent. She did not hinder her own thoughts from dwelling on the recollection of Vami’s beauty, and the pale softness of her form that the amazon had treated herself to before. She immersed herself in those lustful contemplations deliberately, allowing herself to grow hard against the blankets that supported her. Vami would have her reward sooner than she expected, although Entacia meant to require a fuller attention to her muscles soon enough. There would be time for Vami to attend to every inch of her, but a more urgent need took priority.



“You’re doing well. Leave my back for now,” Entacia instructed her.



Vami retracted her hands and looked over Entacia’s form. “To your thighs, then?” she inquired, and seeing the amazon nod, stepped along the length of her laid body to position herself near there. Each thigh was heavy with its muscle, and there was some softness to be felt there which was otherwise lacking in Entacia’s build. Vami secured both her hands against one thigh just below the curve of Entacia’s wide and heavy rear, and got the feel of it, stroking along until she had a more keen awareness of just how the amazon’s muscles, and so her tensions, were arranged.



“And down between them, more toward my front,” Entacia said, a slight grin resting on her lips as she waited for Vami's discovery. Obediently, the servant pressed in with her hands, moving one between the strong form of both thighs to curl her fingers around toward Niko’s front, while the other passed over the side of her hip. Entacia felt Vami’s soft fingertips prod gently against the firmness of her cock, which, hidden, laid some length between and under her thighs, with a readiness that surprised the servant enough to make her gasp.



“Have I aroused you?” Vami asked, her fingertips dragging gently along the underside of Entacia’s cock, which was faced up and toward her as the head pointed down toward the amazon’s feet. “I had not intended for this service to be appeasing in that particular way, although if that is what you desire…” Vami let the inquiry drop to a questioning silence.



“Yes, pet. Now, do your duty,” Entacia told her outright, and slowly parted her heavy thighs, revealing the dark length that was pressed so snugly against the bed. “You may attend to the rest of your task with your lips,” Entacia told her commandingly, and with a confidence that displayed her certainty in Vami’s fulfillment of this order.



Vami stared with wide eyes at the impressive length, and looked between it and the back of Entacia’s head. She knew then that such work would be a part of her daily responsibilities, and wondered if she ought not confess how agreeable she found that to be, lest Entacia decide she ought work harder for the privilege. Her soft hand curled under Entacia’s cock and scooped it up, hoisting the immense and heavy shaft up past those muscular thighs. The amazon groaned as her erect length strained against the bending pressure, throbbing and pushing back down against Vami’s hand. Entacia adjusted herself, arching her back slightly to poise her rear higher, and make the angle more agreeable.



Vami passed both her hands over the length, stroking it gently from it’s base to its bulbous head. The cock was nearly a foot and a half in length, and thick enough that to swallow it was an immense challenge, although one that Vami was determined to meet. She swept her leg up over the table, and sat on the back of Entacia’s knees, leaning forward until the warmth of her breath could be felt against the Amazon’s cockhead. “Fitting that I should cause and alleviate this tension, too. It seems the massage of my lips may serve you as well as my hands,” Vami said with a warm and sultry giggle. Leaning down further still, she extended her tongue, and laid it against the softness of the upward facing underside of Entacia’s cock near the tip. From there, she dragged her tongue along the great distance with a firm lick, tasting Entacia, and teasing her with the gentle prodding force. Vami soon found her face pressing gently against Entacia’s ass as her tongue strained to reach the very base of the amazon’s cock, where her heavy balls rested. She put a kiss upon them, pressing her lips into the heavy softness of that dark and delicious sack.



Entacia’s cock firmly stiffened at the servant’s attention, straining to push forward against Vami’s supporting hands. Just that tension and the weight of it alone was enough to make Vami struggle to keep Entacia held up and accessible to her, as she found herself wrestling against its strength. How weak she felt by comparison to the towering amazon, that she should struggle even with the forceful throbbing of her erection. Determined, she laid down over Entacia’s legs, and lowered her face until her chin rested between the amazon’s thighs just past the back of her knees. Entacia’s cockhead was aimed toward her lips, and Vami wiggled herself forward until she met it with a kiss.



The swollen head was larger than her fist, and as of yet still soft enough that she might manage to somewhat compress it, and fit it past her lips. She knew by now that to swallow the head of Entacia’s cock was the most difficult part, and that the rest of that still-enormous shaft would be able to slide in easily enough, inch by inch. Vami let her lips part, bringing the face of the muscular woman’s cock into her mouth, and lolling her tongue over it’s tip. Already Entacia had a small morsel of sweetness to offer Vami’s tongue, and the servant drank down her early release, sent at once into an intense state of craving as she experienced that delicious flavor. She longed to be once more filled to the brim with an abundant offering of Entacia’s thick cum, and sent into that blissful and warm euphoria she so desired.



“Such a sweet little tongue,” Entacia said softly, feeling Vami’s slurping and licking teasing her head. “You excite me too much, and you’ll never manage past there,” Entacia warned her with a laugh, tensing her cock so that it slightly inflated with the flow of blood to it’s swollen head. “I cum much faster than you can swallow, you know. It’s quite important you take me deep into your throat. I would not have you waste a drop of my vitality,” Entacia ordered her.



Vami’s eyes showed with a determined anticipation, and her hunger drove her forward, so that she pressed firmly forward and down with her head, while firmly wrestling Entacia’s cock up to meet her lips at the optimal angle. She strained to open her mouth as widely as possible, and suddenly, Entacia’s cock burst past that barrier, filling the entirety of Vami’s mouth with it’s sultry presence. The servant groaned and drooled from the almost overpowering taste of Entacia’s delicious cock, which filled her mouth so entirely that she had to huff heavy breaths through her nose. Now that the edge of the cockhead was past her lips, the seal made between them and it was tight, and there was no easy means to spit it out again.



“Yes, I now think it was for the best you came,” Entacia said with a soft chortle. “You and I are going to have a lot of fun.” She slowly shifted and rose to her knees, her cock straightening before Vami while her heavy sack was propped up by it’s base, and presented as a goal for the servant’s lips to strive for. “Show me what you can do, before I have my way,” Entacia told her. She knew well that Vami was adept at taking such an immense length into her throat, but for the pleasure of them both, would soon cease control and dictate the pace herself. For something like this, the amazon found it best to put her strength to use.



Vami pushed forward, groaning as she felt the huge and hot presence of Entacia’s cock advancing slowly past her mouth. It’s swollen cockhead massaged the depths of her throat, pushing further down until it had turned the bend of her neck. The servant gagged, drooling messily around the seal of her lips and Entacia’s girth. Her neck bulged, stretched out from the width of her mistress. With all her will and desire, Vami moved her head in forward, until her nose was smothered by Entacia’s full and weighty ballsack, and her lips went further.



“Well done…” Entacia cooed appreciatively. “It is good that you can manage it without aid. I shall often desire to simply lay back and allow you to do your duty,” Entacia informed her. “But not this time.” She began to back up, and straightened herself out on her knees, pushing Vami backward as she rose up to straddle over her. Even kneeling, Entacia could position herself well to thrust down into Vami’s neck, as the servant rested on her legs with her head and torso bent backward like a limboer. Vami moaned and stared up the length of Entacia’s cock, her head held high and upside down as the immense amazon prepared to thrust with the crushing power of her weight behind her. Entacia’s balls now dangled before Vami’s eyes, and as the Amazon drove herself down and forward, rushed to meet her face.



Entacia let a boisterous laugh fill the room as her sack collided with Vami’s features, slapping her with sizable weight. She let them rest there as she eased herself in further still, smothering Vami under her balls until every last inch of her enormous cock was sheathed in the servant’s throat. Entacia gently settled her hands around Vami’s neck, holding her firmly there to keep the servant well positioned to meet her thrusts. She could feel the immense presence of her cock through the stretched flesh of Vami’s throat, and hear the servant’s moans reverberating from her core. “Oh Vami, you’re so very tight,” Entacia teased her playfully, imitating the masseuse's own words. “Shall I loosen you up a little?”



Vami groaned the affirmatively weakly, lost in a lustful stupor. What little air she could find in that moment was laden with Entacia’s sweet aroma, and the servant could only relax herself and become immersed in the total ecstatic bliss of being so thoroughly used and filled. Entacia gently bounced her hips back and forth while the whole of her cock was swallowed, swabbing it in the depths of Vami’s throat and pleasing herself with the servants groans and gags.



Slowly withdrawing herself, Entacia felt the width of her cockhead dragging steadily along the silken and wet softness of Vami’s warmth, eventually passing into the servant’s mouth once more, where her tongue clumsily slurped and licked against it. The tight pressure of Vami’s lips had drawn up a new mouthful of precum from the base of Entacia’s cock, and as the amazon was almost withdrawn from it, it emptied out onto Vami’s needful tongue. Vami’s eyes rolled toward her brow as she experienced the sudden intensity of that flavor, feeling it’s weight sloshing over her tongue. For Entacia, this early gift would serve as a suitable bit of additional lubricant. She suddenly thrust herself down and forward again, holding Vami securely in place around the neck as her cock filled the servant from her mouth nearly to her stomach. With this angle, Entacia found her movements unimpaired, and soon fell into a rhythm, drawing her heavy hips back and up, and then down and forward with an ever increasing pace. Every inch of her length experienced the tight pleasure of Vami’s throat, which accepted her over abundance with a hot and firm embrace.



The amazon did not let up, but soon found a powerful momentum, and was thrusting and withdrawing with all the excitement and energy that she had, rushing unheeded toward the bliss of release. Vami would soon have her first reward as Entacia’s servant, and the amazon knew little else would satisfy her but a full and powerful release, generous enough to distend the servant’s belly and leave her feeling bloated and satisfied for the night. She began to waddle back on her knees, dragging Vami by the head. The amazon slid off the massage bed, and laid Vami down before herself on her back, holding her neck at the edge of the bed, where the angle and height would be ideal for Entacia’s thrust. Vami moaned eagerly, taking a breath through her nose when able. Her hair cascaded down toward the floor as her head was suspended off the bed.



Entacia took her time with the first thrust in this new position, grinning down at Vami as she slowly eased her immense length into that living fucksleeve of a person. Vami’s neck bulged, but to Entacia’s satisfaction, at her deepest she could see the bulge of her cockhead beyond Vami’s breast, pressing up through that soft and fuckable flesh. Releasing her neck, the amazon gripped the fabric of Vami’s creased dress under her strong fingers, and applied her strength, tearing it away. The servant’s soft and nude body was suddenly bared before her, with her pale heavy breasts jiggling with each movement of Entacia’s cock. A dusting of freckles adorned them to match Vami’s face, but the rest of her was bright and unblemished, especially the softer places. Entacia grabbed one of the servant's bare thighs, leaning forward as she bounced her hips repeatedly to pleasure the entirety of her fully embedded cock. The softness of Vami’s inner thigh bulged up between Entacia’s fingers, and the amazon directed her thumb to gently move along the servant’s slit, teasing her pussy with a gentleness that contrasted from the intensity of her facefucking. Her other hand rested on Vami’s belly, feeling her own cock through the servant’



s softness there.



“Now, you will be fed,” Entacia informed her softly. Already the powerful flowing energy of orgasm was rising within her, and she knew there would be an immense and imminent explosion of release. Even for one as insatiable as Vami, the quantity of Entacia’s cum would leave her utterly filled, and then some. She began to finger Vami hastily with her thick dark fingers, drenching them in the servant’s sweetness as they easily found their way some inches into her depths.



Vami felt Entacia’s cock begin to convulse powerfully within her, and an instant later, a great flow of hot and thick girlcum was expelled directly into her stomach. The amazon kept her cock firmly held at the deepest part of Vami it could reach, such that her release was emptied unhindered into Vami’s belly, and the servant had only to experience the pleasure of being filled. Entacia grunted with great tension, the pleasure striking her with a particular intensity as she met it in such full force. She felt each flow of cum passing through her channel, knowing well that each convulsion could have filled a cup. As the intense orgasm worked through her, she watched Vami’s belly, seeing the cum push up from the bulging presence of her cockhead within Vami’s stomach. The climactic rush went on and on, and ever more of that release was emptied into the cum-dump of a servant, until her whole stomach was slightly distended from the sloshing bucketload of virile seed expelled there.



The was lost in a world of bliss, all sense of discomfort non-existent, having been transformed into sheer pleasure through her selfless abandon. Knowing Entacia’s pleasure was the deepest of satisfactions to her, and she wanted nothing more than to be a good toy for the powerful and elegant woman’s delight. When at last her stomach could take no more, she confessed that she had reached her limit with a pleaing groan, and Entacia swiftly withdrew herself. The last heavy rope of cream lept out into Vami’s mouth before the amazon’s cock popped free, giving her another full taste of that sweetness which had all but bypassed her tongue.



“Lovely, Vami. I will consider this first training session a success,” Entacia praised her warmly. She let out a hearty chuckle at the blissful fucked-silly expression Vami wore, seeing the sheer happiness in the servant’s eyes as she swooned in the euphoria of Entacia’s vitality. The cum would invigorate her, but in such a state of stupor, she could do nothing but swim in that oceanic wonder of perfect contentment. Entacia squeezed out her cock, draining the last of her cum onto Vami’s disheveled face, before cleaning her cock off with the blanket.



“I will let you rest now, since you have worked so hard. But be ready to train fiercely tomorrow,” Entacia said. She applied a gentle and playful slap to Vami’s cheek, and then strode away into her room, leaving the servant with herself and the mess.
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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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