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A lone scout rushes through the desert, bearing the scorching heat with meager supplies. Desperation for water brings her to a raider camp guarded only by beautifully exotic women. A stealthy attempt to secure herself something to drink ends up working in her favor, though her thirst is quenched in a way she did not expect.
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The searing blades of light cut a path through the air in the dusty room, emanating from small cracks in the clay and misplaced thatching. A woman laid upon the angled stone floor of the ruined hut, clad in pale brown robes and heavy leather armguards. The journey had already set upon her form, and her robes were dusty and torn. She shifted in her sleep restlessly and finally stirred as a sunbeam settled upon her face with intense glare.



Reality was a tad askew in the moment that she woke. The uneven floor in an unfamiliar place beneath an unforgiving sun. She struggled in those first moments to remember how she had came to be here, though the grim realization offered her no comfort.



She groaned softly and rolled off of her padded mat, her body flopping heavily onto the dusty ground as she dragged a hand to her face and rubbed at it exhaustedly. She’d hardly managed to rest. Hot sweat culminated on her body, despite it having been too cold to sleep without her robes the evening before. The structure had not been as insulated as she had hoped, and she had arrived there long after dark. The heat of a day that came too quickly had baked the hut.



Nera reached out desperately for her canteen, dragging the vessel to herself and quicking bringing it to her lips. She was only granted a few meager gulps before the container was emptied, and she droped it with a small noise of unsatisfied desperation.



Finally she forced herself to rise unsteadily to her feet, casting her gaze upwards at the beams of light where the sun pierced the thatching. As best as she could judge the angle, the morning was already several hours old. She cursed herself for sleeping so long. Exhausted and thirsty, she leaned gently on the ancient huts supporting pillar and contemplated how best to proceed.



She had hoped to avoid any encounters with the imperial army or the raiders, but wouldn’t have been able to reach the city with the long route she had selected. That route was a grueling day of walking, and she knew from experience that she’d never make it with the water she had.



Nera breathed heavily and begins to undo a tied cloth from her waist. She shedded her desert robe and cast it aside, where it landed amidst a cloud of dust. Even nearly nude, she would only be able to withstand the intense heat with water. Her slender body was well tanned and mostly covered by thin cloth bindings and wraps, and she imagined it would be best to leave behind her heavier robe and try to make a fast pace. She expected her skin may burn, but the gentle breeze would keep her cool enough to endure it.



The cloth clad scout was lithe but gently toned. Her copper-auburn hair contrasted to some extent with her heavily tanned skin and dark dusty freckles. Her breasts, barely held back by a couple layers of thin white cloth, were perhaps smaller than average but well suited to her agile body. Her thighs were comparatively thick with some amount of muscle, and her hips were just slightly wider than her shoulders, giving her body a desirable pear shape.



She would need to take a more direct route for the city. There were some ruins near there that could provide her suitable cover. With luck, she’d not be caught outside the walls.



Reaching the ruins would be a grueling task by itself. She had experienced thirst of that intensity before, and was not looking forward to it. There was no more time to squander and dread, however, so Nera took up her empty canteen and tied it about her waist before rushing out into the sea of sand.
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The hours passed harshly beneath that glaring desert sky, and by the time the camp came into view as Nera ascended a sandy dune, she was desperate for water. Exhaustion had taken its toll on her and the journey was even more difficult than she remembered. Still, she could not yet rejoice.



The invading raiders had made a camp amidst the ruins. Their torches cast inky black smoke across the sky, and Nera could hear their horses whinnying tiredly. These barbarians had prevented her access to water twice already on this journey, but now she could not pass it by.



She ducked her head and lowered her body as she hastened her pace in the direction of the camp. There were several water sources in these runes, but the bandits would have active scouts around the encampment, and if she was caught, she’d certainly be enslaved. She cast her gaze past the camp at the distant city walls, just barely high enough to be made out over the sandy horizon.
 It’s too far
 , she thought.
 I’d never make it like this.



She reached up to gently push back her tousled sandy-blonde bangs and grimaced at the heat. The faint noise of a giggle jolted her to attention as she passed near one of the ruin’s old structures. It was an odd noise to hear in a place like this. She pressed herself flat against the sand and lay silently, listening intently as the ground’s warmth cooked her body. Perhaps the raiders had brought women with them, though it seemed odd for them to bring them this close to the city. Nera expected she would find out soon enough. To get to the nearest well, she’d have to cross by several of the structures without being seen. If she was caught she might may be able to lose the raiders amidst the sand and stone, but it was not a risk she wanted to take.



She rushed swiftly down the dunes inclined slope and skidded to a halt against the wall of one of the stone buildings there with a soft thump. Holding her breath, she silently rested against the warm stone and listened attentively for any indication that she had been heard. She could hear women’s voices and scattered laughs from the buildings closer to the ruin’s center.



Nera slowly scooted her back upwards along the chiseled stone as she rose from a sitting to standing position. She peered over the stone slowly and with great caution.



Two women stood there between the more intact buildings that rested near the path. They were beautiful and fearsome. Each of the two raiders was adorned in elegant gold and sapphire armor. Their skin was darker than Nera’s and nearly without blemish, though they did not cover themselves beneath the direct glare of the sun as wholly as most did. The clans of these raiders were attuned to the desert heat.



She freezed where she laid, watching their eyes carefully for any sign of realization that would indicate she’d be seen. For the moment at least, they did not seem to notice her.



Their voices were soft and sweet, though the tongue was foreign to Nera’s ears. These two were incredibly regal compared to other raiders she had observed, with beautiful golden lipstick and eyeliner, and ornamental weapons that seemed beyond their status. It may be that they were officers among the raider armies but Nera was surprised, as she had never before observed any women among them. Perhaps Nera would have found their toned and sparsely covered bodies more desirable were they not tied to such an immediate fear.



She slowly slipped back down the stone wall, settling against the sand at its base as silently as she was able. She’d need wait for these two to depart, so that she could cross between the buildings where they currently loitered.



She rested there in the small sliver of shade provided by the wall, and listened quietly to the two unaware raiders as they chatted together. She could not deny that she was curious about these foreign warrior women. They were unlike anything she had ever seen before. Each was strong and tall; their features were sharp and commanding. In other circumstances she’d want to know more about them, but at this point it was difficult to think about more than getting to water. The two women’s long conversation left Nera grinding her teeth where she hid.



When they finally move away down the path, she threw herself quietly up and over the stone wall and rushed with haste towards the well pump. She heard a splash of water before she had it in sight, and widened her eyes frantically as she tried to plan her approach. She crept up behind a desert fern that grew near the cracked corner of one of the abandoned homes, and then slowly slid underneath it to wiggle forward and get a look at the spigot.



Standing adjacent to the water source was another of the warrior women. She was entirely nude, and as she came into the crawling scouts view, she raised a bucket of water over herself and poured it over her head and shoulders. A torrential flow of the water crashed down her body and into the dry sand, immediately beginning to soak in and evaporate away. Nera had to resist the urge to charge forward in that view moment and seize a bucket. She might have been able to startle the naked raider out of a fight, but she wouldn’t get away with that kind of commotion carrying much water.



Instead, she quietly rested her face against the cool sand beneath the desert shrub and stared at the bathing raider with idle impatient attentiveness. This one was undeniably beautiful to Nera. She had wide hips and toned legs, and her abs were partially visible under her plump breasts. Like the others she had nut brown skin, and Nera could see some scars upon her smooth body as she washed. She filled the bucket once more and dumped it over her face, her auburn hair falling back flatly against her as the water rushes over it. She brought up both hands and drew them back against her hair, wringing the water out along her nude backside.



Nera was tormented by the surplus of water that remained just out of reach. The gorgeous nude woman washed herself unabashedly, running a wet cloth over her breasts and then along the length of her thighs. The irresistible sensation of lust that began to wash over Nera tormented her as well, as her desire for the woman competed with her desire for the water. The exotic nature of the bathing raider outstanded Nera, as she had never seen a woman with such a finely toned body that was both slightly muscular and perfectly curvy. If she imagined she could truly get away with it, Nera may have crawled forward and lapped at the water about the woman’s feet, drinking it up with fervor and imploring the woman to turn a blind eye.



The woman continued to bathe at a relaxed pace, wasting an extensive amount of water without any sign of concern. When she finally began to dry herself with a silken cloth nearby, she turned her body away from Nera and ran the fabric along her legs, presenting her bare ass to the hidden scout that hid beneath a bush just a few feet away. Nera could not help but stare upwards at the perfect round presence of the raiders rear. Her toned thighs met her back amidst thick pillows of buttocks. Water droplets flowed down along her smooth skin and along her legs to the wet sand at her feet.



Nera did not intend to be so voyeuristic with the bathing woman. In her mind it was just an intense desire for water that had kept her so fixated, but she could not truly deny that she had felt an intense surge of lust when presented with the naked raider’s body at such close proximity. With time to ponder it as she hid there on the ground, her thoughts had become rather explorative and curious. She finally caught herself when a small shudder rolled through her body, and she felt a faint sensation of wetness in her pussy. She gasped softly and adjusted her legs, trying to clear her head.



There was no time for distractions like this. She needed to be paying close attention so she could move to the water as soon as the other woman was clear of it. The nude raider poured out some scented oil over her body and stood without any shyness there between the ruined structures, massaging the substance into her breasts and shoulders. Her skin became glossy in the desert glare as the scented oil was slowly and teasingly worked into her tits and the soft flesh of her arms, and she shined brilliantly. Nera found herself gnawing gently on her chapped lip as she stared holes into the unaware woman, both waiting for her to leave, and dreading it.



Finally, the raider woman stepped away from the well and water spigot and walked easily around the nearest ruined structure, likely heading inside to get clothes on. Nera wasted no time once the exotic woman was out of sight, and rushed forward to the water spigot. She threw herself onto her knees and turned it open hastily, immediately stuffing her mouth under the intense flow of water and slurping at it.



She’d barely managed a few gulps when she heard a sharp feminine shout from nearby. She forced herself to pull her face away from the water with great exertion, and quickly pulled her canteen from her hip and uncapped it. Out of the corner of her eye she could see the woman who had been bathing now standing with a cloth around her waist and pointing at her, and heard her barking some alert orders to someone nearby.



Nera frantically stuffed the canteen under the torrential flow of water and attempted to drink from the spigot again as the vessel filled, but she mostly focused her attention on the path where the naked woman stood, preparing to bolt when her backup arrived. She would have liked more water for the journey ahead, but what she had already managed to get in her canteen already would have been enough to survive.



Within a short moment the two guardswomen that Nera had seen earlier rushed into sight from behind the half-collapsed ruin structure adjacent to the naked woman. All three of them sprinted at Nera. The scout frantically yelped and began to stumble and then run away, capping her canteen hastily as she moved without looking back. She rushed forward to the crumbled ruined structure that was further from them, and scrambled overs its collapsed stones. She could hear them right on her heel even as she ran, with some agility, on the uneven rock. Nera cast a look over her shoulder as they grew close.



The woman who had been bathing ran alongside her two armored companions despite carrying no weapon and still being nearly nude. She even made better speed than the others, and sprinted around the collapsed building to try to get to the other side before Nera could climb down. Her massive chocolate colored tits bounced and produced a slapping noise in time with her sandals as she ran.



Nera’s stared a bit too long, and her foot caught on an uneven rock causing her to begin to tumble forward, rolling painfully down the rocky pile of debris. As her momentum stopped her just short of the bottom of the pile, she groaned painfully and tried to rise and run again. Suddenly, a hand grabbed her about the cloth bindings and tugged her off of the pile. The raider who had chased in nothing but a towel and flip flops had reached her too quickly, and she tossed the scout down to the dusty earth with a noisy grunt.



Nera rolled on the earth and grumbled in a distressed manner, quickly rising her her knees. Her torn binding cloths barely clung to her slender nude form, and she could only gasp dryly for air as the other two armored raider women approached.



“
 Crotuh ush tad,
 ” one of the armored figures said to the nearly naked raider, her tone rather casual. The mostly nude raider grunted softly in response, and brushed some dirt off her body in a disdainful way.



Nera lowered her gaze and breathed heavily. She raised her hands gently to show that she was unarmed, and the raider that had spoken stepped forward to her, staring down with harsh attentiveness.



“
 Aga roo… water
 ?” She lifted a leg and touched her toes against the kneeling scouts canteen of water as she spoke, and Nera understood her inquiry. She submissively nodded and repeated the known word quietly.



“Water.”



The nearest raider moved forward swiftly and took the canteen from the scouts hip, shoving her back tersely when Nera uttered a sound of protest. When the canteen is pulled free from her side, the three giggled at her tormentingly.



Nera groaned with exhaustion and kept her gaze downwards. She grabbed up a handful of sand to throw, but she knew there was no sense in running without that water. She wouldn’t make it far.



She heard the familiar popping noise of the canteen being opened, and then groaned softly as she heard the splash of water being dumped into the sand. Anger washed over her features and she found the will to raise her eyes to them and glare angrily, her lip curling up in a small snarl.



“
 Tah,
 ” the nearly nude raider woman said warningly to Nera, watching her closely. She did not seem amused by her two companions antics, and gestured for the other raider to stop and give her the canteen.



The other raider makes a noise of complaint and then offers it over. Slowly the woman that had been bathing stepped forward toward Nera, and reached out gently to her face.



Nera resisted the urge to slap her hand away and grimaced, remaining still and cooperative as the athletically curved raider leaned forward to examine her features. The woman’s large dark breasts hung forward just before Nera’s face, and she could smell the intense floral scent of the oil she applied radiating off of them. Nera’s eyes locked upon a firm and perfect nipple momentarily before she shyly turned her gaze downwards again.



“
 Tah.
 ” This time the woman’s voice is soft and curious, and her tone seemed to gently reprimand Nera for looking away. Her hand touched the scout’s chin and gently nudged it, pushing her attention up once more. The mostly nude raider gestured toward herself and says her name, “Molra.”



“Nera,” the scout said, detaching her eyes from Molra’s breast to focus upon the hand she held at her chest, though she still did not truly dare to look up at the looming woman’s face. A combination of her beauty and the authority she seemed to have over the other high ranking raiders intimidated her.



“Nera.” The beautiful figure repeated the name softly, and then stood. She remained close to Nera as she rose to her full height, leaving the smaller girl in her shadow.



Nera looked down at the woman’s beautiful dark feet, finding herself momentarily enthralled by the golden color she had painted her toenails. An idea occurs to her hastily, and she brought her face down to gently kiss the woman’s feet. She still had no idea if the raiders would harm her or not. Perhaps because they were women, they would be sympathetic towards her. And Melra held the water still, so the hope was too much to not pursue.



Molra rolled her toes gently beneath Nera’s dry kiss, allowing the scout to dote on her feet as she stood unabashedly over her. Nera could taste the sweet oils the woman had applied to her feet upon her lips, and the scent of it momentarily distracted her senses. She seemed almost caught in the moment as she gently licked and kissed Molra’s toes, until she noticed the woman’s hand beaconing her to rise.



Nera gasped and gently scurries to her knees again. She cast her gaze upwards at the woman directly now, as the tall toned raider peered down at her in turn. The sun was to her back, and Nera looeds almost straight up to see the standing figures facial features past the silhouette of her plentiful breasts.



From this angle, Nera could almost see right up the woman’s hastily tied skirt, and her eyes fell from Nera’s face to the smooth surface of her upper thighs.



“Water.” Molra’s voice immediately snapped Nera’s attention back up to the womans face. She cupped the kneeling scouts cheek against the palm of her hand and fiddled with a strand of her copper-auburn hair with an idle gold-nailed finger. Holding Nera’s gaze up, Molra slowly brought the canteen to her lips and tilted it forward. Nera took several gulps, a small appreciative moan escaping from her lips as the raider permitted her to drink. The relief flowed over her intensely. Even though her circumstance was still intensely uncertain, she did not expect that the raiders would harm her now. They did not even seem intent on capturing her, though she was currently giving the other two little attention.



Molra did not greatly rush the scout’s drink, but Nera soon felt the canteen pulling slowly away from herself. When it popped free from her lips, she swallowed the last bit of water in her mouth and gasped out for air.



“
 Goe,
 ” Molra cooed softly, stroking the side of the kneeling scouts face gently. “Spy?” she inquired next, adding emphasis to the word of Nera’s language.



“Ah - ah, no. Just… water,” Nera hastily claimed, gesturing back towards the water spigot. Though she was a scout, these raiders had never been her target. Still she knew it was hardly convincing.



The sparsely clothed woman leaned forward and stared down at Nera intensely, her lips curling up into a wide and knowing grin.



“Pervert?” She inquired.



Nera gulped slightly, surprised that the raider even knew the word. She must have realized that the scout had been watching her bathe when she saw her frantically run up to the water spigot. A flush rushed to the kneeling scouts features, and she frantically looked back down from the looming woman’s face.



“Oh! No - water. Only water.” Nera’s eyes rested upon Molra’s skirt clad waist, knowing she might disrespect the raider by looking at the ground again, but fearing her intense gaze.



The two armored guardswomen chuckled noisily, and one of them making an exaggerated hooting noise that was blatantly taunting and anticipatory. Nera raised a brow slightly, being unable to see either of the armored women past Moira's thick hips. But she suddenly realized what they were referring to when the silken cloth fell free of Molra’s waist, and her body was presented to the scout fully nude. Nera gasped softly as the women she had just minutes before watched bathe from afar stood directly before her without a suggestion of shyness.



Molra stood over Nera and slowly drew her hand down to her petals and slid her fingers along the smooth outer surface of her slit, teasing herself gently. Nera stared forward in shock, observing the nude raider’s body and struggling to comprehend the meaning of her presenting herself in this way. She wondered if they were asking her to pleasure her.



Slowly bringing the canteen of water of her to head, Molra began to dump out what remained of it onto her body. The cool water spashed against her substantial breasts and splattered onto Nera and the sandy ground around them. A trickle of it flowed down between the raider’s breasts and over her stomach, gleaming brightly as it reflected the glare of the sun.



Nera gasped and looks down at the water splattering about her in the sand, disappearing nearly as soon as it struck. She tilted her head back and opened her mouth widely, trying desperately to catch a few drops of the water in her mouth as the raider continued to empty the canteen over her naked form. Nera barely manages to tongue a few drops as she moved her head beneath the raider’s naked body and lapped at the drizzling flow.



To the side of her face she can see a more steady flow of water drizzling down Molra’s thigh. Nera looks between the stream of water and the woman standing over her, but Molra seemed unattentive to the scout as she continued to enjoy the water.



With some hesitation Nera pressed her mouth against the raider’s thigh and slurped the water off of her soft flesh. When Molra didn’t reprimand her, she continued to lick and slurp the water as it streamed across Molra’s body and drizzled down her form.



Molra cooed again in a soft appreciative way. When the canteen was entirely emptied, she cast it off into the dust near the two armored raider women, and beaconed them over again.



Ner licked along the surface of Molra’s leg from her lower thigh to her hip, slurping up the all the last bits of water she could get as the sun already worked to dry the raider’s bare form. Molra softly massaged her tit as she stared down at the scout with an expression like contemplative pity upon her features. Molra’s body steamed beneath the intense glare of the sun as the last of the water evaporated off her.



“Thirst?” She inquired, the question rhetorical but not voiced in a mocking tone.



Nera nodded hastily, leaning slightly to her side as she scanned the other guardswomen for a canteen or flask. They too had begun to strip down, and one of them shed their armored skirt as she strode closer.



“Ah?” Nera voiced a soft noise of confusion, staring attentively as the two raiders removed their armor and came to join Molra standing near her.



Molra handed the canteen to the raider on her right, and introduced her. “Kuhyra.”



Kuhyra was the smallest of the three. Her form was well toned and bragged more defined abs than Molra, but lacked her curviness Her glossy copper hair was tied in a sharp ponytail, and the golden makeup on her face matched her companions. She looked down at the scout with an amused grin on her face, and nestled the canteen between her legs.



“Gah - don’t!” Nera complained irritably as the raider begin to piss. The noise of her urine spraying into the canteen and filling it up was easily audible. She nestled the opening of the canteen slightly into her pussy and did her best to avoid spilling any of her pee.



The noise of pee filling the container grew lower in pitch as the woman’s hot piss slowly filled it up, and her strong flow began to subside. She exhaled softly out of her nose as the last few spurts of pee gushed out into the canteen, leaving it nearly filled to the brim.



Nera gasped softly when she realized the implication of what the raiders were doing. They were going to let her have a drink, but only of their piss. Her brow scrunched up and she scurried back on the sandy ground slightly, giving them all an insulted look.



But Nera had been in situations like this. It would be better to be a boon to them and play along with their game than to be genuinely defiant. These bandits didn’t seem that interested in seizing her and dragging her back to the camp, but she was going to need something to drink if she wanted to make it to the city alive.



She grumbled softly as she crawled forward and reached out to take the offered canteen. It’s warm to the touch, and Nera could feel the contents swishing back and forth gently within the nearly full vessel.



“Drink.” Molra said generously, gesturing at the canteen in Nera’s hands. She acted as though she was doing a kindness for the poor scout.



Nera brought her face forward and over the opening of the canteen, and inhaled deeply. She still wasn’t sure if she’d actually drink it or not. If the factors of humiliation were excluded she probably wouldn’t truly mind. She was thirsty enough, and had been obligated to drink her own piss in the past. It was bearable.



She tried to pretend they simply weren’t there and tilted the canteen back. Kuhyra’s hot piss flowed down her mouth in heavy gulps, and she found herself able to drink it easily and without repulsion. Perhaps she was simply imagining it in her incredible thirst, but the exotic raider’s urine seemed to have a certain delicious quality. She gulped hastily, still concerned one of the three woman might take the canteen away from her.



“
 Goe
 .” Molra said reassuring, smiling down at the scout as she continued to thirstily gulp down the canteen of piss.



Mouthful after mouthful of the yellow liquid flowed down her throat, and when she finally emptied the canteen, she pulled it from her mouth and gasped for air heavily. To have her thirst even partially satisfied was an immense pleasure, and for a few short moments she was freed of that immense desperation. She coughed a few times and gave a glance at each of the nude raiders that stood so close to her.



“Water,” she said insistently.



“Thirst?” Molra inquired again, seeming vaguely surprised, as if to ask ‘still?’.



“Please.” Nera remained on her knees but held herself upright at her full kneeling height, which left her about crotch level with the tall raider women. Already Nera could feel her momentary satisfaction leaving her as thirst against returned, and her mouth grew dry in the scorching heat.



Kuhyra stepped away and one of the other guardswomen stepped slowly forward to Nera and loomed over her. She was just slightly shorter than the others but still taller than the scout, and had wide hips with a comparatively narrow waist. The sway of her tantalized Nera as the raider walked forward, her thick hips and thighs gently rocking back and forth. Molra gestured to her and said the name ‘Kerah’ as the guardswoman walked right up to the kneeling scout, and hovered her crotch close to Nera’s face.



“Wha?” Nera asked vaguely, her eyes trained upon the Kerah’s pussy as it slowly drifted towards her, and she momentarily lost track of her thoughts.



“Ah - Nera,” she said, introducing herself again. Initially she leaned back in confusion, and then she offered the canteen. Only when Kerah declines the vessel with a dismissive gesture does she realize what the looming woman desired.



The curvaceous raider slowly thrusted her crotch forward to meet Nera’s face, and Nera uncertainty opened her mouth and encompassed her pussy. Kerah straddled the scouts head between her thighs, resting her weight gently on Nera’s face and pressing her pussy firmly into her mouth. She set both hands upon the back of Nera’s head and works her fingers through the woman’s tousled auburn hair.



Nera felt Kerah’s thighs press against either side of her head and leaned back slightly to stare up at the woman. The raider wore a large grin upon her features as she stared down past her tits at the scout’s face held easily and securely between her thick toned thighs.



Kerah allowed her head to tilt back gently when the scout is securely held in place, and parts her lips to exhale a long soft sigh as her eyes flutter shut. The first spurt of piss catches Nera off guard and she jolted slightly, but she kept her mouth securely around the woman’s pussy and didn’t spill a drop. The hot pee flowed steadily down Nera’s throat, and she found herself shocked by the amount of it and the speed at which the woman straddling her produced it. She could feel the stream of piss squirting with some pressure against the back of her throat and flowing freely down in large mouthfuls as she periodically gulped.



Nera would not have chosen the urine over a glass of cool wine, but she confessed to herself that it was not utterly unpleasant. If these gorgeous women were so amused by relieving themselves in her mouth, she could stand to play along. She closed her eyes and produced a small noise of enjoyment as she finished the last few swallows of the voluptuous raider’s piss, and the flow gradually ceased and then stops with a few final sputters.



Kerah gently pulled away from Nera’s face, the final drops of her piss falling upon the scout’s cloth clad form. A strand of spittle dangled between Nera’s lips and the curvacious raider’s own, lower, set of lips.



Finally Nera was able to enjoy the sensation of satisfaction more fully, as her thirst was thoroughly quenched. These tall women had each provided her a excessive gift of delicious pee, and she experienced a filled sensation as her stomach held the liquid. She breathed heavily and collected her thoughts, finding herself already longing for just a pit more of the exotic raiders’ piss, to her own embarrassment. It had a taste that was growing on her immediately, something perfectly refreshing even when drank at such a warm temperature. She had to wonder if this was understood in the raider’s culture and this whole ordeal had different meaning to them. Perhaps piss was simply regarded as an acceptable drink, when scarcity necessitated it.



The scout panted softly on the ground, looking over the naked bodies of Kerah and Kuhyra as they both begin to put their armor back on. They seemed to disregard Nera, who was almost sad to see them go. She cast her gaze at Molra who remained near her.



“Thirst?” Molra inquired, her tone suggesting she was baffled.



“Ah? I -” Nera became silent as Molra approached again. A little sign escaped out her nostrils as she shuddered with anticipation, finding herself craving the last raider’s piss most of all. Molra’s body was perfectly curved and Nera could imagine herself stuffed between those legs so vividly. Nera had not been near enough to the raider when she bathed to see the perfection of her form. The slit of her pussy was between two perfect pillows of brown flesh, lovely scented petals that drifting tauntingly closer to Nera’s face.



The other two guardswomen seemed unconcerned with the ordeal now, and began to walk back towards the place they had been stationed. Molra’s attention remained focused down at the lithe scout’s face.



Nera found herself growing wet as she breathed in the raider woman’s scent and stared up at her body from below. She leaned her head forward gently when Molra lowered her hands, inviting the raider to securely take hold of her head and guide her face into her crotch.



Nera opened her mouth wide to encompass Molra’s pussy entirely, forcing her mouth over the woman’s mound.



“
 Goe…
 drink,” Molra said softly. She scooted forward gently so that Nera’s head is forced backwards slightly, and the woman was pressing her pussy down on the scouts face from above as she slightly squats. Her thighs snugly squeezed Nera’s head, holding her firmly in place. Nera heard the muffled noise of Molra letting out an ecstatic giggle through the flesh of her thick thighs.



A sudden and powerful flow of warm piss blasted out into Nera’s mouth, filling it as quickly as she could swallow. She gulped back mouthful after mouthful of piss as the woman’s bladder emptied out into her stomach. Molra shuddered softly as she sighed, a noise of vibration working through as the intense sensation of relaxation accompanied her derived pleasure.



Nera tried desperately to keep swallowing the ceaseless flow of piss but just as the raider woman’s torrential supply began to slow the scout found herself unable to keep up. She spurted out a mouthful of piss and frantically gasped, gagging heavily. Molra quickly forced her face back against her pussy, hot piss spraying forcefully all over Nera’s face and getting in her eyes. Nera barely managed to secure her mouth again in a waterproof way by the time the flow stopped, struggling to swallow one lass mouthful of the delicious urine.



Even when the raider was done pissing, she continued to hold Nera’s face against her pussy. The scout breathed heavily and stared up at her in a disheveled way, her face snugly kept between the larger woman’s thighs and crotch.



Unable to resist it, Nera began to gently lick at the raider’s pussy. She teased Molra with her tongue and worked it into her wet sex with ease.



Molra lets out a short shuttering moan, but then drew Nera’s face away from her and gently shoved the scout backward. Nera grunted and stumbled back onto the sand, before beginning to push herself to her feet.



“What - leaving?” she inquired to Molra, who turned away from her and walked to her waistcloth, grabbing it off the ground. Nera stared intently at her thick ass and stepped forward to approach her.



“I can go?” she inquired, and cast a look over shoulder. The day was at its hottest now, and even with a stomach full of piss it would be an uncomfortable journey. She was hesitant to leave this enthralling specimen as well.



Molra stood up and wrapped the cloth around her waist. She turned toward Nera and hooked her finger gently, beaconing the scout to follow after her as she began to walk back to the ruined structure where she had been staying.



Nera made her decision quickly, and scurried on after the voluptuous raider. She figured she may as well stick around for now, as she was bound to be thirsty again.
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Did you enjoy this novella? Tell us about your experience at
 
https://www.facebook.com/AlisonOsias

 or leave an Amazon Kindle Book Review to share your thoughts! Your opinion may be showcased in future volumes!







Follow our Facebook Page for exclusive sneak-peeks and promotional information.
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