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Chapter 1


“Why did
it have to be giant bugs?”


Lysandra wouldn’t like to fight
against anything that classified as giant, but bugs were just the worse. Even
the sounds of the feet of the centipede skittering after her made her shiver.
Knowing she was making a mistake, but unable to help herself, the amazon looked
over her shoulder, saw the monster in all its glory and started running even
faster.


She had hoped the rocky hill
would have slowed down the beast, but she wasn’t lucky.


Luck was something that had been missing
from her life during the last weeks.


That certainly didn’t matter at
the moment, and she continued forward, jumping over a small rock that crossed
her path, hearing the centipede reach it just after her. She had to act.


Oh, she had never run from a
fight, fighting was in her blood, she was an amazon princess, but she never had
to fight against a giant bug before, preferred to avoid it if possible. With
that no longer a possibility, only one choice remained, and she waited for the
right moment, waited for the centipede to reach her position, then twirled in
place, striking out with her borrowed spear.


It bounced away from the
creature’s carapace without leaving a mark, and she gaped at it. Fortunately,
the centipede had been moving too fast to capitalize on her momentary
distraction, passed by her, and it gave her time. The creature turned around
and moved at her once more, relentless in its pursuit. Lysandra might be at
fault for the creature’s aggressiveness, granted that she hadn’t meant to
stumble into a nest of the things, or to kill a few of the small ones when she
noticed what was around her and panicked, but it happened.


She wouldn’t let it kill her
though.


The following lunges from the
creature ended the same way, with the blonde avoiding them at the last moment,
but her attacks also bounced off the centipede’s carapace and the only thing
they left behind were some scratches.


That wouldn’t do. She couldn’t
continue like this, or the centipede might get lucky and score a hit. Already
it seemed to learn. It turned far more quickly after her last attack and almost
took her by surprise.


Lysandra needed to find a weak
spot, or some way to flee without it pursuing her. An idea came to her, and she
bit her lower lip, considered it. On top, the centipede was fairly sturdy, but
was it the same down below?


She suspected it wouldn’t be, and
she just had to think of a way to get access to its lower parts. An opportunity
to do so didn’t take long in appearing, and she let the creature approach her
once again, and then moved forward. It reared back, almost surprised, and it
only helped her put her spear into place, against the ground near one of the
bug’s many, many feet.


When it moved forward once again,
Lysandra pushed her spear up, using it as a lever to flip the creature on its
back. Amazons might look like human women, but they were sturdier, stronger.
Though the creature weighted quite a bit, she had little difficulty turning it
around.


She didn’t waste a moment, pulled
her spear back and thrust once more, and this time it sank into the creature’s
flesh without difficulty. It screeched loudly enough to make her wince, but she
didn’t let go, pulled her spear back and thrust once more, and then again when
that didn’t seem to be enough. It only stilled after the sixth or seventh
thrust, and Lysandra pulled back, exhausted.


It bothered her a little. Maybe
it wasn’t too surprising, but a few months back she wouldn’t exhaust herself
after so little effort. That was before her exile, before spending months on a
ship bound to nowhere in particular. She understood why her mother did it, but
Lysandra wasn’t at fault for being the more popular princess in their nation,
she shouldn’t have to pay for it.


It really didn’t matter in the
end. She spent months without proper exercise, crashed on a mysterious island
and fought for her life with no sustenance worth the name. The previous night,
she basically passed out after burying the few bodies of her fellow amazons
that washed ashore from the wreckage of their ship. It would have been
surprising if she had kept her physical shape after all that.


A quick glance made her realize
the bug wasn’t as big as it seemed at first, only about seven feet long and
only tall enough to reach a few inches above her knees, but it didn’t surprise
her it had seemed bigger before. She didn’t think there was anyone who would
like to be pursued by such a beast.


Before she could linger for long,
she heard more skittering and looked back to see a few centipedes following the
first’s trail, and she didn’t hesitate before running once again, the burning
on her muscles fading away as the danger to her life became apparent.


Despite her best efforts, the
creatures eventually caught up to her, and she had to fight once again. With
the experience she gained from fighting the first one, she defeated them
quicker; she knew their carapace was too hard for her spear to be effective,
knew she needed to attack their underside. By the time she had gotten rid of
every creature that came after her, she was ready to drop. Exhaustion clung to
her frame, remains from the bugs clung to her clothes, and she winced as she
looked down at one of her legs and saw a scratch from an attack she couldn’t
completely avoid.


Lysandra paused and looked
around, breathing out in a sigh when she realized no other bug would come after
her, and tried to take a step forward, but her legs were shaking too much for
that. She ended up sitting for a few moments, trying to gather herself. A quick
glance showed her burrowed spear remained functional, but she feared it
wouldn’t last much longer.


Her weapons had been just another
thing she had lost in this damnable journey. The sword at her waist and the
spear that saved her life were some of the weapons that washed ashore with her
fellow amazons, and she would have never used them if her necessity wasn’t as
great.


Eventually she shook her head and
got to her feet. She had to continue, find something to eat, and hopefully a
stream or river, something that would allow her to drink and clean herself. The
forest differed from the ones Lysandra was used to. For one, it was lusher,
more alive somehow. There were plenty of animals in it, more than she had ever
seen in any other forest, some of them strange to her, and that was without
considering the centipedes that attacked her. The place was far more humid than
she was expecting it to be as well and simply walking amongst the trees and
working her way through the dense foliage was enough to make her sweat.


She could feel the perspiration
gathering between her breasts, and glanced down at her clothes, wondering if
she could rip some of them. This wasn’t her armor, just the toga she had been
wearing when their ship crashed into the rocks. It would be easy to rip part of
it with her sword. She continued forward without changing anything. She wasn’t
about to risk butchering what little protection she still had from the elements
by ripping her clothes apart. There were plenty of insects and other bugs
around, and the thought of them against her skin made her shiver.


The sight of what seemed to be
some type of berries made her pause, and she studied the small fruits,
eventually reached out and grabbed them. Calling it berries might be an
understatement, they were far bigger than any berries Lysandra had seen before,
each one as big as a cherry. She ate one.


Oh, she understood she was taking
a risk, for all she knew they could be poisonous, but she was starving, and she
had to eat something. It didn’t mean she couldn’t take some precautions. She
ate only one, a bite at a time, waiting a minute between each bite, though her
body willed her to eat everything she could. Hopefully, if they were dangerous,
she would feel any harmful effects before filling her body with them.


Luck seemed to be on her side
there, and after what must have been forty or fifty minutes with no reaction
besides her stomach asking for more, she ate another fruit. It was hard to stop
after that; she wanted to eat, but she needed to be careful. Finding a source
of water would help, alleviating her thirst would strengthen her.


Fortunately for her, after
another hour, she heard something that put a smile on her lips. A sudden surge
of adrenaline gave her the strength she needed to move faster, and she came
upon the small stream within minutes. It wasn’t deep or large enough for her to
bathe, but it allowed her to clean her hands and her arms, and once she was
sure there weren’t any remains of the creatures she killed on her hands, she
used them to gather water and drank as deeply as she could.


She almost moaned at the taste,
only then realizing how thirsty she was.


Part of her wanted to just lay
down beside that stream and rest, but a glance down her body made her remember
how dirty she was. Her eyes invariably drifted downstream. She was close enough
to the ocean that she could bet that was where the stream would end at, but if
she followed its current, she might reach some place where it was deeper, a
small pond or a natural pool, and then she could take a real bath.


The sight she came upon
half-an-hour later almost sent her to tears. She couldn’t deny the waterfall’s
beauty, would have always marveled at it with the way the sun seemed to shine
from the water, but that waterfall represented more than just a beautiful
sight, it represented a chance for her to clean herself, relax, and maybe find
some sustenance.


Lysandra kept her wits about her.
She glanced around to ensure she was alone, poised her weapons close to the
edge of the water, and then undressed. Her breasts were bare of any bindings
under the toga, and she winced a little as they spilled free. Fighting with
unbound breasts wasn’t fun, and she was sure she would feel them sore for days.
Down below, she didn’t have the same problem, even with her rod moving quite a
bit during the fight.


She slipped into the water the
moment she was fully bare, sighed, and some of the tension started easing out
of her. Not that she wasted any moment before cleaning herself completely,
wanting to get rid of every evidence of the creatures she killed. Only after
did she allow herself to relax completely.


She caressed her breasts, wincing
a little at how sore they were, but she was sure they would recover. They might
recover more quickly if she was at home and had some of her lovers suckling at
them. At the very least, the time would pass quicker. And that wasn’t the only
thing she wanted her lovers to suckle at.


Absently, she reached with one
hand, took hold of her cock and pumped it a few times. It hardened to completion
with little effort.


Lysandra was an amazon princess,
and that meant she was a hermaphrodite. Their empress had always been such, and
any children that were born into the empire possessing those characteristics
became her children. Sometimes they truly were the empress’s progeny, but for
the most part their birth couldn’t be traced to the current ruler, but to some
descendent of previous ones.


In the end, it mattered little.
Unlike the human nations around them, the amazons didn’t care for marriages and
official unions. Plenty of amazons spent their life with whoever they chose
whenever they chose. Sometimes, they lived with the same person or persons for
their entire life. Others preferred to be alone and just have sex with whoever
crossed their fancy, and others would live with their partners for some time
before moving to the next.


The empress and the princesses
were different. It was part of their duty to lie with as many amazons as they
could, and none would accept it if any of them tried to settle down. It didn’t
bother Lysandra much. She had never lacked for partners and liked it. There had
always been other warriors willing to occupy her bed.


At her heart, she was a simple
woman and knew it. She liked to fight, and she liked to fuck; she liked a good
meal and drink, and she liked her luxuries, even if she could live without
them. She never much cared for the fact she had to do a duty she always
intended to do, it didn’t bother her.


She shook her head. She didn’t
know why those thoughts started swimming inside her head. Well, if she was
honest, she knew. She was only here, on this island, because of her mother.
Empress Callista doted on the oldest of her children, and Lysandra had become a
threat to Phoebe’s position. Oh, it wasn’t on purpose; she fought and won the
battles she did because her people expected it of her, and she didn’t
particularly care about court, but many of the amazon nobles went to the same
parties she did, and she ended up having more than a little fun with them…


Over time, as Phoebe showed she
wasn’t a military genius, people turned to Lysandra, hoped she would lead them.
It was a stupid idea. Lysandra might be good in a fight, yes, but she did not
know how to rule. Her older sister would be much better at it, and she didn’t
keep her opinion a secret. Unfortunately, it only seemed to make some people
even more eager to have her as empress.


It was a mess, and her mother
solved it the quickest way possible. Exile.


She hadn’t called it that.
Despite everything, Lysandra knew her mother cared about her, even if not in
the way she cared about Phoebe. She didn’t want to exile her, but she didn’t
mind sending her in an exploration mission that would take many years to
return, if it returned at all.


Lysandra closed her eyes and leaned
back, trying to forget about it all. Almost immediately, she noticed there was
something wrong. She couldn’t explain what it was at first, but one thing she
had learned during her life was to trust her instincts. They had saved her more
than once, and they were warning her again. “Whoever you are, come out now!”


The blonde couldn’t be sure there
was someone watching her, but that was what it felt like. At first, nothing
happened, and then the surrounding water swirled. Lysandra was so startled she
didn’t get to panic at first, and by the time she thought to move to her
weapons, the water was forming into a figure. She stilled and just watched. The
woman that gained form in front of her was beautiful.


Well, perhaps woman wasn’t the
best term, female would fit better. Her eyes glowed with a blue inner light;
her hair swirled around her figure and it displayed a range of colors from dark
blue to white and everything in between, reaching low enough to dip into the
water, the water that made her body. When it gathered tightly enough, it turned
into something like flesh, but pale, almost translucent at times. The woman was
gorgeous.


The beauty of the being in front
of her struck Lysandra silent, and she only gaped. It certainly didn’t help
that the female was fully naked, her generous breasts high and firm, her
nipples just slightly darker than the flesh that surrounded them. What would be
the woman’s groin remained hidden in the water, but she could only imagine it
would be just as alluring as the rest of that body.


“Who are you?” She asked once she
gathered herself. Her voice came out in a whisper, and she couldn’t hide the
marvel she felt.


She had known there was something
otherworldly about the island, could feel it in her bones, but she never
expected something like this. Giant bugs? Well, those could have been natural,
but this being certainly wasn’t. Was she a spirit? A goddess?


Lysandra wasn’t the more
religious of amazons, she would admit that freely. Oh, she knew all the big
gods, and more than once asked Ares for help, but she never paid much attention
to the lectures.


The woman didn’t answer
immediately, studying Lysandra, just as the amazon had studied her. The blonde
only realized the extent of the effect the female had on her when those blue
eyes turned down, and Lysandra realized she was sporting an erection. She was
an amazon, all amazons were lovers of women, and the being in front of her
looked like the most gorgeous woman she had ever seen. She wasn’t ashamed of
being attracted to her.


“My name is Mana.”


“What are you?” Lysandra didn’t
even pause to think of how her question might have sounded.


Mana crossed her arms under her
chest, unconsciously pushing it up, and narrowed her eyes at Lysandra. “I could
make the same question. What are you?”


The blonde blinked at that, then
smiled. The surprise she felt about the being in front of her hadn’t changed,
but she didn’t think Mana was a threat, and with that realization, she settled
for her second instinctive reaction. And that was to flirt with a gorgeous
female. “My name is Lysandra, and I’m an amazon princess.” Her words didn’t get
the reaction she had been expecting to, and she only realized how foolish she
was when Mana tilted her head at her.


“Is that some kind of tanned
elf?” Mana asked.


Lysandra blinked. What was an
elf?


She shook her head. “I suppose
you’ve never heard of my kind before.” Mana kept eyeing her for a few more
moments, then shook her head. “I’ve never heard of anything like you either, so
I suppose that’s natural. The ship I was in crashed against the shore a few
days back.”


“Are you a warrior?” Those
glowing blue eyes turned to look at the weapons against the edge of the water
before focusing on Lysandra once again.


The blonde couldn’t be sure, she
didn’t know what kind of being Mana was, but she was pretty sure a certain
desperation clung to the female’s frame. It made her a little weary. “I am.”
She answered eventually, when those blue eyes fixed on hers once more. “Are you
in need of a warrior?”


Mana didn’t answer out loud, but
the fact she didn’t deny was answer enough on its own.


“Why do you need a warrior?”


More silence from the mysterious
being, and it made Lysandra feel a little weary.


“You should answer her, Mana,
instead of making us lose more time.”


Lysandra’s head swung to look at
the woman that spoke, and she found herself startled for the second time in
minutes. When she heard the voice, she thought she would find another of Mana’s
kind, but the woman that greeted her eyes was very different. Just as gorgeous,
but different. For one, she could almost pass as a human or an amazon. Tall,
curvaceous, attractive. The woman had it all. Only two things stood out about
her. Her white hair, and the rabbit ears that accompanied it.


The first glimpse of those ears
made her think the woman had some kind of strange headdress, but then they
twitched, and she realized that no, those ears weren’t an accessory, they
belonged to the woman.


Lysandra blinked, and a small
smile took hold of her lips. Was this a dream? It almost felt like it, it would
help explain why she was facing what could have been some kind of naiad, and
what seemed to be a bunnygirl. A very attractive pair, all in all.


The strange woman approached the
water, exchanging a glance with Mana, then focusing her attention on Lysandra.
The moment she did, her cheeks turned red as she looked down at the amazon’s
bare body, that gaze only stopping on the blonde’s groin. Lysandra’s smile
widened at the sliver of interest she saw in those brown eyes, and she preened
a little. She enjoyed being appreciated, and a quick glance at the white-haired
woman’s body only confirmed she wouldn’t mind being appreciated by such a
being.


“Daphne.” Mana called out, and
the female shook herself out of her daze, squared her shoulders.


“You were right, we need a
warrior.” She exchanged another look with Mana, and Lysandra could tell Mana
wasn’t pleased about something, but allowed Daphne to continue.


“What for?”


“I need you to help me rescue the
rest of our group.”


Over the following minutes,
Daphne told Lysandra the tale of how someone attacked her and her two
companions, and the amazon tried to follow it as best as she could. The despair
that clung to the white-haired female was obvious, and she wanted to help, but
wasn’t sure that she could.


“Let me see if I understood you
clearly. You need me to rescue two catgirls that make part of your group, after
a band of goblins, ogres, and wermus kidnapped them as you were returning from
the local village.”


Lysandra had left the water while
she heard Daphne’s tale, grabbed her clothes and dressed, and now stood there,
watching the white-haired female nod at her. She opened her mouth, closed it.
She didn’t know a single creature from the ones Daphne mentioned, wasn’t sure
how dangerous they would be, or if she could even defeat them.


How in Tartarus was she supposed
to answer the woman?


Daphne couldn’t even tell her
exactly how many attackers there had been. The bunnygirl confirmed she only
escaped by the skin of her teeth, and ran for Mana, hoping to get help.


At that thought, the blonde’s
eyes turned in the naiad’s direction. Well, she had been calling Mana that,
even if she wasn’t sure that was what the female was. Mana had remained silent,
but if she could help, Lysandra was pretty sure they wouldn’t be having this
conversation. It wasn’t hard to guess the female didn’t enjoy having to ask
Lysandra for help.


Whatever her doubts, one thing
Lysandra was sure. Both women cared for these missing catgirls. And well, she
imagined catgirls were like Daphne, only cat instead of rabbit, but she did not
know what goblins, ogres and wermus were.


It wasn’t hard to guess she would
risk her life if she accepted this, and yet, when she looked into Daphne’s
light brown eyes, she found it hard to refuse the female.


Before she could open her mouth
to answer, her stomach growled loudly, and she colored in embarrassment. Seeing
the other two females had surprised her for a while, overwhelmed her body’s
necessities, but she could no longer ignore the fact she was starving.


“We can reward you greatly if you
help us.” Mana pointed out, speaking once more. There was a glint in the
naiad’s eyes that unsettled the blonde. It was the look a wolf had in its eyes
when it sighted prey, it was the look she had seen in some of the oldest
amazons when they figured how weak their enemy was. It irritated Lysandra, she
couldn’t deny it. “You said your ship crashed, correct?” The blonde nodded.
“That probably means what you have on your body and those weapons are everything
you have.”


Lysandra hated to admit it, but
it was the truth, and she ended up nodding.


“We can give you supplies.”
Daphne’s voice brightened just slightly, and the woman had a smile on her lips
when the blonde turned to her. “Maybe you could even live with us when this is
all over if you help us get Melita and Melina back.”


If Lysandra wanted to survive on
the island in the long term, she needed to find shelter and stable sources of
food. Having help in that would be invaluable. Slowly, a small smile took hold
of her lips. Did she think this would have ended any other way? She was an
amazon, a warrior, she would have fought no matter the odds, it wasn’t as if
she hadn’t faced terrible ones in the past.


“I’ll help you.” She had to smile
at how Daphne’s face brightened at those words, and at how the bunnygirl
jumped. “But I’m going to need some things.”











Chapter 2


The two
monster girls easily provided what the blonde asked for. It started with a good
meal, and plenty of water to drink, as well as something to store it. They gave
her a small canteen, and Lysandra considered herself happy with that.


The other thing she asked for
were bindings for her chest. She hoped not, but this quest of hers might very
well end in a fight, and if it did, she didn’t want to suffer more pain from
sore breasts.


Once she got all of that, she
started preparing to move out. She checked her weapons, wincing a little when
she saw her spear, knowing it wouldn’t last much longer. She lamented the lack
of armor, and sent a quick glance Daphne’s way, wondering if that was something
she could provide her with, but doubting it. Almost certainly, if they
possessed any armor, the monster girl would use it, instead of her current
clothing. Oh, not that Lysandra wanted that. She quite liked the sight of the
bunnygirl in her current outfit.


Daphne was wearing a large piece
of leather around her chest, both binding the impressive breasts and showing
plenty of skin. Around her waist, she had another piece of leather, covering
all the naughty bits, but the rest of her was bare. It was tempting to keep
looking at the other female.


Monster girl. Daphne had called
herself that earlier and said the catgirls were just like her. Implied in that
statement was the fact Mana differed from them in some manner, even if not
exactly how. Were monster girls females with animal traits? Lysandra couldn’t
be sure, but she supposed she would discover in time, so long as she survived
to fulfill Daphne’s request.


Just as she was about to tell
Daphne she was ready to set out, Mana appeared once more, growing from the
water of the pond and moving closer to them. Lysandra gaped for just a moment
at the sight. It wasn’t the first time she saw it, but it was still startling.
For how much many of her people talked of the gods, she had never seen anything
she couldn’t explain in some manner. Mana was something completely different.
The only word she could use for her was magical.


“Here, take it.” Mana’s words
were soft, and she tenderly gave Daphne a small trinket. It seemed like a piece
of cloth around a stick, with long hairs wrapped around it.


The bunnygirl looked at Lysandra,
saw her confusion, and clarified. “It’s a charm, it will help us find Melita
and Melina.”


Lysandra blinked at those words,
then shrugged. She trusted these women wouldn’t waste time with something that
wouldn’t work, and they certainly knew more of magic than she did. That was the
only thing she could call this supposed charm.


Daphne smiled at Mana, then
reached out and pressed a kiss to the naiad’s lips. Lysandra blinked at that,
but then smiled. She quite liked the sight, especially when Mana’s hands moved
to Daphne’s body and cupped her ass, which prompted the white-haired female to
moan. When they disengaged, Daphne threw a glance with something like interest
at Lysandra before moving, embroiling herself within the nearby trees.


The amazon made to follow,
breathing in and out and preparing herself for the task ahead, hoping
everything would be fine. Before she could walk more than a few steps, Mana
grabbed one of her arms, and though Lysandra pulled, it was as if as she tried
to break a grip of iron. She could only blink at the pale hand on her arm, then
glance at the naiad, wondering what she wanted.


Mana wasn’t one of those jealous
lovers, was she? Amazons didn’t exactly have marriages, and even the prudes
amongst them let their partners play with whoever they wanted, even if they
wouldn’t partake in the fun itself. Humans were very different, and Lysandra
had gotten into trouble in the past after bedding married women. She hoped the
river spirit hadn’t taken her glancing at Daphne as something to take offense
over.


It took a while for the other
female to speak. All she did until then was glance at Lysandra, which made the
amazon quite uncomfortable. She couldn’t help it really, Mana had quite an
intense stare. “I’m well aware it may be impossible to rescue Melina and
Melita, no matter how much the thought pains me.” Something that almost seemed
like a tear escaped from one of her eyes, before it disappeared into her skin,
entering it as if it was just another part of the whole of Mana. “I won’t blame
you if you can’t save them.” Her grip tightened, became almost painful, and
Lysandra swallowed. “But I’m thrusting you with Daphne, and if you let
something happen to her…” Her voice trailed off.


“I’ll make sure she’s safe.”
Lysandra promised, meeting Mana’s glowing eyes. “If the danger is too great,
I’ll send her back.”


They kept their eyes on one
another for a few moments after that, and Mana eventually nodded, allowed the
amazon to go free.


Lysandra had tracked several
targets through woods in the past. If they knew what to do, it could be almost
impossible to find them. There was just too much to keep track of in a forest.


Maybe if you stumbled upon their
trail…


Most didn’t know how to move
through a forest without leaving tracks, however. Granted that at the moment
she didn’t have any tracks to follow, and the surrounding forest was stranger
than she was used to. There was no guarantee she would find any clues through
such terrain, even if Daphne led her directly to where the attack happened.
Fortunately, there was no need for it.


She watched as the little trinket
in Daphne’s hand seemed to pull in one direction, followed the bunnygirl, and
tried to prepare herself for anything. She wasn’t certain they would reach
their destination before night fell, but she remained silent. Daphne was
obviously distraught. The woman’s ears twitched so many times that it
distracted Lysandra, even as it made her lips tug into a smile, but she
couldn’t help but think it was a sign of how nervous the other female was.
That, and the almost pained look on her face.


Lysandra didn’t quite mean to,
but she eyed the bunnygirl with appreciation. Daphne was gorgeous, with very
fulfilling curves and a beautiful face. Inside her mind, she started thinking
of a few ways she could use to distract the white-haired female.


She shook her head. That
certainly wasn’t what she should think about. She needed to help rescue those
catgirls, that was what was important. After, she might try to seduce Daphne,
which might not be too hard, if she interpreted the looks the bunnygirl gave
her earlier correctly.


She threw another glance at the
white-haired woman, this time paying attention to the weapon Daphne was
carrying. It was a staff, shorter than similar weapons the amazons usually
trained with, it wasn’t even as tall as Daphne herself, but the white-haired
female carried it with confidence. She had seen Daphne with it in hand while
they prepared for their quest, and the girl seemed to know what to do with it.


Lysandra sighed, tried to focus.
She knew how important this was, she couldn’t let herself get distracted. She
had been on similar missions before. Oh, she hadn’t gotten lost in what seemed
to be a magical island before, no, but she had been in assignments similar to
this one, where she had to follow some lead or track, or just follow the people
who were following it, and her mind had a tendency to wander. She couldn’t let
it wander now.


It was impossible to tell what
dangers the surrounding area hid, and she had to make sure Daphne was safe. It
wasn’t just what Mana would do to her if she failed; she didn’t know how
dangerous the naiad was, but the strength of her grip showed she wouldn’t be an
adversary to ignore. She also liked the bunnygirl, would hate herself if
anything happened to her.


Oh, she could easily admit part
of it was attraction. Despite the differences between Daphne and an amazon or
human woman, the female was gorgeous, and Lysandra wanted her. How worried she
was also tugged at Lysandra’s heart, and made her want to do everything she
could to rescue those catgirls, ensure they were safe.


And she kind of needed Daphne and
Mana. Maybe she could survive on her own, but having companions would make her
life far easier. She knew very little about the island and its inhabitants,
what dangers it hid. It was obvious there might be some beings or creatures she
needed to avoid, like the ones that attacked Daphne and the catgirls, for
example.


“I haven’t asked about the
creatures that attacked you. I’m new to this island, never heard of them, I
don’t know how dangerous they are.”


Daphne stilled, though she didn’t
take her eyes off the charm in her hands, waiting for it to react, and moving
in the direction it showed when it did. “Goblins and wermus are vermin, and are
only truly dangerous in large numbers. Goblins are little green critters,
wermus are walking rats.” A look of disgust appeared on her face. “The truly
dangerous ones are the ogres.” Daphne stopped again, looked at Lysandra and bit
her lower lip.


The amazon raised an eyebrow.
“What?”


“They’re very dangerous, I don’t
know what you’ll be able to do against one. They’re large, broad-shouldered.
Some of them are twice your height, though the one with the group that attacked
me was only about a foot or two taller. They are some of the more dangerous
creatures in this island, though only because they’re smarter than most of the
beasts.”


It didn’t sound good. Lysandra
didn’t gulp, but part of her reconsidered her choice to help the monster girls.
Oh, it was only for a moment. She would never back down now, and she wanted to
help Daphne, liked the monster girl, but maybe she should have asked more
questions before accepting.


She smiled at the bunnygirl,
though she thought it might have seemed a little feeble, not that the other
female noticed. “I’m sure I’ll figure something out.” It wouldn’t be easy. She
didn’t admit it out loud, but she didn’t think their chances were good. Oh, she
wanted to see her opponents first, for all she knew she might get them by
surprise, take down the big target before taking care of the rest of the group.
Still, if their group was too big…


It really didn’t matter. First
find the catgirls, then figure out the rest. For all she knew, she might just
sneak away with the monster girls without their kidnappers being wise to it.


Closing her eyes for a moment,
she let all the tension ease out of her, and all the eagerness. She was an
amazon after all; she loved fighting, and the worse the odds were, the more she
seemed to yearn for it. It wasn’t strange. Plenty of her comrades lost
themselves in fights they should have known they couldn’t win. Many times,
those displays of heroism allowed the rest of their troops to gather themselves
and defeat their enemies, and the sacrifices of the ones that fell were always
remembered.


Lysandra herself had taken some
foolish risks in fights where the odds were against her, but she always
prevailed. That was what she needed to keep in mind now. No matter how hard the
fight might seem, there was always a chance.


They kept moving, and day turned
into night. Lysandra saw how Daphne bit her lower lip, imagined that the
bunnygirl didn’t want to stop, but knew there was no choice.


“We should stop for now, rest.”
Lysandra pointed out, gently. She understood, she really did, in Daphne’s place
she wouldn’t want to rest until she rescued those she cared about, but that
didn’t mean it was smart. With such odds, if they weren’t careful, they might
fail and get captured or killed, and that would be worse than simply failing to
rescue the catgirls. “We need to be at our full strength to save them.”


Daphne nodded, though it was
obvious she would prefer to keep going. She understood, though. It didn’t take
them long to find a place to rest for a bit. They didn’t light a fire, not
wanting to risk anyone or anything stumbling upon them, and ate some of their
supplies. “You should sleep first.” Daphne said eventually, looking down at the
charm Mana gave her at the same time. “I’m going to keep a watch on this and
see if it changes.”


The bunnygirl had been a little
frustrated earlier. It seemed the charm wasn’t working as well as it had at
first, tugging in one direction one moment, and then another.


Lysandra almost opened her mouth,
closed it without making a sound. There was nothing she could say that would
make Daphne feel better. She might be able to distract her for a bit, though.
“Tell me about them.”


The white-haired female blinked
at her, not understanding.


“Tell me about the girls.”


Something eased in Daphne at
that, and a small smile appeared. “Melita and Melina are twins, but you
couldn’t find two catgirls more different from one another. Melina is a sweet
girl, caring and loving, always willing to hold you to make you feel better.
Melita also cares, but it’s different with her. She might just try to kick you
into action instead of giving you an encouraging word, but she means well.”


“You love them.” It was obvious,
and Lysandra felt a little foolish pointing it out. It didn’t seem to be a
carnal love, Daphne talked about them as Lysandra talked about some of her
younger sisters. Seeing that made her want to rescue those girls even more.


“I do.” Daphne admitted to easily
enough. “Mana and I raised them since they were fifteen, ensured they were safe
and happy. It’s been a decade since then.” She licked her lips, raised her head
and looked directly into Lysandra’s eyes. “I love them as if they are my
daughters, and I would do anything to keep them safe.”


“I’ll do what I can to help you.”
Lysandra wasn’t certain why she said that, but the blinding smile that took
hold of Daphne’s lips more than made up for it.


“And Mana and I will reward you
handsomely.”


The heated tone to those words
made Lysandra’s heart beat faster, and she licked her lips. The bunnygirl
turned around though, and Lysandra pouted in disappointment, then laid back
against the large rock behind her, closed her eyes. She needed her rest, needed
to be at her peak if she wanted to fight against monsters. Needed to do
whatever she could to save those catgirls and claim the reward Daphne was
promising her.


She was an amazon; she was used
to fighting in strange lands and sleep in stranger places. She fell asleep
easily enough, and woke up hours later, when Daphne approached her position.
The bunnygirl blinked at her and Lysandra smiled. She gestured for Daphne to
take her place, got to her feet, and kept watch as the white-haired female
slept. It was boring, and she had to focus to keep aware of her surroundings.
She didn’t dare nod off; she wasn’t aware of what other types of creatures
existed on the island, but she didn’t want to find herself attacked in her
sleep by giant centipedes.


Eventually, the sun started
shining on the horizon, and she decided it was time. With the experience that
came from trying to wake up weary amazons, she tried to call out to Daphne
first, then prodded her with a stick. When that only made the bunnygirl hug
herself cutely, Lysandra laughed, reached out with one hand and shook her
shoulder. Nothing seemed to wake up the white-haired female, and Lysandra bit
her lower lip, hesitated. She couldn’t resist the temptation, though.


With a slowness that came with
the acknowledgement maybe she shouldn’t, she reached out to Daphne. The
bunnygirl’s ears were softer than she expected them to be, so soft she just
wanted to rub her face against them, and she almost leaned forward before she
truly processed what she was thinking about.


Daphne moaned, and the sound was
so full of need that Lysandra felt her cock twitch at it.


She almost felt guilty when the
other female opened her eyes, but the heat in those orbs stopped her from
feeling too bad about it. In that moment, she was certain that Daphne wanted
her as much as she wanted the other female, and she almost leaned in and kissed
those tantalizing lips.


She held back. It wasn’t the
time; they needed to rescue Melina and Melita. She was certain Daphne would
never forgive her if something happened to the catgirls when they could have
avoided it.


With another heated gaze in her
direction, Daphne got up. The two of them gathered their things and grabbed
something to eat, and set out again. It didn’t take them long to have the same
problem they were having the night before. Something like a growl escaped from
Daphne’s lips, and Lysandra blinked at it.


She barely resisted the urge to
chuckle. Growls just didn’t mix with bunnies in her head. “I can’t understand
this,” Daphne complained, glaring down at the charm in her hand. “It’s tugging
in two different directions at once. Sometimes it points one way, then the
other…”


Lysandra blinked, opened her
mouth and closed it, thinking a lot about what she was going to say, afraid of
saying something foolish, until she couldn’t help herself any longer. “Maybe
they got separated, or the ones that took them separated them.”


Daphne only blinked at her, not
quite getting what she was saying.


“The charm follows both catgirls,
correct? Maybe they’re apart from one another.”


“I hope not.” The notion bothered
the white-haired female, and she glanced down at the charm. “But maybe you’re
right.”


“You don’t need to worry, we’ll
find them.” Lysandra tried to comfort the other female, though she doubted her
words would do much. They actually seemed to make the problem worse, and a tear
slipped from Daphne’s eyes.


“You don’t understand. Usually
monsters only want monster girls for pleasure. Oh, they might sell them as
slaves later, but first they want their fun.” Daphne’s hands clenched around
the charm. It wasn’t hard enough to damage the trinket, but the bunnygirl still
stopped when she realized what she was doing, breathed out in relief when she
saw everything was fine. “Every moment we take, it’s a moment where something
horrible might happen to them. I can’t stand that thought.”


“Is it usual for groups like this
to separate their catch?” She hated to express her thoughts like that.


Daphne blinked. “Now that I think
about it, no, it isn’t.”


“They might have escaped and
parted ways to avoid their captors.” Lysandra pointed out.


“Melita would never let Melina
flee alone, they would never voluntarily part from one another.”


“What if only one of them
escaped?” Daphne seemed hesitant. “No matter how much they might want to be
together, if one of them escaped they might have fled simply to come get help.”


“Maybe.” The white-haired female
admitted at last, though she didn’t seem to be too convinced by the amazon’s
words.


“In the end, the reason doesn’t
matter, does it?” Lysandra continued, thinking a little better about the
situation. “What matters is that they’re apart, and we need to move one way or
the other.”


It pained Daphne to acknowledge
that. Lysandra could see it clearly, but what else could they do? Every moment
they lingered, the catgirls moved further away. The bunnygirl bit her lower
lip. “One of the pulls is stronger, I think it means one of them is closer.”
Lysandra raised an eyebrow at that, and Daphne shrugged. “I didn’t think to
question Mana too much about how the charm works, never thought about the
possibility of the girls being kept apart. They’re twins, that will raise their
allure. It’s not the first time someone tries to take them, but we always made
sure their attackers regretted it.” She finished when she saw Lysandra’s
questioning look.


With a shake of her head, Daphne
started moving once more, and all Lysandra could do was follow after her. She
might have tried to say something, try to comfort her once more, but her words
might just end up being empty platitudes. The white-haired female’s anger was
giving her strength, Daphne was moving faster than before, she seemed more
confident. Why risk dosing some of that fire?


They walked and walked for what
felt like hours, rested for a few minutes a few times, using those pauses to
ensure they were moving the right way. It didn’t take long for Daphne to tilt
her head up. “They’re close.” Lysandra almost asked her how she knew, but then
her nose picked a scent that made her wince. Daphne saw it. “That’s the scent
of wermus. The little pests stink.”


Stink seemed to be a kind word
for that smell, but Lysandra said nothing, just nodded at the other female.


They moved more carefully after
that; aware their targets might not be far. It didn’t take them long to find
tracks Lysandra was sure belonged to the ones they were following, and she
pointed them out to Daphne. The white-haired female checked her charm, noticed
it followed more or less the same path, and the two nodded at one another.


A few minutes later, Lysandra got
her first glimpse of the creatures that Daphne had described.


They were, without exception,
ugly. Goblins were squat creatures that would barely reach her chest, and they
had pointed noses and enormous eyes. It was almost unsettling to look at their
faces. The wermus were worse. Oh, Lysandra didn’t hate rats and other vermin as
much as she hated bugs, but it unsettled her to look at what seemed to be rats
walking upright, rats that were almost as tall as the goblins. She shuddered a
little at it.


And near the center of the small
group, there was something else that drew her interest. Two someone’s. One
could only be the ogre. Daphne was fairly right about him. He stood a foot,
foot and a half, taller than Lysandra, and his frame was impressive. His arms
were broader than her legs, and Lysandra wasn’t exactly a slim woman. This
wasn’t an enemy she could defeat easily. Its frame wasn’t much different from
that of a human male, only much bigger. She could easily believe he had the
same weaknesses, and if nothing else, a spear to the throat almost certainly
would be enough to kill it.


The other being could only be a
catgirl. Lysandra couldn’t see much of her, she was being carried by the ogre,
but she could see the girl’s cat ears, and how she struggled against her
bindings.


Daphne took a step forward,
seeing the same thing Lysandra was seeing, and the amazon had to grab her
shoulder, shake her head at her. She understood, she really did. If it had been
one of her family members in the same position, she didn’t know if she could
hold back. It didn’t mean it was smart to rush. “We need to plan.” She
whispered in Daphne’s ear, and it twitched, brushed against her face, and she
blinked at the sensation. She focused, knowing she couldn’t let herself get
distracted. She needed to stop the other female from making a mistake.


Fortunately, Daphne seemed to
listen to her. Oh, it was obvious she didn’t like it, but the bunnygirl held
back.


“What do you suggest?”


“We wait.” Daphne threw her an indignant
look, and Lysandra raised her hands, tried to make the other female understand.
“We should attack them when they’re resting, when some of them are asleep. We
won’t have a chance to save her otherwise. She could very well get killed in
the fighting.”


It was a cheap move, but an
effective one. Daphne bit her lower lip, held back, and Lysandra breathed out a
sigh. Oh, she knew perfectly well that if the white-haired female saw something
she didn’t like, there was nothing she could do to hold her back, but for now
she had more time to plan.


She would have one chance and one
chance only, and she needed to wait for it.











Chapter 3


Their opportunity
came earlier than Lysandra was expecting it to. She had expected the monsters
to keep going until dark, but they only kept moving for about an hour before
coming to a stop.


Maybe it shouldn’t surprise her.
They weren’t amazons; they weren’t warriors ready for a war. They were thugs,
bandits, and monsters. Literally in the last case. They probably didn’t have
the discipline to keep going for hours, to march from dawn until dusk. Lysandra
wasn’t sure that gave her an advantage.


She had been hoping to come up
with something until it was time to strike, and with things as they were, she
had nothing planned. She didn’t think Daphne would like that, however.


Lysandra could feel the
white-haired woman’s gaze on her, knew she had to come up with something. She
closed her eyes, breathed out. When in doubt, go with what’s simple. That was
what her mentors always told her to do, and they hadn’t been wrong. Rescuing
the catgirl without a fight wouldn’t be feasible. Maybe if it was at night, and
the monsters were all asleep. Even then, it wouldn’t be easy. Even if they got
the catgirl away without making a disturbance, there was always a chance that
one monster would wake up and find her missing, and Lysandra didn’t know how
fast they could move after them, how fast the catgirl could run in her current
state.


No, it was better to fight, get
rid of the monsters, and then flee.


From what Daphne told her, and
from what she figured out, the ogre would be the problem and the one she needed
to take care of first.


With a sigh, she straightened,
smiled at Daphne. “Everything is going to be fine.” She tried to build her own
confidence, gathered herself. “You’re going to stay put. Let me deal with
this.”


Daphne opened her mouth to
complain, but Lysandra glared at her, and the bunnygirl fell silent.


“I know what I’m doing, and I’m
going to need to be stealthy for what I want to try. The two of us moving at
once might alert them to our presence.” Maybe it would, maybe it wouldn’t, but
Lysandra preferred to take the chance on her own. If the monsters discovered
her before she made her move, she might very well die. She didn’t want to risk
Daphne in such a gamble. “If everything goes right, you can enter the fight
later, attack them from behind.”


She wanted to do all the fighting
alone, but she doubted the other female would stay back if she told her to.


Eventually Daphne nodded. “Be
careful.” There was worry in the woman’s light brown eyes, and Lysandra smiled
at it. It wasn’t hard to figure out Daphne was someone who cared, who got to
love the people close to her with all of her heart. Though she only knew the
monster girl for a day, Lysandra wouldn’t mind being one of those loved ones,
and she might get her wish after all of this was over.


With a nod in the bunnygirl’s
direction, Lysandra stepped closer to the monster’s encampment.


Encampment might be too strong a
word for it. There were no tents, no latrines, only a fire was lit. It was a
temporary stop; they would start moving eventually. Or they would, if Lysandra
failed at her task, but she had no intention of letting that happen.


She couldn’t approach them from
the ground with stealth, the large trees and a few boulders were the only cover
around, and she just needed one monster to look in her direction to be caught.
Lysandra watched them for a few minutes from a large boulder, as hidden as
possible, but she shouldn’t have bothered. None of them glanced in her
direction even once.


Still, if she wanted to approach,
she would have to choose another option. And the only one around was the trees.
She bit her lower lip before glancing at the one closest to her, wondering if
she could scale it without making too much noise, and looked up. She might be
capable of jumping from the branches of one tree to the other, if she was very
careful.


Oh, it wouldn’t be easy, and one
bad step might mean her death, but the trees were tall enough no one would see
her from the ground, and the branches seemed sturdy. If she got above the
monsters and scaled down, she might get them by surprise.


“This is insane.” She muttered
under her breath, glanced once more at the monsters, and studied the trees
closer to her. Eventually she found one she thought had branches sturdy enough,
move to it and started climbing. Her arms burned with the exertion by the time
she reached close to the top, and she gulped when she saw just how far the
ground was.


She saw Daphne looking at her
from her hiding place, and she could only recognize the monster girl by the
white-hair and the ears.


She closed her eyes, breathed in
and out. She couldn’t let the height scare her, or she would end up getting
splattered on the ground.


It was hard, perhaps one of the
hardest things she had done, and it terrified her more than any battle she had
ever taken part of, but she succeeded, got unto one tree above the monsters,
breathed out in relief, her legs shaking from more than just the effort. She
glanced down, begged Ares that none of the monsters had seen her, and sighed in
relief when she confirmed that was true.


And as luck would have it, she
had her target right next to her.


The ogre was the more dangerous
of the opponents she would face. That meant she had to attack him first, attack
him hard, and put him out of commission. Easier said than done, especially
against what seemed to be such a powerful opponent, but that was her only
chance. And if she climbed down without alerting the monsters…


It took far longer than it had
taken her to climb the first tree. For one, she was trying to make as little
noise as possible. She kept glancing around, hoping none of the monsters
noticed her, stilled more than once when it seemed one of them might look up.
From so close, she could study them better, and what she saw reassured her a
little. Some goblins seemed to be fighting with each other, the rats seemed to
egg some of them on, then backed down when the other goblins turned to them,
retreating with their tails between their legs. The ogre just watched it all
happen, keeping himself close to the catgirl.


Lysandra wasn’t close enough to
see much of the catgirl’s figure, but what she saw pleased her. That frame was
curvaceous enough, and she had always liked curves on a girl’s body.


She shook her head when she
realized what she was thinking about. There would be time for ogling later.
First, she needed to rescue the catgirl.


Luck was on her side once more.
She got closer and closer to her goal and then stilled. This was it. She was
close enough to attempt the insanity she was thinking about; she had her sword
and her spear, and she just needed to act.


She took one step forward. The
branch she was on cracked loudly, and one of the wermus glanced up.


It was too late. Before the
creature could let out a warning, she threw herself down, closed the ten feet
between her and the ogre’s shoulders in an instant. Her spear, which she held
with both hands, sank into the monster’s upper back, around the area between
its neck and its right shoulder. The monster bellowed out in pain, dropped to
one knee, and the spear broke in half as Lysandra’s weight pushed against it.


She hadn’t been expecting the
weapon to survive her maneuver, so it breaking apart didn’t bother her much.
She hadn’t been expecting the ogre to remain standing after her attack though,
blinked at the creature, especially when he surged to his feet with a speed
that someone his size shouldn’t possess, and turned on her. More by instinct
than anything else, the amazon lashed out with the remains of her spear, stuck
the half she still had in hand into its throat.


It didn’t penetrate very far, but
it was enough to make the ogre back away from her and lose its footing, falling
down.


Startlement took hold of the
monsters inside the clearing, and they all glanced at Lysandra as if they
didn’t believe what they were seeing. Never one to lose an advantage, she
grabbed her sword and cut down the goblin closer to her before it could make
any move to flee from her.


That prompted the others into
action, and they attacked as one. If Lysandra was less experienced, if the
sight had intimidated her, she might have stood still and let them overwhelm
her. She didn’t though. She had fought against groups before, knew she could
never let them box her in, and so she moved, used the trees for cover, and
attacked the smaller pockets of goblins before they could gather in strength.
Fortunately for her, it seemed her opponents had no sense of strategy.


They never stayed back, came at
her without regard for their safety. Well, the goblins did. The four wermus she
could see from the corner of her eyes stayed back, afraid of the fight. That
made them less of a threat, but they had gathered around the fallen catgirl,
pulled her away from the fallen ogre, and that could be a problem later.


She didn’t let it bother her; she
had to take care of the goblins first. The critters attacked with what seemed
to be weapons that had been cobbled together. One of them used a stick with a
rock tied with string, another came at her with a chunk of sharpened metal,
another didn’t even have a weapon, tried to use its fists. Those she dispatched
without too much difficulty, and it seemed to startle their companions, made
them slow down, which in the end benefited her. It meant they couldn’t use
their numbers to overwhelm her.


Two of them started grabbing
rocks from the ground and throwing them at her, and that was annoying. It could
have been dangerous as well if their aim wasn’t crap. A small rock to the head
could daze her for a few moments, and it would be enough for the other goblins
to kill her.


Bit by bit, she got rid of the
green critters. They screeched when her sword cut them down, some cursed at her,
others made rude gestures as they died, and Lysandra shook her head. She had
never met beings that had as little survival instinct as those goblins seemed
to possess. Then the fighting paused for some moments, she took a breath and
looked around, saw that all the goblins were dead or dying, and she breathed
out in relief.


She took one step towards the
wermus, now confident in her victory, and the rats trembled.


Daphne chose that exact moment to
attack. The white-haired female came from behind the wermus and knocked one of
them on the head with her staff, sending the others scrambling back. On the
ground, the catgirl seemed to perk up when she saw her rescuer, but the
bindings around her hands and legs stopped her from moving or helping Daphne.


Not that any help seemed to be
needed. Lysandra moved in the bunnygirl’s direction, but Daphne seemed to have
things well in hand, and her staff was a blur as she used it to push the rats
away from the fallen catgirl, hitting them hard at the same time. By the time Lysandra
got close, two of the wermus had already fallen and Daphne was about to hit the
third. It dropped to the ground at her hit, its head slightly caved in, and
Lysandra raised an eyebrow as she lashed out with her sword and opened the last
wermus from shoulder to belly. Either Daphne was stronger than she looked, or
the wermus were very fragile.


The fighting came to a stop.
Lysandra was breathing hard, and she wasn’t the only one. Daphne’s chest heaved
as she breathed, and it drew the amazon’s eyes for a few moments, made her
glance at it. The white-haired girl didn’t miss her glance, smirked a little.


That smirk disappeared, and
something like horror showed in her eyes when she looked at something over
Lysandra’s shoulder. The almost roar behind her made the amazon swallow, and
she jumped to the side, guessing an attack was coming. Fortunately for her, it
wasn’t, but unfortunately, the ogre was getting to its feet, and she knew
little about ogres, but she wouldn’t guess the look on its face was pleased.


She held her sword high, watching
as the male creature got to his feet. And there was no doubt he was male. The
very large rod that slipped free from the loin cloth didn’t leave any doubts.
Lysandra looked at it, blinked, opened her mouth and closed it. Some things it
was better not to think about.


The ogre wasn’t unhurt. Parts of
her spear remained in his shoulder and his throat, and that wound even bled
quite a bit, the ogre’s blood darker than any Lysandra had seen before. She had
a chance.


“Free her and run.” Lysandra
called out to Daphne, glancing at the white-haired woman. Her eyes widened as
she saw movement behind the bunnygirl. “Watch out.” Daphne was beside the
catgirl, trying to break the bindings around her ankles, and she only blinked
her eyes at Lysandra, not understanding. Fortunately for her, the catgirl could
see the danger, used her feet to kick Daphne away. One of the wermus the
bunnygirl had knocked aside missed his attack by inches, and that meant that
instead of skewering Daphne, it only sliced through her side, cutting her skin.


Daphne was quick, and she was
precise. Before she had completely fallen to the side, she was already lashing
out with a kick, hitting one of the wermus’s knees from beneath him. He
dropped, scrambled to get up and was completely unprepared for the catgirl that
threw herself atop of him, and by the time he pushed her out of the way, Daphne
was there with her staff. It raised its hands high, tried to block the
bunnygirl’s attack, but only softened it.


One of his hands broke as the
staff hit, and then it reached his head and knocked him out.


Lysandra couldn’t help them. The
ogre bellowed once more and moved her way, and she had to focus on him.


She couldn’t get hit. That seemed
pretty obvious, but it was easier said than done. Despite his size and his
wounds, the ogre was quick, and it rushed after her. Fortunately, he didn’t
have a weapon of any kind, tried to get at her with his bare hands, and the few
times he got too close to her, a swipe of her sword was enough to make him back
down. The situation wasn’t good, however. Even when she hit him, the most she
gave him were small slices. Oh, he was bleeding badly from his wounds, and he
stumbled as he followed her, but she feared he would last long enough to catch
her.


It felt like a game, one she
would lose the moment she stumbled.


She doubted Daphne or the catgirl
could help, didn’t want to put them at risk either. Her steps were taking the
ogre away from the monster girls, and she hoped the two had the sense to run.
Lysandra might not be able to defeat the monster, she didn’t know, but escaping
might always be a possibility.


“Get out.” She bellowed out again
when she caught sight of Daphne from the corner of her eyes. Despite her
request, the bunnygirl didn’t move away, and though part of Lysandra warmed a
little at it, she didn’t want to see the other female in danger.


She had to kill the ogre. Oh, it
was easier said than done; she was certain of that, but what else could she do?
She had to beat him somehow.


Looking at his frame as she
avoided another attack, having to throw herself to the side and roll on the
ground to do it, she pursed her lips. Despite his size and skin color, the ogre
seemed similar to amazons and humans. She could bet he would have the same weaknesses
humans and amazons had, and that gave her some possibilities.


Lost in her thoughts, she was
just a little slower to avoid the next attack, and the ogre’s fist brushed
against her. It was only a brush, nothing more, but it was enough to make her lose
her balance, and a pained yelp escaped from her lips at the same time. She
rolled with the hit though, ignoring the pain as much as she could, knowing
that doing anything else would only ensure the ogre got her.


And as she did, she saw her
chance.


When the ogre turned to her, she
dove at him, surprising him for a moment. He recovered quickly enough, reached
down with those enormous arms, and Lysandra thought she had made the biggest
mistake of her life. Then she rolled, slipped between his arms and the ground,
came up beside his legs. Pushing herself to her knees, she rolled again, a
small roll this time, and got behind him.


The pained sound that escaped him
when she sliced at the back of his left knee was loud, and a grin took hold of
Lysandra’s lips.  She hated to run, hated to be on the backfoot during a fight.
It was time she took control of their little dance.


The ogre turned as fast as it had
been moving before, but his left leg didn’t offer him the same support, and he
stumbled. Lysandra had been expecting a move of some kind, wouldn’t have been
tagged even if he hadn’t stumbled, and another attack from her sword hit
against his other knee, making him screech in pain once more.


Even then, the ogre remained
standing.


The creature was tough, Lysandra had
to admit it, but he wasn’t invincible.


He took a step towards her, but
when he made to take another, he stumbled. He still tried to come after her,
and the hate and anger she saw in his eyes intimidated her for a moment, but
when he poised his foot down once more, a pained grunt escaped him and he fell
to a knee.


Lysandra hesitated. As he was,
the ogre probably couldn’t run after them, they could just flee. She was an
amazon though; they didn’t leave enemies behind if they could help it. Who knew
if the ogre could recover and come after her? Revenge was a powerful motivator.


Better to kill him.


He saw her resolution on her face
when she approached, closed his eyes and his features became a little smoother,
calmer. The monster seemed to accept his fate.


It lulled Lysandra into a false
sense of security. The moment she got a little closer to him, the ogre surged
to his feet and jumped at her. It pained him, the scream that escaped from him
was one of pain and anger. But the vitriol won out, and the ogre came down upon
Lysandra.


She got lucky.


If the ogre had waited just a
second more, she would have been too close to avoid its attack. As it was, her
reflexes saved her life, made her throw herself aside and lash out with her
sword. The tip of her weapon sank into the ogre’s belly even as its fist lashed
out and hit against Lysandra’s side, sending her flying.


A huff escaped out of her when
she hit against the ground, and she needed to get up, she knew that; she had to
gather herself and get up, or she might end up dying, but the sharp pain
against her side was too much. She had to lie down for a few seconds, had to
recover.


Eventually, she made to move to
her feet, and hoped it wasn’t too late.


Fate seemed to be on her side.
She stumbled to one knee, looked towards the ogre, and saw him face down on the
floor, not fully laying down, but it would be only a matter of time. Her sword
had sunk into his belly, and as he fell, it buried itself in him almost to the
hilt. Even now the ogre fought, put his hands against the ground and tried to
push up, tried to maneuver to take the sword out. There was nothing to be done,
however, his legs didn’t seem to work anymore, his strength was waning. The
sword must have hit against his spine, damaged it somehow.


A chuckle of relief escaped the
amazon, and it drew the ogre’s eyes to her. She watched the light go out of
those eyes, and she felt victorious.


Then the pain hit her. “Ouch,
ouch, ouch.” She clutched at her side as she stumbled to her feet, and would
have fallen down if Daphne hadn’t appeared and supported her. She almost lashed
out at the bunnygirl at first, too startled to process the fact she was there,
then smiled almost dopily at her. “Hey.”


“Lysandra, are you alright?”


“I will be in time. Just need
some rest.” A lot of rest, if she was honest. She could feel the pain in her
side, would be lucky if the ogre hadn’t broken some of her ribs. They might
just be bruised, but she doubted it. Every breath she took hurt badly.


Daphne didn’t seem convinced, but
she held her tongue, and then the catgirl stepped closer to them, and Lysandra
looked at her. The woman was gorgeous. From how Daphne talked about them, she
expected the catgirls to be young, but looking at one of them, she would almost
think Daphne was younger. Granted that her knowledge of monster girls was sadly
lacking.


There was no doubt the catgirl
was gorgeous, and her curves were just as eye-catching as Daphne’s. The
features that set her apart from amazons were also slightly more profound than
Daphne’s. For one, the catgirl’s ears were smaller, pointier, but accompanied
by a bit of fur, and it became hard to distinguish what was fur and what was
hair in that head. They were a shade of red that wasn’t exactly common in
Lysandra’s homeland, and her eyes were blue.


The amazon smiled at the catgirl,
and the monster girl hesitantly smiled back.


Once Daphne was sure the blonde
was alright, she turned to the catgirl. “Where’s Melita?” Her words were
tender, the look on her face was soft, but the catgirl still seemed to shy
away.


“They have her. She loosened my
bindings and told me to run, but they came after me and got me before I could
get to you.” A tear escaped from the catgirl’s eyes, and Daphne didn’t
hesitate, released Lysandra and hugged the catgirl, holding her tight and
trying to soothe her. The amazon winced a little as she supported herself, but
she didn’t complain, allowed the monster girls to comfort one another.


“We’ll get her back, I promise.”
Daphne said, her words soothing. Lysandra didn’t know how well they worked. For
one, she could see the bunnygirl’s face, knew she wasn’t completely sure of
what she was saying. And the catgirl didn’t seem convinced either.


“You don’t understand. They knew
about Mana, someone paid them to take us.” Those words brought Daphne to a
halt, and Lysandra perked up. What was that about Mana?


“We’ll talk about that later.”
She turned to Lysandra, met her eyes. “We have to find Melita.”


“That might be easier said than
done.” The amazon pointed out. She didn’t want to, understood how much Daphne
wanted to rescue the other catgirl, but some things were unavoidable. She
pointed at the bunnygirl’s side and the slice there. “You’re wounded, I’m
wounded, and I lost my weapons. I might get my sword back if we turn that big
lug around, but even then, I’m in no state to fight.” The white-haired female
still hesitated, and Lysandra didn’t want to, but she continued. “And maybe we
should get your charge back to Mana. She might be safer there.”


“I want to go with you.” Melina
pointed out almost immediately, and Daphne shook her head in reply.


“No, Lysandra is right. We’re
going back.” It pained her, but she was resolute. A sound came from one of the
wermus laying on the ground close to them, the same one that almost got Daphne
by surprise, and a snarl escaped her lips.


She grabbed her staff, moved to
him, and she only stopped when Melina called out. “Wait.” Daphne hesitated,
looked at the other monster girl. “He could tell us where the rest of their
party is.”


Daphne looked back at the wermus,
glared down. “Then we’ll be bringing him back to Mana.”











Chapter 4


Lysandra
didn’t recover her sword. Oh, she eventually turned the ogre’s corpse around,
with Daphne and Melina’s help, but her sword’s handle had snapped in half with
his fall, and there was nothing to be done about that.


They moved fairly quick, if one
took their wounds into account. In that respect, Lysandra might have been the
worse one. Daphne winced a little with every step she took. The cut to her side
was swelling, which wasn’t a good sign, but the monster girl kept moving with
the same energy she had displayed when they were searching for the monsters.


Melina was weak, hungry. They
gave her the rest of their supplies, and the catgirl seemed to regain some
color, but she wasn’t at one hundred percent. Lysandra had to resist the urge
to howl with every step she took. Her ribs hurt, breathing made it feel worse, but
there wasn’t anything she could do about that. She could only continue, hope to
reach Mana and rest.


They had to stop for the night,
and the amazon was so exhausted that the moment she closed her eyes she slept.
She woke up with the dawn, flushed a little at the look Daphne sent her and at
the fact the woman let her sleep without waking her to keep watch, and then got
to her feet, not wanting them to lose any more time. Her ribs pained her even
more that second day, and every motion that pulled at them made her wince, made
her stand still for a time and breathe, and that only provoked pain of another
kind.


When she finally spotted the
small waterfall where Mana seemed to live, she breathed out in relief and
winced, but the pain didn’t stop a small smile from taking hold of her lips.
The two monster girls accompanying her didn’t wait any longer, rushed to the
edge of the pond, and before they could reach their destination Mana burst from
the water, fully formed, threw her arms around the two females and held them
tightly. “You’re ok.” The words were low, the tone was soft, and Mana seemed so
happy that Lysandra stopped in place and just watched.


She was fairly certain that while
her demeanor was soft, Mana’s grip was anything but. Her arms were tight against
Daphne and Melina, and even some tendrils of water were reaching up and holding
unto the monster girls.


The naiad became a little more
guarded when she caught sight of Lysandra, but she eventually nodded at the
blonde, who nodded back. From beside her, there was a groan, and Lysandra
looked at the bound wermus that Daphne had carried for most of the time, though
Melina had helped. Granted that the creature wasn’t big, and it seemed light,
but it made her think the monster girls were stronger than they looked.


The creature had remained
unconscious since Daphne had knocked it out, Lysandra even feared it might have
been brain damaged and wouldn’t wake up anymore, but it seemed they got lucky.


Distracted as she was by the
rat’s awakening, she almost missed Mana stepping closer to her. “You got her
back.” Lysandra couldn’t be sure if Mana meant Daphne or Melina, and it really
didn’t matter. She nodded. “Thank you.” The words didn’t come out easily from
Mana’s mouth.


“I had to help.” Even if she
hadn’t made a deal with them, if she wasn’t counting on their help to survive
on that strange island, she would have helped. She had a weakness for a begging
woman, and Daphne tugged at her heart’s strings. Oh, she couldn’t deny Mana
also made her want, and the fact the naiad approached her completely naked,
standing proudly, made the blonde take notice of her body, she even glanced
down for a moment, but couldn’t enjoy the sight as much as she wished to, her
ribs were hurting way too much for that.


Mana watched her face for a
little longer, then nodded, and turned her attention to the rat beside
Lysandra. “And what is this?” There was a coldness to her tone that sent a
shiver racing down the amazon’s back, and her words caught in her throat. If
that tone bothered her, it was nothing compared to what it did to the one Mana
glared at.


It terrified the wermus. Its eyes
were wide, it shivered as Mana sauntered close, and it squeaked as well.
Lysandra tilted her head at that. There was nothing visually terrifying about
Mana, nothing she could see at least, and she could only imagine the wermus was
afraid of the naiad because it knew what she was and what she could do. If that
was true, it knew more than Lysandra did, and she couldn’t deny she was
curious.


“A rat so close to my shores?”


“Please.” The wermus’s voice was
a squeaky thing, made Lysandra blink at it. “Don’t kill me.”


“Mana, wait.” Daphne called out
before the naiad could reach the creature. “We captured him because we hoped he
could tell us where Melita is.”


“Oh, don’t worry, I’ll ensure
this thing tells us everything.” She moved even closer. The wermus’s eyes
rolled, and it dropped to the ground. Lysandra blinked, and she wasn’t the only
one. “It fainted.” Mana said, incredulous. “Why did it faint?”


Lysandra chuckled, she couldn’t
help herself. “Maybe because you terrified him?”


The following instant her back
crashed against one of the trees close to her, and something was around her
throat, holding tight. When she scratched at it with her nails, water stained
her hands. She only realized Mana was responsible for it when the naiad pressed
against her, eyes wild. “I haven’t showed you how terrifying I can be, amazon.”


Lysandra swallowed, tensing a
little at the pain. Oh, she wasn’t exactly comfortable, and Mana was scaring
her a little, but she didn’t believe the woman would try to harm her. “Mana.”
Daphne called out, made to move closer, but one tendril of water grabbed onto
her, pulled her into the pond. It didn’t hurt the bunnygirl, just held her safe
in Mana’s domain, and the naiad never looked away from Lysandra while she did
it.


“Any more chuckling at my
expense?” Mana questioned, moving even closer. Her naked form pressed against
Lysandra, who felt that skin against her bare belly, heated up at it.


The blonde felt tempted to open
her mouth and say something she shouldn’t, and for a moment it almost seemed as
if the other female knew. She pressed even harder against her, the tendril
around her throat tightened just slightly, and she shouldn’t, she really shouldn’t,
but Lysandra couldn’t help but be turned on by the situation. Mana knew it. The
woman was so tight against her there was no hiding how her cock hardened and
pushed against her clothes, and Mana looked down for a moment.


She stepped back eventually,
released Lysandra, and the amazon breathed in a gulp of air, hissing when that
made her ribs flare out in pain.


The naiad didn’t move far, kept
close enough to Lysandra that the blonde couldn’t help but eye her body. She
couldn’t say she was pleased by how the blue-haired female attacked her, but
maybe she should have held her tongue. And it made her certain there was
something dangerous about Mana, which didn’t help the blonde feel less
attracted.


Lysandra had always liked
dangerous women. She was an amazon, any member of her kind could be dangerous,
and she always found it sexy. Mana saw her interest, and crossed her arms under
her chest, both looking annoying and alluring as she did it.


“Lysandra is wounded,” There was
a chiding tone to Daphne’s words, and Mana pursed her lips. The amazon hadn’t
even noticed the bunnygirl’s approach, the naiad had been holding her entire
focus. She smiled at the white-haired female, who smiled back. “Maybe you can
do something about it?”


“Why should I?” Mana didn’t look
away from Lysandra’s eyes as she asked the question.


The blonde furrowed her brows for
a second, before letting her face smooth out into a placid expression. She
didn’t know what Daphne meant when she said that Mana might be able to do
something about her injury, but if there was anything the naiad could do to
help…


“It’s going to be difficult for
me to help you rescue Melita as I am.”


That brought up the naiad short,
and she peered into Lysandra’s eyes. There was a weight to that gaze, something
that made the amazon freeze in place for a time. It wasn’t the way those eyes
glowed, there was more to it than that. It felt as if the naiad was peering
directly into her spirit, judging her, and the blonde could only stay still and
let her do it.


“I don’t know how much I can do
without a weapon, but I promised to help, didn’t I?”


“I can easily remedy your lack of
armament.” Mana didn’t look away from her. She huffed, turned to Daphne,
exchanged a glance with the bunnygirl, then turned back to her, stepped closer.
Lysandra tensed slightly, and the naiad noticed it. “I have to warn you this is
going to hurt.”


“What is?”


The naiad didn’t answer, kept
moving, and Lysandra stepped back without thinking about it, only stopping when
her back hit against the tree. Then Mana was against her. She groaned a little
when she felt the naiad’s bare breasts against her, and she couldn’t stop
herself from putting her hands on those hips. Mana leaned up, pressed her body
completely against hers, and grinned before letting her lips come to a rest
against Lysandra’s.


Faced with temptation like that,
the amazon gave in. She moaned as she thrust her tongue into Mana’s mouth, felt
the naiad kissing her back with just as much enthusiasm. She allowed her hands
to glide around that body, grabbed onto the naiad’s buttocks and used that grip
to pull them closer together, feeling her cock hardening at the sensation of
that delicious body so close to hers. She couldn’t imagine what Mana meant when
she said it would hurt.


And then the naiad’s hand sank
into her side. It might be more accurate to say that hand dissolved against her
ribs, Lysandra’s eyes widened when she felt something invade her flesh, pulling
at her skin and her bones. It hurt. It hurt like nothing she had ever
experienced before, and she would have screamed in pain if the naiad hadn’t
pressed even more tightly against her and muffled her shouts with her lips.


In time the pain lessened, became
an irritating ache, and Lysandra could focus on the kiss and enjoy it for as
long as she could, letting her hands taste the body of the female against her.


Mana pulled back soon after,
strutted closer to Daphne, stopped and smirked at the amazon. “I’ve done what I
can to heal you.”


The blonde tested the flesh on
her side. It seemed tenderer than before, and it ached, but it was different.
It almost felt as if the naiad had pulled her ribs into place and mended the
bone. It certainly didn’t hurt as badly as it had before that kiss, so she
couldn’t complain about it.


She looked at the naiad, and
there was hunger in her gaze. She knew it. Mana saw it and her smirk widened,
and Lysandra saw a similar hunger in that face.


“You should rest for a bit.”
Daphne interrupted, looking from one female to the other, and want showed in
her features. She glanced at where the wermus had fallen unconscious, her gaze
narrowed. “We’ll need to wait until he wakes to ask some questions, hopefully
without making him faint this time.” There was a glance thrown in Mana’s
direction, who huffed at it.


“I can just make another charm;
we don’t need the rat.”


Daphne shook her head. “Someone
warned them about you.” Mana tensed at that, looked at the monster girl.
Lysandra couldn’t exactly say what passed between them, but Mana tensed.


The bunnygirl turned to her. “Come,
rest. I’ll have Melina bring you to where you can sleep for a few hours. I know
how tiring Mana’s healing can be.”


Now that the white-haired female
mentioned it, Lysandra could admit she was feeling worn. She let Daphne bring
her to Melina, followed the catgirl when the older monster girl told her to
lead Lysandra to where she could rest. Oh, the amazon wasn’t dumb; she
understood Daphne wanted to speak to Mana about something in peace, but she
didn’t care.


Everyone had their little
secrets, and it wasn’t as if it had something to do with her. She had just
gotten to the island after all.


There was a cave behind the
waterfall, one that was completely hidden at first, but when they approached
the entrance, the water parted for them as if it was magic. Maybe it was, or
maybe Mana had been the one to do it. She was only now understanding what the
naiad was, what kind of power she possessed, but it seemed obvious she could
control all the water around the area. It would be easy for her to do something
like this, and it made for a very safe hiding spot.


The cave wasn’t natural. Lysandra
had never seen another cave like it, with walls so smooth, or so perfectly
measured. Tired as she was, she didn’t have enough focus to marvel too much at
what she was seeing, simply followed the catgirl. She was too tired to even
appreciate the sight of the female in front of her. Melina was quite
attractive, and the tail that swished in the air behind her almost made
Lysandra reach for it and grab it. She stopped herself before doing something
she might regret.


“Here.” Melina said when they
reached their destination, something timid about her voice. She looked at
Lysandra’s face and then away, and the blonde couldn’t help but call the motion
cute. “You can rest in this room.”


It was spacious enough, and it
had a makeshift mattress against one wall.


“Well then, I might just lay
down, I’m exhausted.”


“I’ll leave you to your sleep.” A
yawn escaped from the catgirl, and Lysandra smiled at that, thinking she
wouldn’t be the only one sleeping soon.


The catgirl lingered for a time,
and Lysandra raised an eyebrow at her.


Melina shifted, not quite meeting
her eyes, seeming so cute the blonde wanted to reach out and grab those cheeks.


“Thank you.” The redhead said
eventually. “You helped Daphne save me, and now you’re going to save my sister
as well, so thank you.” She didn’t wait for a reply, turned on her feet and
moved away, and Lysandra blinked after her.


She chuckled afterwards, laid down
on that mattress, blinked when she realized how soft it was. The moment she
laid her head down, she fell asleep.











Chapter 5


The amazon
woke up to someone shaking her arm, and she turned around and buried her face
in her pillow, ignoring whoever was trying to get her up. The shaking only
became more irritating at her efforts, and a voice accompanied it.


“Wake up, Lysandra.”


Daphne’s voice made her remember
where she was, what had happened over the last couple of days, and she
stretched out, glanced at the white-haired woman. She felt a hunger take hold
of her as she did it and became all too aware of how hard her cock was. It
would be so simple to pull the bunnygirl close, lay her down on the bed and
take her…


She shook her head, got rid of
those thoughts. They must have showed on her face though, because a similar
hunger showed on Daphne’s features.


“Come on, you should take a
shower and get ready, Mana wants to talk to you.”


Lysandra started nodding before
she processed the words. “A what?”


Daphne smiled at her. “You’ll
see.”


The shower ended up being a kind
of bathing. In a room of the cave, water fell from the ceiling, and Lysandra
could just bare her clothes and step under that water, let it fall all over
her. She kind of moaned as she did it, it felt nice, and allowed her to clean
herself thoroughly. Daphne appeared more than once, let her eyes feast on the
sight of the amazon’s body, and Lysandra saw it, smiled at the monster girl.
Her cock hardened fully, and Daphne watched it, licked her lips.


They both wanted one another. It
was pretty obvious, and Lysandra wanted nothing more than to pull that female
close and take her right then and there.


Daphne only watched, though,
allowed her to clean herself. Before Lysandra could dress her ragged clothes
once more, the bunnygirl grabbed her hand, pulled her along. “We have some
things that might fit you better, and I have an ointment that can help your
ribs heal faster.”


Being naked around the bunnygirl
while Daphne held unto her hand and pulled her along wasn’t making Lysandra any
favors, and she barely resisted the urge to pull the white-haired woman closer.


They reached a small room full of
shelves carved into the wall, and once more Lysandra blinked at the
architecture of the cave. It was obvious the place wasn’t natural, someone had
carved it, and she was pretty sure that someone was Mana.


“Sit down.” There was a
protrusion in the lower part of one of the walls, and it worked well enough as
a seat. Lysandra almost jumped a little at how cold the rock was on her bare
ass, but before she could do more than that Daphne was there. “Let me see.”


Lysandra raised her arm, allowed
the bunnygirl to prod at her ribs, then to spread some kind of ointment on
them. Daphne smelled good, and she looked gorgeous. Lysandra reacted to the
female’s proximity, tried to resist the urge to reach for her.


It had been a while since she had
a woman. Most of the amazons on board the ship had shied away from her, though
not all, but back in her homeland she went to sleep every night with one or
more women beside her. Daphne being that close was affecting her.


The bunnygirl saw it. There was
no way she would have missed how stiff Lysandra’s rod got. The blonde just
didn’t expect her to do what she did next. Once she finished spreading that
ointment, Daphne kneeled in front of her, sent a heated gaze to that rod.


“What are you doing?” Lysandra’s
words came out rough with want, and Daphne didn’t miss it, smirked at her.


“What does it look like?” She
slowly reached out with one hand, took hold of Lysandra’s cock and pumped it.
“I promised to reward you before, didn’t I? So let me do as I promised.” The
bunnygirl reached down and unravel the string that kept her top around her
chest, allowed it to fall. Her large breasts spilled free, and Lysandra groaned
at the sight. She reached for them, but the bunnygirl slapped her hand away,
and she pouted. “You don’t get to touch right now.”


Daphne’s grip became tighter, she
moved that hand up and down, and Lysandra groaned. She was too tense; she
wouldn’t last long if the white-haired female continued as she was.


It only became harder to resist
Daphne’s attentions when she started using her breasts. She imprisoned the rod
between that soft flesh, started moving up and down, making Lysandra arch back
at the pleasure. She couldn’t help it; she didn’t think she had ever felt
anything as soft on her cock; it overwhelmed her.


And then Daphne’s tongue licked
her, the bunnygirl suckling at the tip of her. “I won’t last if you keep going
like that.” She didn’t want to come so soon, wanted to prolong the moment for
as long as she could, but Daphne wasn’t making it easy.


“Will you?” The bunnygirl asked
with a teasing tone, then opened her mouth and started sucking.


Lysandra groaned loudly, reached
out with her hands and poised them against the monster girl’s head, unable to
stop herself from touching those ears, playing with them. Daphne liked that.
The bunnygirl moaned at it, which made Lysandra enjoy.


Daphne bobbed her head down, took
more of Lysandra’s rod into her, hummed. The amazon lost control. She came with
a shout; the sound echoing through the cave and displaying her pleasure, and
she enjoyed as the bunnygirl continued her ministrations, pleasuring her until
she spent herself.


Then Daphne climbed into her lap,
pressed against her. Lysandra groaned, took hold of the woman’s hips and pulled
her closer, felt herself hardening again as Daphne’s buttocks seated right atop
her groin. The bunnygirl kissed her, and one of her hands moved down, cupped
one of the bunnygirl’s breasts, and Daphne arched at it, offering herself.


Lysandra would have taken her
right then if she could, but when she tried to bare the bunnygirl’s sex, Daphne
put a stop to their embrace, leaving her lap almost immediately. The bunnygirl
shook a finger at her. “That will be your reward if you return with Melita.
Think of it as an incentive.” The roughness in Daphne’s voice showed the
bunnygirl would quite enjoy being taken, but she didn’t lose the chance to make
a bargain. And what a hard bargain it was.


“I have every intention of
returning with your catgirl, don’t worry.”


“And when you do,” Daphne leaned
forward, smiled coyly. “I’ll be more than willing to let you ride me.” The
white-haired female moved to a shelf, grabbed some clothes and strutted closer
to Lysandra, her breasts bouncing with the motion. She put the clothes on the
amazon’s lap, winked at her, turned around and reached down to grab the top she
had been wearing before, then continued.


Lysandra could only watch as the
bunnygirl strutted out of the room, unable to take her eyes off that rear. She
would have Daphne in time, she was sure of it. She would rescue the missing
catgirl even if she had to fight an ogre barehanded. Shaking her head, she
grabbed the clothes Daphne left behind, dressed herself.


Mana was waiting for her when she
got out of the cave. “Did you have fun?”


The amazon paused, not quite
knowing what she was hearing in that tone. Was it jealousy? It didn’t seem to
be, but there was something that made her feel a little weary. She shook her
head. It didn’t matter. “A little, yes, but that bunnygirl is a tease.”


“That she is.” Mana agreed after
a few moments, letting her eyes move over Lysandra’s frame. There was something
like interest in that gaze, and the naiad didn’t mind displaying it. “But she
had a good idea. If you save Melita, I’ll join her in giving you your reward.”


“Well then, let’s find what we
can get out of our prisoner, shall we?”


Mana only smiled in response,
moving away. Lysandra eagerly followed the naiad, and her cock twitched at the
sight. She thought the blue-haired female would drive her crazy if she continued
to walk around naked. Lysandra tried to put that thought out of her head,
though it wasn’t easy with how much Mana’s ass swayed from one side to the
other.


It didn’t take them long to reach
the place where the naiad had stashed away the wermus. Daphne was already
there, and a teasing smiled appeared on her lips when she saw Lysandra. The
amazon answered in kind, but then she turned her attention to the rat. A cage
of water held him hidden amongst the foliage of one of the trees around Mana’s
pound, and she raised an eyebrow at that.


What were the limits of Mana’s
powers? It seemed pretty obvious the naiad could control the water around her
without difficulty, but she didn’t think the healing she displayed had anything
to do with water. What could she do?


She sent a pondering gaze at the
blue-haired female.


Mana didn’t notice her glance.
The woman strutted closer to the tree, and as she did, the cage lowered,
deposited the rat in front of the naiad. The wermus was awake, and it shifted
away from Mana, almost as if it would try to run, but a moment later it seemed
to realize how fruitless such an attempt would be.


“You’re going to squeal, little
rat. You can choose if you tell me everything you know, or if you’re going to
squeal in pain.” The bloodthirsty grin that took hold of Mana’s lips made
Lysandra shudder, and she wasn’t the one that received it. A squeak escaped
from the wermus, and it took a step back, but a tendril of water stopped it
from taking another.


Lysandra narrowed her eyes at
that. It had almost seemed as if the water that made the cage disappeared. It
had fallen to the ground and soaked the earth, but that hadn’t stopped Mana
from calling it back up when she needed it.


“I’ll tell you everything you
want.”


The sight of the little rat waving
his hands around, speaking in such a squeaky voice, almost made Lysandra grin.
She contained herself at the last moment, but her amusement was still obvious.
Daphne saw it, and she realized the bunnygirl was also trying to keep a serious
face.


“Why did you kidnap the
catgirls?” Though it said it would answer everything she wanted, the wermus
hesitated, and Mana narrowed her eyes at it. The tendril that had grabbed onto
the creature pulled it up, pulled it closer to Mana, who grinned. “I can use my
water to flay your skin inch-by-inch, little rat, or I can pull your fur out a
strand at a time. You don’t really want to make me have the effort of making
you talk.”


“We were hired to.”


“Who’s we?”


“Big Grod’s crew.”


Mana raised an eyebrow at that.
“Am I supposed to know who you are?”


The wermus waved his little hands
around, and the sight was almost comical. Lysandra couldn’t say for sure, but
it almost seemed as if the creature was offended Mana didn’t recognize the
group he belonged to. “Big Grod is the biggest ogre around, taller than a tree,
and stronger than rocks.”


A laugh escaped from Lysandra’s
lips, one she muffled quickly, but it didn’t go unnoticed. Mana raised an
eyebrow at her, and Lysandra grinned at the naiad, who just turned back to the
rat.


“And who hired you to come after
my family?” Though Mana’s voice didn’t change in tone, the rat started
shivering, looking one way and the other, almost as if there was some way it
could escape. Mana leaned in, put her face just inches away from his. “Answer
me.”


“I don’t know, Big Grod is the
only one who spoke with them.”


“And where did they take Melita?”


“Who?” The rat tilted its head,
and Lysandra couldn’t believe the creature was so foolish it didn’t know who
Mana meant.


“The catgirl you kidnapped, not
the one we rescued, her sister.” Mana spoke as if she was talking to a child,
but Lysandra could see the anger smoldering just under her skin, almost feared
for the rat.


“Big Grod has her.”


“And where is Big Grod?” It
didn’t seem that it would take long for Mana’s temper to boil over.


“Big Grod was going to the lair.”


Mana looked at the wermus as if
she couldn’t believe how dumb it was. “You’re useless.” The naiad gestured with
one hand, and Lysandra didn’t know what she was going to do, but it wouldn’t
have been anything nice. Daphne put a stop to it.


“Mana, wait. Don’t do it.” The
bunnygirl begged.


Mana turned to her. “Why
shouldn’t I? This is one of the creatures that attacked you, that took Melina
and Melita from us.” She turned to look at the wermus. “A quick death might be
too good for it. Maybe if it had been more useful…”


The wermus’s head perked up. “I
can be useful. I can tell you where the lair is and how many are with Big
Grod.”


“Oh?” Mana raised an eyebrow at
the creature. “Now you can suddenly offer information freely. What a marvel!”


Over the following minutes, the
rat told them everything they needed to know, and Lysandra could almost hear
her mentors inside her head, railing at her for failing for the rat’s meek
demeanor. Oh, the creature might be weak, and it had used its appearance to
seem foolish at first, but when it realized it didn’t fool Mana, that it might
very well die by her hand, the wermus revealed just how crafty it really was.
Lysandra would never underestimate another creature again.


Mana smiled when it was all over.
“Now you’re going back to your cage. If everything you told us is the truth,
you’ll get to live. If not…” She remained silent, grinned, but her meaning
passed through without difficulty.


The rat gulped loudly, and
Lysandra smiled a little vindictively. It felt nice to see it being put on its
place after how it fooled her.


She followed Mana and Daphne back
to the pond, watched as the naiad put a hand on the waterfall, closing her
eyes. “What is she doing?” She asked Daphne, but the bunnygirl only shushed
her.


Eventually the naiad pulled her
hand back and drew a weapon with her. It was beautiful, its metal a silver that
almost seemed to glow as the sunlight hit it, so sharp it could cut through
flesh without effort.


“This will be your weapon from
now on.” Mana said, extending her arm.


“It’s beautiful.” Lysandra
admitted, and she almost didn’t want to continue. “But it’s a dagger.” It was
the most beautiful dagger she had ever seen, despite how simple it was, and it
seemed dangerous, but it wouldn’t allow her to fight against ogres and win.


Mana smirked. “Is it?” Without
warning, that dagger changed shape, extended, became a spear and its tip came
to a rest against Lysandra’s throat.


Her eyes were wide, she was sure
of it. “How?”


“This is the weapon of an elven
champion that tried to kill me once. He failed, but his weapon was powerful and
I took it for myself. Not that I ever used it, not that I need to use it.” Mana
explained, turning the spear around and extending it towards Lysandra. “Be
careful, the weapon has a will of its own, but I think you’ll like it and it
will like you. It should allow you to defeat any enemy that crosses your path
in this quest. And this,” The naiad gestured, and a tendril of water shot out
of the pond, carrying something to a stop near Lysandra’s face, who could only
blink at first. “Is the charm that will allow you to find Melita.”


“What?” Daphne made to step
forward, reach for the charm, but the water of the pound raised up, tightened
around her and held her close to the naiad. “Mana!”


“You’re not going.” Mana’s tone
showed her decision was final and she wouldn’t change it for anything in the
world. “You’re not ready to face a powerful ogre, and I’m not willing to let
you risk yourself any longer.”


Daphne struggled, and she only
really stopped struggling when Mana moved closer to her, reached out and cupped
her face, kissed her lips, gently. “You can’t stop me from trying to rescue
Melita.” Tears fell down the bunnygirl’s face. “Please.”


“If Lysandra can’t save her with
her new weapon, you being there won’t change a thing. Please, don’t leave me.”
Daphne only seemed to cry harder at those words, but didn’t shy away from
Mana’s embrace, held tightly to the naiad. Mana looked at Lysandra, who felt
somewhat uncomfortable with what she was seeing. “Go, rescue Melita, and we’ll
reward you handsomely.”


Lysandra nodded at the other woman,
exchanged a glance with Daphne, who begged with her eyes. “I’ll be back soon;
you can count on me.”











Chapter 6


Despite
the confidence she displayed in front of Daphne and Mana, she knew it wouldn’t
be easy.


She had no idea of how far the
kidnappers had taken Melita, didn’t know in which state the catgirl was, or
even if she could use her new weapon. It could take her days or even weeks to
find the monsters, and in her hurry, she had forgotten to grab any supplies.
She only noticed ten minutes after she left and then felt too embarrassed to
turn back. The memory of Daphne’s tears persisted in her mind, and they gave
her the strength to continue as she was.


Granted, she could have prepared
herself better, found some armor or at least some sturdier clothes. She looked
good, but the clothes Daphne had given her wouldn’t do much against weapons.
The spear she was holding seemed to become warmer, and the metal changed. The
amazon almost panicked when the metal shifted over her flesh, covering it, and
for a moment she wondered if she would die like that, buried under her own
weapon.


Then she noticed how the metal
was molding itself to her flesh, almost as if the weapon knew what she wanted,
that she needed protection.


She could only chuckle when it
finished, looking down at her body. A thin mesh of metal covered every inch of
her flesh, both protecting her and allowing her to move just as freely as
before. Only her head remained unprotected, and the moment she thought that,
the metal spread and covered it, forming around her eyes, allowing her to see
and to breathe from small holes it formed around her nose and mouth. It
bothered her a little, but it would allow her to fight.


With a thought, her head was bare
of protection once more, and she laughed. “That’s amazing.” A warm sensation
came from her weapon, as if proud. “You’re amazing.”


Maybe she was being crazy by
talking to a weapon like that, but well, it was a magical weapon. She didn’t
know what it could, or could not do, and so better to be cautious.


“I don’t suppose you can do
anything to speed up our voyage, can you?” She said it in jest, but it seemed
the weapon didn’t take it like that.


A tendril shot out from the
center of the armor, more or less where Lysandra’s stomach was, and it hooked
onto a tree in the distance, maybe a hundred feet away from her. She gulped
when she realized what was going to happen and then screamed when the weapon
pulled and she flew forward. That tendril hardened just before she could crash
against the tree, and she jolted to a stop.


It didn’t hurt as much as she
thought it would, and the ride had been quite exhilarating. A small grin took
hold of her lips. “Think you might be able to do that again?”


It could.


Lysandra’s heart beat quickly
inside her chest as her new weapon projected her around as if she was some kind
of stick that one threw at a dog. It was both exhilarating and terrifying in
equal measure, and she loved it. Oh, she had to stop more than once when she
got a little too dizzy, and used the chance to make sure they were moving in
the right direction, but it was great.


She didn’t know how, but her
weapon truly was alive, and she could feel it. It was excited, as she imagined
a puppy would be when it saw its owner, and a strange emotion pushed at
Lysandra’s mind, made her feel happy as well. A grin tugged at her lips and she
continued following the trail that would lead her to Melita.


Maybe it was luck or fate, but
the monsters weren’t far from where she started. She caught up to them near a
ravine, and a bloodthirsty grin took hold of her lips when she saw them.


She barely contained herself. The
urge to wade into battle amongst those monsters, to let loose and cut them down
with her new weapon, was too great. She could barely focus on what she was
seeing, her heart pounded in her ears, and her breath came in and out of her in
a rush. There was something wrong, deep down she knew that, but she found it
difficult to care. The moment she identified the catgirl, ensured she knew
where she was, Lysandra lost control of her urges.


She allowed her weapon to pull
her into the middle of that group, crashed into the earth with a loud sound,
sending dust all around her. When it settled down again, she raised from her
crouched position, let a grin appear on her lips. She didn’t bother covering
her face, it wouldn’t be needed.


She startled the monsters. There
was no doubt about that. The goblin closer to her was the first one to move,
took one step towards her, and she lashed out with one hand, felt her armor
mold itself, the fingers becoming enormous claws that ripped the gobbling into
pieces without difficulties. That gave the remaining creatures pause, but
Lysandra didn’t hesitate, moved in. A sword molded itself on her right hand, a
small spear on her left, and no one could face her.


She killed three goblins in just
as many seconds, kicked one rat that tried to run so hard it went flying and
crashed against a tree, its body breaking in the impact, and she turned to
slice another goblin in half without effort.


Her blood rushed through her
veins, and a bloodthirsty grin took hold of her lips. She was a goddess of war,
invincible, and nothing and no one would stand before her. Nothing could stop
her.


Those thoughts weren’t fully her
own. Part of Lysandra was aware of it, but it was hard to take hold of her mind
and her emotions. It was as if something was manipulating them. And yet…


She only truly regained control
of herself when a loud below came from behind. She turned and tried to see what
released such a sound, but couldn’t see anything at first. And then the ground
seemed to shake beneath her feet, again and again, and she watched some trees
further away rustle as something came her way. A jolt of fear allowed her to
get rid of the sensations that had taken hold of her mind, and she shook her
head as she looked forward, trying to regain her focus.


And then one very large leg
stepped into her line of sight, another followed, and their owner got revealed.


The wermus that Mana interrogated
had exaggerated. Big Grod wasn’t taller than trees, but it certainly wasn’t for
lack of trying. Well, she supposed he would be taller than some trees, at
almost sixteen or seventeen feet of height, but the wermus had tried to paint
him as bigger. Granted that Big Grod also had a small tree in hand, wielding it
as if it was a club.


“Who dares?” That voice seemed to
make the earth around Lysandra shake, and she gulped. She only gulped louder
when beady eyes fell on her figure and the ogre glared at her.


Though those eyes were only beady
when compared to the rest of that face, otherwise they were larger than her
fists, and the anger that almost made them glow was quite impressive as well.
Big Grod bellowed again, and then he rushed at her. He certainly didn’t care
for his minions. One goblin screamed as he looked up and saw his boss’s foot
going directly for his face, then got squished by the ogre who barely stumbled
as he did it, continuing to move to Lysandra.


The amazon retreated. Oh, her
blood rushed through her veins, and some part of her was happy for the
challenge, but not so foolishly so that she would face it head on like that.


Big Grod wasn’t quick, or at
least he wasn’t as quick as the last ogre she faced in relation to his relative
size, but he was so big he only needed to take one step for each six of hers,
and his makeshift club had enormous reach.


She found herself on the back
foot almost immediately, had to run around all over the place. She made sure
not to move close to the catgirl, fearing that in his current state Big Grod
wouldn’t care about the monster girl and squish her.


Something had to change. “You
should be more mindful of your minions.” She called out, trying to make the
ogre stop his rampage, but her words only irritated him. Fortunately, her new
weapon was making things easy for her so far. When she couldn’t completely
avoid the ogre’s swings, a tendril made of metal would pull her away from the
danger, and the armor around her flesh was good enough she didn’t feel any of
the debris that hit her when the ogre ended up hitting with his club against
the ground.


Lysandra needed to go on the
offensive. Oh, she didn’t know exactly how, her opponent was too dangerous for
her to approach, a single hit might kill her, but she couldn’t defend herself
forever. Sooner or later, she would make a mistake and that would be the end of
her.


“This is a stupid idea.” She muttered
under her breath, focused. She pictured what she wanted to happen, felt
something echoing inside her own mind. When she avoided Big Grod’s following
attack, a tendril of metal shot out of her armor, similar to those it had used
before, but this one went into the ogre.


Grod was tougher than he seemed.
The metal only penetrated for a couple of inches before he brushed the tendril
away with one hand, but Lysandra saw the blood that escaped from the wound, and
she grinned. Oh, it wouldn’t be easy, but she had something she could use
against him.


She repeated the process twice
before Grod started being more careful, held back. It unnerved her. It showed
Grod wasn’t a mindless beast she could goad into making a mistake, showed he
was a more dangerous opponent than she expected.


“Are you afraid?” She called out,
trying to anger him, and it worked. Only he didn’t do what she expected him to
and rushed her, instead he reached down, scooped earth and threw it at her. She
blinked, allowed her weapon to mold itself around her head and protect her from
most of the dust, and she only noticed what the ogre intended to do when she
felt the ground shake once more.


A tendril pulled her to safety
just before the ogre stomped the place where she had been, and she gulped
again. She needed to be very careful.


The following minutes were some
of the more exhausting of her life. She avoided the ogre again and again,
tiring in the process, unlike the monster, whose energy seemed limitless.
Lysandra closed her eyes and focused. If the fight continued as it was, she
would lose. Maybe she could escape before Grod killed her, but there was no
guarantee of that. She needed to go on the offensive, needed to find a real
advantage against the ogre, needed to weaken him in some manner.


When she attacked him again, she
didn’t do so with a tendril of metal, but with several. They were all smaller
than the ones she had been throwing before, less dangerous individually, but
they should work for what she wanted. Grod brushed most of them aside with his
cub, as he had been doing lately, but she smiled as she curved two of the
smaller tendrils around his swing, used them to attack his face.


He leaned back, avoided them for
the most part, but she still managed to slice the flesh above his eyes, making
blood flow down into them. It wouldn’t hinder him much, she was sure, but any
little bit helped. She moved closer to the ravine afterwards, knowing one of
the only chances she had at winning the fight would be to make him fall down.


Grod knew it as well. His motions
became more cautious the closer they got to the edge, but he didn’t want to
give her space either. With her tendrils, now that she was starting to get the
hang of them, their earlier situation had changed. She was the one with the
range advantage now, and Grod couldn’t just stay back and let her linger, she
would kill him with a thousand flesh wounds if that happened.


“Rush her.” It took a moment for everyone
to understand what he meant, and his minions hesitated, but a glare was enough
to get them moving. Not that Lysandra worried.


The blonde felt a grin take hold
of her lips. She had been aware of the ogre’s minions watching their fight from
the wings, but was too busy to do anything about them. They coming after her
didn’t bother her, she was certain she could deal with them without effort, and
it would lower the number of enemies she would have to deal with later.


She caught sight of a smaller
ogre that moved to attack her as well, bigger than the one she had faced when
she rescued Melina, but far smaller than Grod, but the big boss stopped him
from approaching her, pushed him back, and she wondered if there was some
relation between them.


And then a mixed group of goblins
and wermus rushed her, and she laughed. She allowed her weapon to create a long
sword in her hands, something longer than a scythe, but with barely any curve
to it, and then started swinging. Some of the earlier euphoria that had taken
hold of her reappeared as she sliced the bodies of her enemies without
problems, feeling like a goddess once more. Sometimes, she even cut two of the
goblins at once, without effort on her part.


It was one of the best feelings
in the world.


And being the mean bastard that
he was, Grod couldn’t let her enjoy it in peace. The ogre waited until she was
busy with three of his minions and rushed in. She felt him come, sensed his
steps against the ground. Someone Grod’s size could never be stealthy, but the
moment it took for her to deal with his minions allowed him to get close to
her.


Maybe it was the rush of battle,
or the whisperings of her weapon, but Lysandra didn’t shy away from him this
time. She rushed in.


The maneuver took him by
surprise; she saw how his eyes widened at it. Oh, he reacted quickly enough,
made to hit her with his makeshift club, but she avoided it, moved in. The
first slice of her enlarged sword bit deep into his lower back, only stopping
when it reached bone. The second was behind one knee, and she danced around the
ogre with a laugh, scoring another slice to his arm and one to his chest
without difficulty. It was pretty obvious Grod wasn’t used to being wounded,
didn’t know how to face someone that presented him with real difficulties.


Mid-strike, her weapon changed
form, became longer, thinner, and she thrust her new spear into the ogre’s
throat, taking him by surprise. His height saved his life. She didn’t hit him
as strongly as she wanted, only penetrated a few inches. She still grinned. It
was another wound for Grod to deal with; it made him lose confidence.


He hesitated before advancing and
the amazon moved forward again, this time allowing her spear to turn into a
series of little tendrils when it came close to his body, dozens of them
slicing into him. The cuts were slim; they bled little, but they stung, they
hurt, and Grod didn’t deal well with that hurt.


Losing his patience, he tried
rushing her, and she laughed loudly as she focused, turning her weapon into a
giant lance that she put against the ground, forcing the base into a spike that
buried itself into the earth, all the better to hold when the ogre reached her.
Grod’s charge took him directly against the lance, and though he tried to avoid
it when he realized what she had done, there was nothing he could do to stop
it.


He crashed into her braced
weapon, gurgled when it came out of his back, and Lysandra chuckled, feeling
victorious. She realized these emotions weren’t fully her own, her weapon was
alive, and it had a will of its own, and she couldn’t completely control what
she felt when wielding it. She should have dispatched the ogre now that she had
him at her mercy, should have done something, but she only laughed as he slowly
crawled forward, burying more and more of her weapon into himself.


She had won; it was only a matter
of time. Why not enjoy the victory she had obtained? Why not enjoy the
sensation of the ogre’s blood bathing her body? She only noticed that thought
wasn’t hers when she realized not a drop of blood had fallen atop of her, but
her weapon was a different matter. That dark fluid soaked it.


Lysandra shook her head, trying
to get rid of any undue influence. What was happening to her? She was stronger
than this, wouldn’t lose her mind to a junk of metal. A burst of indignation
hit her at that thought, and she blinked at it.


Lost in her own mind, the amazon
didn’t pay as much attention to the ogre as she should have, and she paid for
it when the monster turned her earlier plan on her.


She blinked when he closed the
remaining distance between them in a half-leap, ripping his insides and
ensuring he wouldn’t survive, but managing to grab her. For a moment, dread
filled her as she imagined him squeezing and killing her like that, but her
armor proved too tough, pushed against his grip and didn’t allow him to do it.
He did something else.


With a grin, Grod’s eyes met
hers. “We both fly.”


The blonde’s eyes widened when
she understood what he meant, and she tried to push him off, tried to slice his
arms, anything that allowed her to get rid of his grip. She wounded him badly,
but he was dying already, he didn’t care. He stumbled forward, and Lysandra
tried her best.


It wasn’t enough.


She couldn’t help the jolt of fear
that filled her mind when they stumbled past the edge and into the large drop
beneath. She had made a mistake and now would pay for it with her life…











Chapter 7


“She’s
still down there.” A squeaky voice came from above, and Lysandra glared up.


Terror had made her heart beat
like crazy, and every time she looked down from her position, she felt that
terror increasing, but she was safe, she was alive. It was still hard to
believe. Metallic tendrils held her safely at arm’s reach from the side of the
ravine, more or less halfway to its top.


Glancing down, she could see the
ogre’s body on the ground, and how it had broken in the fall. She shuddered.
She sensed something like appreciation at the back of her mind, realized her
weapon had been the one to save her, and felt gratitude towards it, gratitude
that somehow made it feel smug.


She shook her head, tried to
focus. She needed to climb up and deal with the rest of Grod’s crew, rescue
Melita.


“Run.” The wermus that declared
she was alive said, and she glared up. She was so close to her objective, only
wanted to grab the catgirl and return to Mana and Daphne, get to enjoy the
rewards the two promised her. If those monsters made her run after them once
again, she would make their deaths as painful as she could.


Unfortunately, that was exactly
what happened.


The few minutes that took her to
climb the ravine were enough for the monsters to flee into the forest, and they
took Melita with them. A growl escaped her as she brought out the charm Mana
had given her and followed the path it showed her.


It didn’t take her too long to
find the first stragglers from what remained of Grod’s crew, and she wasn’t
merciful, but she wasted little time with them. She needed to get to Melita,
grab the catgirl and leave. She was getting tired and annoyed, and just wanted
to return to Daphne and have the bunnygirl spoon against her while she slept.


She found Melita being carried by
the ogre Grod stopped from joining the fight, and she allowed one of her
armor’s tendrils to pull her forward, barring his path. The blonde let her eyes
move over the ogre and the small group of monsters with him, grinned. “How
about you give me that catgirl, and I might just let you go on your way?” She
meant it to. She didn’t care for these stragglers, just wanted to return as
quickly as she could to the monster girls waiting for her.


Melita twisted around, turned her
head Lysandra’s way, and glared. The blonde winked at her in reply, which only
seemed to make the monster girl glare harder.


The catgirl didn’t know her,
couldn’t know she was there to rescue her. For all she knew, Melita might think
she would take her even further away from her home.


The ogre remained silent, though
the monsters at his side fidgeted and looked at him. “Her family worries about
her, and they bade me to return her, so give her to me.” The words were more
for Melita’s sake than anything else. She didn’t care for the ogre’s doubts,
only wanted him to release the catgirl. He didn’t seem intent on it, though.
She didn’t know his race well enough to say for sure, but he seemed too angry
to just give up.


He didn’t get the chance anyway.


Rustling sounds came from their
left, and both groups looked at it. Melita’s eyes widened, and she seemed to be
the first one to recognize the danger. “Spiders.”


Lysandra blinked, looked from the
catgirl to the rustling foliage and back again, opened her mouth and then
remembered she was on a magical island. She didn’t know what kind of spiders
existed. A shudder ran down her body. She could only beg the gods there were no
more giant bugs.


Unfortunately, either the gods
heard her and hated her, or they were too busy fleeing from the area, because
dozens of giant spiders burst into the clearing.


Later, the amazon would
categorically deny she squealed at the sight and had one of her tendrils pull
her to the top of a small tree, but that was exactly what she did. Oh, not all
spiders were as massive as the centipedes she fought against before. Some were
only the size of puppies, but most were bigger than grown hunting dogs, and a
few were even bigger than ponies.


It was a sight that terrified
her, if she was honest about it. She couldn’t let it bother her, though. She
didn’t need to fight those spiders after all, she could just grab the catgirl
and flee from there as quickly as her legs and her armor were capable of
carrying her. It was easier said than done.


The spiders didn’t discriminate
after all, and some of them started climbing her tree, and she was forced to
jump down. Those same spiders jumped after her, and the amazon gulped as she
started to defend herself.


These opponents weren’t more
dangerous than the goblins had been, certainly not as dangerous as Big Grod
himself, but they were even more numerous, and Lysandra’s skin crawled as she
faced them. “I hate bugs.” She muttered under her breath as she let the halberd
in her hands move one way and the other, cutting the spiders before they could
get close to her.


She tried to approach the catgirl
and the ogre carrying her, but it wasn’t easy. The ogre was trying to flee,
just as she was, and though Melita tried to make things as hard as possible for
him, the catgirl couldn’t do much. He was much bigger than her, and there were
bindings around her arms and legs. She still wriggled for all she could, but it
was for naught.


“Ogre!” Lysandra called out as
she tried to close the distance between them, and he turned for a moment, saw
her. His eyes became wider when he noticed how quickly she was moving his way,
how easily she got rid of the spiders between them.


He turned to flee, and that was
when one of the large spiders crashed against him, hard, sending the catgirl
flying off his shoulders. Lysandra’s heart leaped to her throat, but she
somehow managed to close the distance between them, grabbed Melita before she
could crash against the ground, then smiled at her. “Hi!”


The catgirl only blinked at
first, then narrowed her eyes. Despite her face being a copy of Melina’s, in
that moment, she couldn’t have looked more different. “Free me, you buffoon.”
Lysandra blinked at the words, did as the catgirl commanded, blinked again as
Melita jumped out of her arms and crouched on the ground. “We need to leave
quickly, clear a path for us.”


“Yes, Ma’am.” The blonde muttered
under her breath. She was starting to see that Melina kind of took after Daphne,
and Melita certainly took after Mana. A snort almost escaped her at the
thought.


She turned her attention to the
spiders surrounding them, and bit her lower lip. She wasn’t too afraid for
herself, but Melita didn’t have an armor like hers protecting her, and she
couldn’t know if the spiders were venomous. Even if they weren’t, they might be
able to harm the catgirl.


“Get on my back and hold tight.”
It was the only idea she had, but she almost thought it foolish when the
catgirl glared at her. She huffed. “Do you want to get out of here or not?” She
swung her weapon as she asked, killing a sheep-sized spider, allowed two
tendrils to come from the sides of her armor and killed two of the smaller
spiders that were trying to sneak on her.


A curse escaped the catgirl’s
mouth, but she did as the amazon asked her to, got on her back.


The ogre bellowed from where he
was fighting against one of the larger spiders, and Lysandra blinked at it.
Though slim, the spider’s limbs certainly packed some strength, after all, the
creature was managing to overwhelm the ogre bit by bit. Then in a move that
took the spider by surprise, the ogre allowed himself to fall back, rolled with
the motion, and used the momentum from it to send the other monster flying
against a tree.


Lysandra looked at him, he looked
back at her and the catgirl on her back, and for a moment it almost seemed like
they would be fighting. Then more spiders attacked, and they had other matters
to worry them.


It was by instinct more than
anything else that the amazon jumped aside, avoided the other pony-sized
spider, lashed out with a kick at the same time. On her back, Melita yelped,
grabbed her tighter, and Lysandra’s eyes widened when the hold around her
throat became far tighter than she was expecting it to be.


She had been using her armor
without its helmet after all, but it might have been a mistake. And it wasn’t
as if she had enough time to say anything to the catgirl. The spider leaped
after them almost immediately, and Lysandra had to protect them, which only
made the catgirl grab on tighter.


With the help of her tendrils,
she avoided another of the spider’s lounges, gained some distance from the
creature, and it allowed her to reach up and pull on the catgirl’s grip, making
Melita realize that choking her might not be the most productive thing she
could do. The catgirl seemed to grumble at it, but she released some of her
hold on Lysandra. The blonde thought maybe it was best to leave the catgirl
behind and fight the spider without the added weight at her back, but there was
always a chance that another spider could attack Melita, and she wasn’t sure
that the monster girl could defend herself.


And Lysandra didn’t need to
fight, exactly. For now, most of the other spiders were giving her a large
berth, and should she defeat the one facing her, she would be able to escape.


“Hold tight.” She told the
catgirl, only realizing the foolishness of her suggestion after the words
escaped her.


“Hold tight to what, exactly?” It
was kind of impressive how much scorn the catgirl put into her words, and the
blonde colored a little in embarrassment. “You just made me release the only
grip I had.”


An idea appeared in Lysandra’s
mind and she grinned. Tendrils weaved themselves around Melita, almost like a
harness, and two large spikes slowly molded themselves on the amazon’s
shoulders. “Hold on to those.”


Melita grumbled again, but did
so, and just in time too. The spider leaped at them, and Lysandra had to use
her armor’s abilities to avoid its reach once more, but the creature seemed to
anticipate her, turned quicker than the amazon expected it to, and lashed out
with one of its many legs.


Fortunately, it wasn’t strong
enough to pierce her armor, but it knocked her back, hard, and Melita yelped at
it.


Lysandra narrowed her eyes. Ok,
she truly hated bugs, and to her spiders were just another type of bug. And
there was no reason for her to be afraid, not when she was wielding such a
marvelous weapon and knew she had defeated a far more dangerous opponent
earlier.


When the spider lunged forward,
she moved to meet it. Melita screamed, probably thinking her foolish, but the
amazon didn’t let the shouts distract her, focused. On her left hand, the metal
that made her weapons and her armor swiftly formed a large shield, something
she put right in the spider’s path before it could come within five feet of
her. Spikes molded themselves from that shield, both down to allow it to hold
against the charge, and to the front, to ensure the spider really regretted it.


The creature hit hard, and it
screeched at it. Lysandra could almost feel how the shield’s spikes penetrated
its body from her connection to the weapon, and she grinned at it. Tendrils
lashed out from the back of her knees, grabbed some of the spider’s legs and
twisted, breaking them, and the spider screeched in pain once more.


There was no mercy in Lysandra’s
heart, but then, she didn’t think the spider would have mercy on her either.
She allowed the shield to dissipate, created a very long spear, and then she
used it.


One, two, three thrusts, and the
spider went still.


She had won.


A howl of something like rage
echoed through the surrounding forest, and a shiver raced down Lysandra’s
spine. “Run, now.” The panic in Melita’s voice only made her worry, and she did
what the catgirl told her to, but it was too late. Whatever had released that
sound was coming their way. She could almost feel the air change around her,
even as she noticed more and more spiders pouring into the clearing, and the
ones inside of it twitching in agitation.


Only then did she notice the
spiders hadn’t killed the monsters, simply drove them close and bound them with
their webs, almost as if they meant to capture them. She gulped at that and
hated the implications.


She didn’t have enough time for
more. Something shot out from the trees closer to her position and hit her,
hard. Somehow, she still had enough sense to focus and release the catgirl,
allowed Melita to fall down without damaging herself too much, though it sent
her flying back.


Lysandra crashed down hard,
started feeling disoriented, shaking her head and trying to look at what hit
her. She managed a glimpse of the creature, gaped as she saw what seemed to be
a spider from the waist down, and a naked woman from the waist up, not quite
knowing how to process the sight, and then the monster attacked her again, hit
her once more. It was fast, incredibly so, and so strong…


With a thought, the amazon
ordered her armor to thicken, prepared herself for that charge, but it wasn’t
enough. It allowed her to survive, yes, but she flew back, hit against a tree
and broke through it, and the motion scrambled her thoughts. Dizzy, somewhat
confused, but still aware she needed to get up, she put a hand on the ground
and tried to use it to support herself.


It was for naught. Before she
could climb to her feet, the monster came, hit her even harder than before, and
she flew back once again.


She lost her senses before hitting
the ground.











Chapter 8


“Wake up,
you buffoon.” Something jostled Lysandra on her side, and she grumbled, tried
to settle into the surrounding warmth. She felt comfortable as she hadn’t in a
long time, with softness all around her, and she could feel her spirit relax at
it.


Then someone kicked her on the
side once again, and it shook her awake.


The moment she did, she felt
terror overwhelm her. She remembered what had happened just before she got
knocked unconscious, and she could now see where she was, and why she was so
warm. She was in a cocoon. Panic made her lash out, not that she could do much,
not before she remembered the weapon Mana had given her. With her
unconsciousness, it seemed to have become inert, but it now woke up with her,
and she realized it was around her neck as a collar.


She struggled against the cocoon,
focused and prepared to regrow that armor around herself, to turn that
marvelous metal into weapons, but Melita spoke before she could. “Stand still,
you idiot, or you’re going to draw them.”


Lysandra didn’t know what the
catgirl meant at first, but then she cast her gaze further into the cavern,
focused her eyes, and the spiders a little all around them became more
noticeable. She shuddered at it. There were thousands of spiders around them,
maybe more, and some of those were quite impressive in size. Oh, for the most
part, they were even smaller than the smaller spiders that attacked them in the
forest, but there were some that were bigger than the larger ones as well, and
Lysandra still remembered the creature that knocked her out, how strong and
fast she was.


And she seemed to be in her lair.


It was hard for Lysandra not to
let her fear take hold of her, use her new weapon to break out and flee as soon
as possible, but she managed to do it somehow. “Where are we?” She muttered to
the catgirl, not wanting to speak too loudly for fear of them being overheard.


“We’re in Arachna’s lair,
Mistcave.” There was something like dread coloring the catgirl’s words, and
Lysandra couldn’t help but react to it.


“And how do we get out of here?
There must be a way…”


“You won’t be getting out of
here, little morsel.” A voice seemed to echo from above them, and though she
tried, Lysandra couldn’t turn her head in a way that allowed her to see who
spoke. She felt shaking all around her, realized it was the strings that connected
to the cocoons that were shaking, and gulped as she imagined who had talked.


Soon, the monster from the forest
appeared in front of her, and Lysandra’s cock half-twitched at the sight. She
didn’t blame her body for the reaction, it almost seemed like the appropriate
one.


From the waist up, the female
facing her was gorgeous, with a generous chest and silky white hair, her body
completely bare and on display. The monster even held herself proudly, which
only made her breasts look even more delicious. But then, from the waist down,
she had an enormous spider’s body, with thick, black legs, and the rest of it…


Lysandra looked away from that
sight, shuddered, and simply focused on the monster’s top half, finding it a
far more pleasing view.


“What are you?” Much to her
surprise, Lysandra was the target of that question, and she barely resisted the
urge to ask the monster the same thing. For her, she was the normal one, but
she supposed she wasn’t in her land anymore. She was the strange sight around
here. “You look like a monster girl, smell like one as well, but you also smell
like a male to me, a very fertile one.” The spider’s voice changed as she
approached, and Lysandra didn’t know if she should be pleased about that or
not.


With the spider monster so close
to her, she had a chance, and she wondered if she should risk it. She didn’t
think this Arachna knew about her weapon, how she could change its shape and
mold it. If she was quick enough, she might be able to surprise her and kill
her, but the risk might be too great, especially when the other female only
seemed to want to talk. “I’m an amazon.” The blonde answered eventually, still
wondering what to do. It wouldn’t be only her life that she would risk,
however. If she died, Melita might be next.


The thought of Daphne’s sadness
if that happened made Lysandra unwilling to take risks.


“I’ve never heard of your kind.”
Arachna reached out with one hand, caressed Lysandra’s face, softly. “You have
such pretty hair. I’m sure I can breed many powerful children with your seed,
which is only fair, seeing as you killed one of my daughters in the forest.”


“I…” Lysandra started, then
stopped, not quite knowing what to say. She could only imagine the daughter had
been the enormous spider she killed, though she had killed plenty of other
spiders as well. It confused her a little. And she couldn’t say that having the
spider-woman touching her wasn’t messing with her, the female’s top was almost
brushing against her, and what an attractive top it was. If she could ignore the
rest of the monster, Lysandra could easily get turned on by the female pressing
against her. “I didn’t mean to kill your daughter; I apologize for that.”


“No matter,” Arachna crooned as
she moved even closer, her breasts squishing against the cocoon where Lysandra
laid, making the blonde bit her lower lip at the sight. “I’m certain you’ll
give me many beautiful daughters.”


“I … Maybe?” She put out, not
quite knowing what to say.


The spider woman chuckled at her
and moved to the side, focused her attentions on Melita. “And a catgirl to bare
my eggs for me. Certainly, this was a good day.”


She didn’t pay the redhead any
more notice, moved to other cocoons, and only then did Lysandra see the
monsters that had kidnapped Melita. The ogre was very easy to make out, his
cocoon was enormous, and he was the only one that Arachna paid any attention
to. Those she didn’t were unlucky. “Take the rats and the goblins to the
hatching grounds, let the rest of the fledglings feed at will. I have no use
for such creatures. You on the other hand…” Many spiders moved at her command
and did as she ordered, and Arachna moved closer to the ogre, and ran a hand
over his cocoon much like she had done Lysandra’s. “I can use you for the same
purposes as her. Ogres always give me such sturdy children.”


Lysandra couldn’t help but try to
picture the mating between the ogre and Arachna, and her thoughts blanked out
for a few moments, as if such a thing was unthinkable.


“Little Grod would be more than
eager to mate with spider woman.”


That certainly wasn’t what
Lysandra was expecting to hear, and she could tell it surprised Arachna as
well. “Truly? I usually have to wrestle your kind into submission, though there
is some fun in that as well, and all of you end up enjoying it.”


The ogre nodded. “Big Grod used
to tell tales of how Arachna mated with him. I want to be like him.”


A smile took hold of the spider’s
lips. “Then I don’t see why we should tarry.” A quick swipe from one of her
legs cut the cocoon open, and the ogre spilled out of it, almost falling to the
ground. He straightened quickly enough, faced Arachna from up close. “Follow
me, there are more comfortable places where we can do this.”


Lysandra watched the two of them
move along, blinked, not quite able to process what she had just seen. It
didn’t take too long for something like moans mixed with hisses to echo through
the cavern, and she couldn’t help but be curious despite herself.


“This is our chance.” Melita
hissed from beside her, and the blonde blinked, having forgotten the catgirl
was there. “If you have some way to cut us down, do it.”


A quick glance showed the catgirl
wasn’t wrong. It seemed most of the spiders that had been around had moved away
when Arachna did, and only a few remained where Lysandra could see them. Only one
or two of those were big; the smaller ones she should be able to flee from
without too much difficulty, especially if she used her new weapon to enhance
her mobility.


She didn’t bother answering the
catgirl, closed her eyes and focused. She didn’t immediately rip out of her
cocoon. First, she layered her armor over her skin, cast her gaze around and
tried to find the path to the exit, though that was clearly impossible. The
smart thing would be to flee in the opposite direction to Arachna. For one, she
truly believed the spider monster would make her personal lair in the safest
part of the cavern, which usually meant the farthest away from the entrance.
And it wasn’t as if she could forget how easily the monster had defeated her.
Better not to risk fighting her at all.


When she was sure she was ready,
she opened her eyes and had her armor act.


Melita had her mouth open to
speak when tendrils lashed out from inside of Lysandra’s cocoon and freed the
blonde, then reached out and cut the strings holding the catgirl’s cocoon
upright, almost making her screech in fright for a moment. The tendrils took
hold of the cocoon and softly poised it on the ground, and allowed her to
control herself. Not that the fact they did all of that in silence helped much.
The spiders near them still noticed their attempts at fleeing.


“Fuck.” Lysandra cursed under her
breath, lashing out with tendrils at the spiders closer to her. Thankfully,
these ones were very small, a tendril waving around was enough to throw several
of them sideways, killing most and wounding the rest. “Get ready.” She told the
catgirl, and Melita only blinked at her.


Then Lysandra grabbed her, held
her in her arms, and allowed her armor to pull them forward. A small yelp
escaped Melita’s mouth, and the sound only wasn’t louder because the catgirl
grit her teeth. The glare she threw at Lysandra was quite intimidating, and the
blonde almost chuckled at it. She couldn’t help it really, not when the
catgirl’s ears bristled as they did.


Melita held onto her, and
Lysandra held her back, allowed her armor to move them. Oh, plenty of spiders
attacked them, but she could easily get rid of the ones blocking her path with
the tendrils she threw forward, and other, smaller tendrils that came from the
back of her armor ensured no other spider got close to them. These spiders
couldn’t keep up with her, and they slowly got away.


“Where’s the damned exit?” She
muttered under her breath, reaching a large hall inside the cavern, glancing
around. The place was filled with so many spiders that her skin crawled, and it
was so dark she could barely see.


Amazons had better senses than
humans, and their vision rarely was hindered by a lack of light. That had been
the only reason why she had navigated the cavern with as much ease as she did,
but now she was regretting having vision that good, because it allowed her to
see the sea of spiders that turned and moved her way, and she gulped.


Melita hit her in the face with a
slap. “Move.”


Lysandra focused again, kept
moving. She didn’t even think before taking a path through one of the many
tunnels she could see in that hall, picked the closest one, moved as fast as
her armor could.


“They’re coming after us.” Melita
warned, raising her head and looking over Lysandra’s shoulder, hunkering down
afterwards.


The blonde didn’t need the
catgirl to tell her. She could hear the sounds of that horde coming after her.
Her heart lightened a little when she felt the tunnel curve up slightly, and
she hoped the entrance wouldn’t be far. A minute later, she saw the first rays
of sunshine and elation filled her.


There was something at the
entrance of the cave. At first, the amazon couldn’t see what it was, framed as
it was against the sunlight, but she soon realized it was another spider,
bigger than most she had seen before, only smaller than Arachna herself.


The spider turned to face her,
and it screeched. Lysandra didn’t let the sound scare her, even if Melita
yelped a little in surprise. The catgirl had focused too much on what was
happening behind them to see the obstacle in front of them.


“Hold on.” She told the catgirl.


“How?” The redhead shot back,
though she tried to put her arms around Lysandra’s frame, holding onto what she
could. Lysandra focused, and allowed part of her armor to shift around the
redhead, keeping her close to her. It wouldn’t do much to protect the monster
girl, there wasn’t much she could do to armor her. Her best chance was insuring
they didn’t get hit by anyone.


The spider moved to fill the
entrance, screeching at them once again.


Lysandra ignored it, sent a pair
of hooked tendrils into the ceiling, made her armor pull towards them, and
sailed over the spider, getting out of the cave. The creature didn’t give up;
it rushed after them, but Lysandra didn’t care. She was getting out of there no
matter what, smiled when she caught sight of the trees and rushed towards them.


With her sole focus on mobility,
on fleeing from that horde of spiders, her armor moved almost on its own,
shooting out tendrils and hooking them into one three, then a rock, whatever it
felt was better, and pulled her forward. She laughed as it happened, and had to
ignore the screeches that escaped from Melita. The catgirl really wasn’t
enjoying their ride, but there was no stopping it.


The spider was coming after them.
Oh, Lysandra and Melita were moving faster than it was, they should be able to
escape, but there was a danger there. If it could outlast them in stamina, it
could come upon them when they thought they were safe, and that could be very
dangerous.


No, it would be better to gain
some distance, prepare the terrain, and then face the spider head on, kill it,
and move on. No other spiders seemed to follow them, but then, they had been
much smaller than the one at the entrance, much slower.


A couple of minutes later, she
found the right place, a small clearing, and she allowed her armor to pull her
into a branch on a tree, released Melita and gave the catgirl a look. “Stay
here.” Melita opened her mouth, almost certainly to complain, but Lysandra continued
before she could. “I’m going to be fighting the spider that’s coming after us,
I can’t fight with you in my arms.”


Melita pursed her lips, but
eventually nodded, and Lysandra breathed out in relief. At least she wouldn’t
have to fight the catgirl over this.


With a jump, she descended to the
clearing, her armor ensuring she moved slowly enough not to hurt herself.


It didn’t take long for the
spider to come out of the woods and move in her direction. Lysandra watched it
come, feeling calmer than she expected to. She didn’t think the creature would
be as strong as Arachna was, and it certainly didn’t seem as fast. Arachna had
moved so fast Lysandra hadn’t been able to do anything to fight against her,
this spider, though faster than her smaller sisters, was slightly slower than
Lysandra herself.


The blonde lashed out with
tendrils when the spider got within feet of her, more to distract the creature
than anything else. She created a shield to use in her left hand, and a long
spear in her right. If those had been normal weapons, she could never have
wielded them both at once, but with the weapon Mana had given her that wasn’t
an impossibility. The metal barely weighted on her hand, though she was sure it
was due to the weapon moving with her own body as she did, their minds almost
melding into one during a fight, and making it so much easier on the amazon.


She felt like she could almost
close her eyes and keep fighting, trusting this enchanted metal to be all she
needed to guide it.


She didn’t let that feeling
linger for long. She remembered what had happened before when she lost control,
wasn’t willing to let it happen again. Oh, feeling like a goddess of war had
been fun, she couldn’t deny it, but it almost got her killed against Big Grod.
She couldn’t let it happen again.


Her opponent wasn’t as impressive
as Grod, and she certainly wasn’t as dangerous as Arachna, but she was still
dangerous. Though she tried, Lysandra didn’t get to hit the spider with her
spear, it recognized the danger and moved with startling reflexes, but it
couldn’t do anything to Lysandra either. Her armor protected basically every
inch of her body, the shield ensured rushing into her wouldn’t be a good idea,
and the tendrils and the spear gave her range.


Unless something changed, it was
only a matter of time until the blonde got her victory.


She should have learned not to
tempt destiny.


The spider retreated momentarily,
it started moving around the amazon, who simply watched, calmly. She only
started to become weary when she saw the spider was leaving webbing behind, and
then moved at once, fearing there was a trap of some kind at play. There was.
The moment she moved forward, the spider pulled back, and all the webbing it
had been laying down came with her, would have captured Lysandra if she hadn’t
moved. Even then, plenty of it hit her, but fortunately her armor was more than
up to the task of getting rid of it, lashing out with tendrils and cutting that
webbing apart.


The spider used the time Lysandra
wasted on the webbing to move forward again, getting the amazon by surprise,
though that surprise helped little. With a thought, Lysandra lashed out with
several of her tendrils, some she used to hit against the spider’s face, but
others she used to tighten around two of the creature’s legs.


The moment she thought her grip
was strong enough, she focused, and her armor pulled, lifting the spider off
the ground and twisting it through the air, forcing it down once again, though
this time upside down. It became dazed by the hit, there was no doubt about
that, and Lysandra didn’t let go, pulled it up again and again, and forced it
down once more.


She kept doing that until the
spider stopped, then turned to the catgirl. “You can come down.” She couldn’t
hide the satisfaction in her voice, the pride over getting the best of her
opponent. Melita glared at her, Lysandra could tell even with the distance
between them, and then she climbed up, got to the catgirl, opened her arms.


Melita grumbled, but eventually
moved forward, stepped into her hold, and Lysandra pulled the both of them
back, allowed her weapon to lead them down.


“Do you know the way back to Mana
and Daphne?” Melita seemed to know about Arachna’s lair. The catgirl nodded,
though she threw a glare at the amazon. Lysandra answered with a smirk, and the
catgirl huffed.


The two turned to move away, and
that was when they heard shuffling behind them. The amazon turned, expecting
another attack or something of the kind, and saw the spider she had knocked out
moving, trying to shift its position.


Lysandra narrowed her eyes,
focused, started moving. She only paused when the spider did something else.
Its flesh shifted, changed color. Lysandra tensed, started picking up speed,
thinking it was some kind of attack, and she only stopped when that
transformation finished and what remained was a woman.


Well, not quite a woman. She
could see features that marked the creature as what she was, a monster girl,
but she certainly didn’t look like before.


Lysandra couldn’t help but throw
an interested glance at the female. In her defense, the monster girl was
completely naked, and sprawled like that on the ground, with no hair between
her legs, her sex presented quite an enticing view. There were obvious
differences between the monster girl and human or amazon women. For one, the
only hair she possessed was the one on her head, her hair and eyebrows. She was
completely smooth otherwise. That hair was the same color as Arachna’s, a light
gray that almost seemed white, contrasting with her skin, which was just a
little darker.


The monster girl groaned and
shifted, looked up at Lysandra, and something like fear flashed through her
eyes. The amazon couldn’t say how she was so certain it was fear. Those eyes
were unlike any eyes she had seen before: multifaced orbs of a golden color.


There were plenty of curves to
that figure, and Lysandra glanced down, something like appreciation shining out
of her own orbs at it. She couldn’t help it, really. She was an amazon
princess; she was used to fucking whoever got her fancy, and it had been a long
time since she truly had a woman. She wasn’t made of iron.


And the monster girl’s breasts
were quite nice to look at, large and perky, the nipples a shade paler than the
rest of her skin.


With a wince, the monster girl
tried to move to her knees, but it was obvious one of her legs was wounded.
Lysandra winced a little at the sight, almost certain that leg was broken. She
opened her mouth and almost apologized, then remembered that the spider had
been the one pursuing them, would probably capture them and give them back to
Arachna, and she remained silent.


“We need to leave, now.” Melita
pointed out from beside her, and Lysandra saw the annoyance in her face when
she looked at the catgirl. “Either kill her or leave her.”


She was right, Lysandra knew
that, and yet…


She shook her head. “Let’s go.”
She couldn’t allow the monster girl’s appearance to fool her; the spider was
dangerous.


Making sure not to turn her back
on the monster girl, she started moving away, and Melita moved with her. Once
they were far enough, she pulled the catgirl close, smirked at her. “This way
will be faster.” Melita glared, but didn’t deny her, told her which direction
to follow.


They were lucky. No one else
pursued them, and they quickly approached their destination. They stopped at a
small stream that was only a few minutes away from the waterfall, and Melita
dipped her hands in it, smiling softly. “I’m coming home.” Lysandra blinked,
opened her mouth and closed it, not quite knowing what the catgirl was doing. A
moment later, she had her answer, when a small tendril of water raised from the
stream and pressed against the catgirl’s face in what seemed to be a caress,
before dispersing into normal water once more.


Well, that certainly showed Mana
had a big reach.


It didn’t take them much longer
to get to the waterfall, and everyone was waiting for them. Daphne and Melina
didn’t waste any time, pulling Melita into a hug. The catgirl melted into their
hold and held them as tightly as they did her.


Lysandra watched it happen with a
smile, met Mana’s eyes and grinned. The naiad smiled back, then moved to the
catgirl and embraced her as well, and something lightened in Lysandra’s chest
at the sight. Maybe she didn’t know everything there was to know about this mysterious
island she found herself in, but she was certain she had done a good thing by
reuniting this catgirl with her family, and that was a reward on its own.











Chapter 9


Lysandra
had been so tired that the moment she put her head on the pillow, she slept.
She woke to soft shaking, and a voice calling for her in a whisper. “Lysandra.”


The blonde groaned, shifted
around and eventually opened her eyes, meeting Daphne’s orbs. The bunnygirl
smiled down at her, leaned in close, and before the amazon could truly process
what was happening, Daphne’s lips were against hers, kissing her. She moaned at
first, then kissed back, put her arms around the white-haired woman’s frame and
pulled her closer, thrust her tongue into Daphne’s mouth.


Their kiss was harsh and warm and
full of want, and Lysandra would have taken the bunnygirl right then and there
if the woman allowed her to. Unfortunately, she didn’t.


“Later.” Daphne said with a moan
as she pushed Lysandra’s shoulders away, and the blonde pouted at her. “You stink,
and should really take a shower.”


Lysandra couldn’t deny that. She
hadn’t cleaned herself before getting into bed, her exhaustion catching up to
her. She was in no state to do more than kiss Daphne.


The bunnygirl got out of the bed,
grabbed her hand and pulled, and Lysandra followed. She was naked, amazons
rarely wore clothes to bed, but the bunnygirl didn’t seem bothered, even
enjoyed the sight, and Lysandra followed along with a smile on her lips. A pout
replaced that smile when Daphne pushed her under the water of the shower room,
and the blonde resigned herself. Not that bathing wouldn’t feel nice, but her
cock was hard, Daphne had felt too good against her side, and she wanted more.


She pouted at the bunnygirl once
more, turned her back on her, and just tried to relax under the water falling
on her shoulders. It didn’t take long for her to feel a naked body against her
back, and she groaned at the sensation of nipples pressed against her skin. She
turned, met Daphne’s amused eyes and glared at the bunnygirl.


“Some of your smell must have
passed to me when I kissed you.” She leaned forward, pressed her lips against
Lysandra, who didn’t resist the temptation for long before kissing the
bunnygirl back.


She could feel her hard rod
against Daphne’s belly, could feel the bunnygirl’s breasts against her own. The
temptation was too much. Lysandra kissed Daphne as hard as she could, allowed
her hands to roam at the same time, and the sounds that escaped from the other
female’s lips made her unable to help herself. She wanted to push Daphne
against one of the rocky walls and take her right then, wanted to feel the
white-haired female wrapped around her.


She wasn’t the only one who
wanted.


Daphne kissed her hard, leaned
back with a smile, and slowly kneeled in front of her. Lysandra shuddered at
the hunger she saw in Daphne’s eyes, a hunger she was sure shined out of her
orbs as well.


Only a groan escaped her when
Daphne started using her hand, but it wouldn’t take long until more sounds
followed it. The bunnygirl only pumped her at first, teasing a little more,
rubbing her head against Lysandra’s belly as she did it, but eventually she
started using her mouth.


It wasn’t the first time Lysandra
experienced that mouth, but she still marveled at it, at the softness of those
lips against her rod, at how tender Daphne’s tongue was, at how the monster
girl slowly sucked her in. Lysandra poised her hands atop that head, caressed
it, marveled at the softness of those ears and how Daphne moaned at such
caresses.


She wouldn’t last long, she
couldn’t.


She warned Daphne.


The bunnygirl didn’t care, took
her deeper, sucked harder, and Lysandra exploded in release.


The orgasm was so powerful that
Lysandra feared she would lose her footing, but she remained upright, helped
Daphne up, giggled a little at the sight of the bunnygirl’s wet ears, then
pressed a kiss into those soft and inviting lips, a kiss that soon became
something more.


Lysandra couldn’t say it
satisfied her. She wanted to take Daphne right there, but the other female
pushed her back. “Let us finish our showers. Mana is waiting for us.”


The mention of the naiad made the
amazon’s cock twitch, and she bit her lower lip. The temptation to pull Daphne
close was great, but the bunnygirl’s words echoed inside her head, and she was
pretty sure she knew what would happen when they visited Mana.


That Daphne dragged her away from
there, naked as the day she was born, only confirmed her suspicions.


Lysandra’s heart was beating
strangely quickly by the time she reached the waterfall, and the sight of Mana
in the middle of the pond didn’t slow it down in the least. The naiad came to
them, walking on top of the water, and the heat in her gaze was obvious. “You
couldn’t help but have a taste, could you?” Her words were to Daphne, who
giggled a little in response.


“I’m more than willing to share
the flavor with you.” The bunnygirl said, teasingly leaning forward, squishing
her breasts together with her arms. The sight seemed too much for Mana, and she
moved forward, grabbed the bunnygirl and kissed her, hard. Daphne moaned at it,
loud and wantonly, and Lysandra hardened even more at the sight.


By the time Mana turned to look
at her, the amazon’s cock seemed ready to explode. “Step into the water.”


Lysandra would admit she wasn’t
someone that liked to be commanded during lovemaking, but when Mana said that,
she couldn’t help but obey. There was no hesitation on her part before allowing
herself to get into the water. Daphne followed her, and Lysandra looked at her.
When she looked back to Mana, the naiad was right there against her, and pulled
her close, pressed one kiss against her lips.


The amazon moaned at it, grabbed
onto the naiad’s body, her hands against the other’s waist at first, then
moving to dip lower and around, grabbing onto Mana’s rear. The naiad seemed to
enjoy that; she pressed her front against Lysandra’s, moaned into the kiss.


Lysandra moaned again when she
felt Daphne against her back, the bunnygirl’s soft breasts scalding against her
skin.


“Take her.” Mana said after
leaning back, grabbing onto Lysandra’s shoulders and making her turn around.
Water rose and molded itself into something like tentacles around Daphne’s limbs,
grabbing onto her arms and legs, moving her body as the naiad wished to move
it. That Daphne didn’t struggle and even seemed to ease into the hold showed it
wasn’t the first time they did this.


Those watery tentacles wrapped
around Daphne’s ankles and dragged her legs apart, displaying the bunnygirl’s
sex in its entirety, and Lysandra groaned at the sight. She moved closer to the
bunnygirl, looked at her face and saw how needy Daphne was, and she smiled.


She didn’t even have to maneuver,
Mana did that for them, pulling the bunnygirl even closer to Lysandra, pushing
against her back at the same time. With one hand, Lysandra took hold of her
rod, pressed it against Daphne’s sex and teased the bunnygirl with it. Oh, she
wanted nothing more than to bury herself in that flesh, ride the white-haired
female until the both of them screamed in release, but she didn’t want things
to end too quickly between them.


Mana wanted otherwise. “Enter
her,” She pressed her body against Lysandra’s back, pushed, and the blonde
allowed herself to move with that push, groaned as Daphne’s flesh slowly
surrounded her cock.


She thrust, unable to help
herself, feeling the tentacles around the bunnygirl pulling in her direction,
forcing Daphne to get fucked by her. She had never felt as much pleasure as she
felt with Daphne. There was something about the monster girl that made her want
as she had wanted very few times before, and the bunnygirl’s body seemed made
to feel and give pleasure. She knew it was only a matter of time until she came
undone. Or so it would have been if it wasn’t for Mana.


“My time to play.” The naiad
whispered against Lysandra’s ear, and the blonde didn’t know what she meant,
felt something crawling up between her legs. Several slim tentacles, much
thinner than the ones holding up Daphne, moved up her body, and she blinked,
not quite knowing what the naiad intended to do with them.


She only got a clue when she felt
those tentacles prod at her female sex, and her eyes widened. It wasn’t their
only objective. She also felt those tentacles move to Daphne’s sex, slowly
penetrating it, tightening around Lysandra’s cock as they did so. It was a
strange sensation, the amazon couldn’t deny it, but she wouldn’t say it was an
uncomfortable one.


Mana waited, teasing her entrance,
preparing to do what Lysandra knew was coming, but trying to make her lose her
composure as she waited. When she felt like her cock would explode, the
tentacles around it tightened, holding her pleasure at bay, and the ones
against her opening moved in.


The groan that escaped Lysandra
was loud, and she felt Daphne answering in kind, realized those tentacles
weren’t trying to please just her, but also the bunnygirl. It was hard to
describe just how much all those sensations made her feel. Pleasure and unfulfilled
need filled her, and she wanted to come, wanted to reach those heights of
pleasure, but Mana stopped her cock from releasing its seed.


The naiad took control of their
lovemaking, fully and utterly. There was no other way of putting it, Lysandra
wasn’t even thrusting her hips any longer, Mana was the one that controlled all
of it, and all Lysandra could do was survive the ride. “Please.” She begged,
and Daphne echoed her a moment later. They had to beg for a while before Mana
listened to their pleads and allowed them their release.


“Very well, you can come.” The
tentacles that were wrapped so tightly around Lysandra’s rod changed in shape,
becoming something that pulled at her shaft in other ways, almost like a
thousand little mouths sucking at the flesh she had inside of Daphne. The ones
inside of her did the same thing, and the pleasure drove the blonde wild.


She came harder than she had ever
done, and she passed out from it.


She came to a moment later, close
to the edge of the pond, awoken by the moans of pleasure from close to the
center of the water. There, held up in the air, Daphne was being fucked by what
seemed to be dozens of tentacles at once. Lysandra swallowed at the sight,
hardened at it, and couldn’t help but wonder how it would feel.


“While my beautiful bunnygirl has
her fun, why don’t I get to experience that cock of yours?” Mana spoke from
beside Lysandra, and the amazon jumped a little at the words, not having
expected the naiad to be so close.


Mana chuckled at it, gave her a
heated look, stepped forward.


Before Lysandra could do
anything, she felt a mouth sucking at her cock, surrounding the flesh and
moving back and forth, a large tongue massaging her rod all the while. She
looked down and saw Mana as well, then felt the naiad press against her back,
and her front, looked around and saw herself surrounded by what seemed to be
five of the naiad.


“I’m not limited to a single body
like you are.” The one at her back whispered in her ear, and the one in front
of her continued. “And like Daphne, I’m very certain you’ll come to enjoy
that.”


It didn’t take long until that
mouth got her off again, and she didn’t get to enjoy a respite after that. One
of the Mana’s jumped up, put her legs around Lysandra’s waist while another
grabbed the amazon’s cock and directed it against the sex of the one holding
onto her.


Mana rode her. There was no other
way that Lysandra could use to describe the situation. Hands grabbed onto her
back, her hips, her knees and belly, caressing, making her feel. She felt like
she had a thousand Manas around her, doing their best to please her, while the
main one rode her cock. She felt mouths sucking at her nipples, even one at the
clit on the base of her rod, she felt some of those watery tentacles entering
her and exploring her depths.


It was too much.


With a loud moan, she thrust,
buried her entire length inside of Mana and came. The naiad came with her, or
so it seemed, her body tightening around the amazon’s rod, milking her.


Lysandra had never felt pleasure
like that.


And it didn’t end there.


Once she got her second wind,
Mana rode her again, and then Daphne joined in once more and the three of them
spent hours making love to one another. At times, Lysandra almost believed so
much pleasure would make her insane, but she continued nonetheless, all too
willing to become mad to enjoy Mana and Daphne in full.


She kept going until she had
nothing more to give the other two.











Epilogue


It had
been a week since Lysandra rescued Melita, since she received her reward from
Mana and Daphne, and she still felt like in a daze. She hadn’t enjoyed the
other two females only that day, she had them every day since then, and things
didn’t seem like they would change any time soon.


Lysandra was an amazon princess.
It should be her duty to return home, but she remembered perfectly well why she
crashed into the island. Wouldn’t she be respecting her mother’s wishes by
staying away? The empress had exiled her in all but words after all.


And well, even if she wanted to
return, she doubted she could succeed at it. She had no ship; she had no crew,
and at times it almost seemed she was in another world. It wasn’t easy, but she
had to admit she might never return to her home nation. With Mana and Daphne at
her side, the motion didn’t scare her.


The bunnygirl and the naiad
quickly gained a space in her heart, made her want as no one had ever made her
want before. She couldn’t see herself easily parting from them. Even Melina and
Melita were carving a place in her heart, though what she felt for them was
different.


Oh, not everything was perfect.
There was some tension over the whole group, none of them forgot that someone
hired Big Grod’s crew to kidnap the monster girls under Mana’s protection, but
Lysandra hoped that would be a problem for later, maybe one that never reared
its head again.


And if it did, she was more than
willing to fight, and with the weapon Mana gave her, she could. She still
wasn’t completely comfortable with it, found it strange how it could mess up
her emotions, but the naiad assured her she would be in complete control in
time.


It didn’t take her long to realize
she felt happy, perhaps happier than she had ever been before. And if anyone
jeopardized that happiness, she would make them regret it.


To be continued…
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Julie Daubigny only had one task: hunt down the
pirates that had stolen from her family, get rid of them and recover what they
had taken. It wouldn’t be an easy task, but she was confident she could do it
without too many problems. 
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other companions, mages all of them; but plans rarely survived contact with the
enemy. Only this time their plan got derailed before they even found their
enemies’ lair, and it did so in a manner she could never have expected.


Pirates at Sea is the first book in the Futanari
Magic series. Contains explicit sex, not recommended for anyone younger than
eighteen. 


Amazon.com         Amazon.co.uk


 





Futa Monster Girl


When faced with the choice to remain as the sixth
female in the line of succession for the throne of Harmonie, with all that
entailed, or setting out on her own, Princess Neia didn’t think twice before
becoming an adventurer.


Her father tried to dissuade her from what he
called a fantasy, but when he saw there would be no convincing Neia, he ensured
she would have the best protection available, and enough coin for her new life.


It had been more than a decade since, and the elf
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she felt was right.
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When Linda was young, she dreamed of going on
adventures and finding love with a beautiful prince or another princess. And as
she became an adult, she realized how foolish she had been. Theirs was a dark
world, and a romance like that just didn’t happen. It was a fantasy.


She would marry the highest bidder, the one man
her father considered would be better for her and their family. Linda hated it,
but she understood its necessity. Theirs wasn’t a powerful dynasty, there were
enemies circling them, and she was the only weapon King Julian had at his
disposal.


Not that she enjoyed the thought of being married
to Adam Klemm, but if that was who her father wanted her to marry, what other
choice did she have?


And then, one day, she discovers her fiancé isn’t
intending to settle for being her consort; he wants the throne for himself and will
do anything to get it. She runs, loses herself in the forest around the palace,
and finds refuge in the shadow of an old orange tree. And there she might find
the salvation for herself and her family, and maybe, just maybe, the romance
she always wanted.
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