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“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
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