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A sigh escaped from Nami’s lips as she slid into the cool water. It was a welcome contrast to the burning in her muscles from the battle, the heat that had clung to her bronze skin.

Finding the small, secluded grove had been fortunate. It allowed her to bathe in solitude, without worrying about anyone seeing her. Ancient oaks protected her from the gazes of the men in her cohort.

She moved forward until she stood waist-deep in the current and reached behind her neck to undo the tie holding her silken white hair back, letting the long strands fall loose around her shoulders. Her bunny ears twitched at that, sensitive to the rustling leaves and the chirping of crickets. She felt her fluffy white tail twitch slightly behind her, and she knew she would have to lie in the sun afterward to dry it out.

She dipped her hands into the water, splashing it over her shoulders and down her back, easing some of the tension in her frame.

It had been a brutal fight against one of the brigand kings. Their leader, the Amazon Queen, had to spread their forces thin to hunt down the hiding brigands, and in the end, when the fighting came, their numerical advantage had diminished greatly. Only her cohort, the seventh, and the forces their queen led had been in the midst of the fighting, and it had been a harsh one.

The bunnygirl sighed, tilting her head back as she scrubbed at the grime on her collarbone. There was a certain tension in her frame that she knew the bath wouldn’t ease. She was a bunnygirl, a kind of monster girl that was much more attuned to intimacy than most.

Sex was as natural for her as breathing, and after moments of stress, she found herself craving it. And yet, today she wasn’t in the mood for the men of her cohort. She was well aware of how the soldiers looked at her, and some of the other women desired her as well. Usually, she liked that and used her attractiveness to her benefit. It wasn’t rare for her to indulge in the company of one of her fellow soldiers – or several of them.

After the brutal fighting of the day...

She had seen some of her companions die. She had seen men she had lain with lose their lives. Part of her regretted being unable to save them. Lying with their comrades after that...

She didn’t think she was in the mood for that, no matter how horny she truly was.

Nami turned slightly to rinse her side, the water rippling around her defined muscles and soft hips. Perhaps she should take care of the matter herself. It wasn’t exactly rare for her to take care of her own gratification; many couldn’t last as long as a bunnygirl could, after all.

A splash cut through her thoughts, and she whirled around, the water sliding from her arms as she raised them in a defensive posture, wondering if one of the bandits had escaped or if one of her fellow soldiers hadn’t respected her wish for isolation and followed her.

Her red eyes narrowed, ready to snap at whoever had followed her. Then she saw who it was, and Nami froze.

The woman who had jumped into the water near her was not one of her cohort members. Sunlight caught her blonde hair, making it almost glow, which only seemed to enhance the beauty of the amazon.

Nami’s breath hitched as she gazed at Manara, the Amazon Queen.

The woman was taller than Nami had realized. She had seen the leader of the allied forces before, but from afar, and not this close. The blonde possessed a muscular build, with defined arms, shoulders, and abs, though that didn’t diminish from what made her feminine in the least. The size of her breasts probably helped with that. The amazon had breasts almost as big as Nami’s, though Nami was a bunnygirl and they were usually a bit more well-endowed in the chest than most.

It wasn’t the only thing the amazon was well-endowed at...

Nami’s gaze traveled instinctively over Manara’s form, dropping lower, until it rested between the bare thighs of the female in front of her. The bunnygirl swallowed slightly at the sight she found there.

Manara was a futa, like many of the amazons. The cock she had between her thighs was impressive, and the sight of it put a halt to Nami’s thoughts. She couldn’t help it. She felt a certain heat rise to her cheeks, and she couldn’t quite look away from the sight of that rod.

It seemed to please the amazon. A smile spread across her face, softening the sharp lines of her features.

The Amazon Queen waded deeper into the current until the water reached her waist, submerging the lower half of her body. However, Nami remained acutely aware of what lay beneath the surface.

“You look tense, soldier,” Manara said in a tone of voice that sent a shiver racing down Nami’s back.

The white-haired bunnygirl couldn’t hide the reaction she felt at that, and her commander didn’t miss it, smirking. “The fighting was quite harsh, my queen.”

“That it was,” Manara replied with a sigh, tilting her head to the side. For a moment, she dropped into the water, submerging fully, then got out and straightened. Nami didn’t avoid looking at the other’s chest at that, and felt herself get just a bit more heated. “What’s your name, soldier?”

“I’m Nami, my queen.”

The amazon studied her figure, tilting her head one way and another, then moving closer, closing the distance between them, stopping just short of touching the white-haired monster girl.

Something close to a whimper escaped from Nami at that. She knew perfectly well how the futa was looking at her, found the idea of giving herself to the blonde quite pleasing and enticing, and knew that the other woman might very well plan to have her. Much like bunnygirls, amazons had a higher libido than most, especially the futas among them.

“Well, Nami, perhaps you can help me relax, and I can help you.” The tone the words took left no doubt about what the blonde monarch meant, and Nami swallowed.

“Your majesty,” she said eventually, her chest heaving slightly as she did it. She couldn’t help it, not really. Her tail twitched slightly, and her blood rushed through her veins. She knew perfectly well what the other woman had in mind, and even though they were strangers to one another, Nami couldn’t deny she was tempted. The chance to bed the Amazon Queen...

It wasn’t something to ignore lightly.

And it wasn’t as if it would be the first time she bedded someone just after meeting them.

“Manara is fine,” the blonde corrected gently, reaching out to dip a hand into the water near Nami’s hip. Those digits ended against her side, the hand warm, sending a shiver down Nami’s spine that had nothing to do with the coldness of the water. “And I don’t want you to be forced into anything, but should you wish...” She inclined her head to the shore, to a space under the trees, and Nami knew she was lost.

The way those piercing eyes looked into her made her want far too much. She had already been feeling some of that need, and the thought of being with the other woman was too tempting.

She nodded after a moment of silence, and the Amazon Queen smiled at her.

Nami slowly followed the other female out of the water, her heartbeat quickening as she did it. The more she moved, the more of her body became revealed, and the blonde feasted on the sight. First, those blue eyes lingered on her chest, appreciating its size. When the apex between her thighs became revealed, Manara looked at it and licked her lips.

The bunnygirl felt a bit of pride at that. Her coloring wasn’t common among bunnygirls, making her quite sought after.

She paid the blonde back in kind. She allowed her eyes to move over the muscles of the amazon’s back, then focused on her buttocks. Once they were outside the water and Manara turned to face her, Nami studied the other’s chest, then allowed her gaze to drift down to that marvelous cock between the other’s legs.

She wanted to touch it. The smirk Manara graced her with showed quite well that the futa was aware of that. Slowly, teasingly, the other woman closed the distance between them, only stopping when their nipples were touching. Nami bit her lower lip.

For a moment, she hesitated about what to do, wondering if she should go ahead and take the initiative. Then, before she could actually do anything, the blonde took the lead, kissing her.

Nami’s mind raced as those lips crashed against hers. There was nothing soft about the kiss. It was a demanding thing, deep and hard and needful. The bunnygirl could feel every inch of the amazon’s body pressing against her own, from the swell of her breasts to the hard length of the other’s cock. She moaned into the kiss, her frame trembling with desire.

Her moans only increased in volume when Manara’s hands ended against her rear, kneading that flesh, the fingers sinking into it as the futa pulled at her body.

Nami arched into that touch, enjoying the sensation far more than she expected to. Between her thighs, her wetness became evident, and she whimpered at it.

When Manara broke the kiss, Nami was left panting, her lips swollen and tingling. The Amazon Queen’s gaze raked over her body with appreciation. “I love your ass,” Manara purred, giving it a sharp squeeze. “Such a perfect, round handful.”

Nami blushed at the praise, a thrill running through her. She knew she was well-endowed in that, and the way Manara was looking at her made it obvious the blonde enjoyed what she was seeing.

When the futa took her hand and led her towards a tree, Nami followed willingly, her pulse pounding with anticipation.

“Bend over for me,” Manara commanded, her voice low. Something about that authoritative tone sent warmth rushing to
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