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Chapter 1

I stood totally naked on an unnamed island in the Aegean Sea, the warm sun streaming through the trees and drying the droplets of water running down my curvy body. Staring at a sight I had fantasized about a lot. Like I had masturbated or used the elaborate sex toys in my room so many freakin’ times to this particular fantasy. And now it was reality.

A bunch of ridiculously athletic women, almost as naked as me, were staring back at me.

Amazons.

They wore small loincloths around their hips and absolutely nothing on top. I had never seen so many perfectly firm breasts except in my super-horny, lurid dreams.

They held spears or bows and arrows and had knives and daggers strapped to their incredibly toned legs. Legs that were so muscular they could wrap around my head and force me to pleasure every single one of their tight pussies. Okay, I didn’t know if their pussies were tight, but if they were as perfect as the rest of their bodies, they probably were. And, hey, it’s my fantasy.

My pussy pleasuring reverie was broken as they got closer to me, leveling their weapons.

I held my hands up, trying to show them I meant them no harm.

“Um, hi, really hot and scary Amazon ladies. I’m Laia and I just passed through all those crazy temple sex trials and got this Lust Idol from that super-sexy Artemis statue.”

I waved the jade phallic idol I held in my right hand.

“Man, she gave me the fucking of my life. I can see why she’s your goddess.”

The Amazons inched closer, not replying. I was speaking ancient Greek, one of the many languages I was fluent in, but it probably wasn’t exactly what the ancient Amazons spoke. So these lovely ladies might not be understanding anything I was saying.

“So, um, instead of possibly poking me with those spears and arrows, could we maybe just have a huge hot Amazon orgy instead?”

Hey, there was no way I wasn’t going to at least ask. I had soaked my sheets at home many times imagining being ravished by a bunch of Amazons’ taut, sensual bodies. And Alastair wondered why I washed my bedding so often.

One of the warrior women stepped forward. She was a couple of inches taller than me, about the same age, and would have put Olympic athletes to shame with how fit every inch of her body was. She had short brown hair and the same tanned olive skin of her Amazon sisters.

She stopped inches from me and stared curiously into my emerald eyes.

“Uh, hi. You’re really cute,” I told her.

It was true. She had a pretty face, which I was trying to focus on rather than the tantalizing tits that were super-close to me.

She didn’t use the same tact. She gazed up and down my body, spending a long time examining my boobs and pussy. I became acutely aware of how naked I was.

“Glad you’re enjoying the view. I dig your tits too.”

She stared at me and for a minute I thought she understood me. But she merely walked behind me.

I glanced over my shoulder and saw her taking in my luscious posterior. I always thought it was one of my most impressive features and that was apparently confirmed with how long she stared at it. I mean like crazy long. She was taking in my ass like it was the Mona Lisa.

I blushed a little. “You really like it that much, huh?”

She looked up at me. Her brown eyes were piercing. I wasn’t sure if she wanted to punch me or fuck me. I was hoping the latter.

“You can totally squeeze it if you want. Or spank it. Or stick your finger up it.”

Unfortunately, the hot Amazon behind me didn’t take me up on any of my offers. Geez, why'd she spend half a day staring at my ass if she wasn’t going to do anything to it?

She moved back in front of me and I saw she was holding some rope. She grabbed my wrists and began to tie the cord around them. I jerked away but stopped as the other Amazons closed in, their spears and arrows way too close to my wet skin.

“Okay, okay. You guys are into bondage. That’s cool. I am too.”

The lead Amazon held out her hand and nodded at the Lust Idol. I deposited it into her palm, and she handed it to one of her sisters.

She seized my hands and tied my wrists together.

“Ah! That’s a little tight, Amazon lady.”

She tightened my bonds more.

“Hey! What the h—”

She yanked the rope and I almost fell down as I was pulled forward. Okay, guess I was following them.

We moved through the lush undergrowth, my captor in the lead, pulling me along at a fast clip. I may not have been an Amazon, but I was in really good shape, so I was able to keep up. Though being yanked around made it a little harder for me to keep my footing.

At least the scenery was nice. And I didn’t mean just the island. When the Amazon lady leapt over a rock or fallen tree, the tiny fabric covering her would flare up and I got a fantastic view of her amazingly sculpted ass. Watching it in motion was totally worth being captured.

I realized the Amazons behind me were probably doing the same thing to me. I glanced over my shoulder. Yup. They were totally staring at my ass, which was probably jiggling provocatively as I scurried after the lead Amazon. Well, glad they were enjoying the show.

After a brisk naked march through the jungle with my new Amazon buddies, we came to a clearing where a bunch of small tent-like structures were set up.

Amazons were engaged in various activities: sparring, practicing archery, fetching water, cooking, laughing and talking.

Though that all came to an abrupt end when they spotted the hot-ass Amazon leading me into the camp.

They rushed over and gathered around, staring at me. Okay, now I was really, really aware of how naked I was. That happens when thirty-plus beautiful Amazon warriors are staring at you at the same time.

“Um, hello,” I said as I tried to wave to them with my bound hands. “It’s really nice to meet you amazingly hot and fierce women.”

They gave me different looks, ranging from excited to lustful to quizzical. They all had the hardest and most exquisite bodies I had ever seen. Fuck, I was getting wet.

I glanced up and saw the canopy of trees nicely blocking the encampment from aerial view. No wonder they’d been able to go unnoticed for so long.

My attention was brought back to the Amazons as they all turned to a tent that was larger than all the others.

I followed their gaze and my breath was taken away.

One of the most impressive women I had ever seen stepped out. She was tall and perfectly toned. She looked about ten years older than me and had long brown hair pulled back from her exquisite face. She actually wasn’t the most beautiful woman I had ever seen. But something in the way she carried herself, the air of command that permeated every inch of her, made her incredibly attractive.

She strode toward me, her long muscular legs moving her sarong back and forth. She had a small leather top that covered her breasts but not much else.

The other Amazons parted for her and she stopped right in front of me. I felt my breath catch again at the crystal blue eyes studying me. I also noticed the perfect size and firmness of her tits stretching the tight fabric covering them.

This was totally the Amazon Queen. And holy shit, was she fucking hot!

She held her hand out to the Amazon holding my bonds. The warrior placed the rope in the Queen’s hand and gave a respectful nod.

The Queen slapped her thigh once, and the Amazons immediately returned to what they were doing before they began ogling me. Wow, this lady commanded respect like nobody’s business.

The warrior who took the Lust Idol from me presented it to the Queen, then jogged off.

The leader of the Amazons tugged on the rope, not too hard but firmly enough to let me know she was in charge.

She led me into her tent, the flaps closing behind us and giving us privacy. The tent was quite spacious and simply furnished. There was a wooden table and chairs, a sword and bow on display, and a bed raised off the ground.

She turned to look at me. Not at my impressive assets but my eyes. She gazed into them as if she was learning everything she needed to know about me. It was a little unsettling. So I decided to run my mouth. Which is what I always did when I was nervous.

“Hi, um, your majesty, Your Queenliness, your supreme being of hotness.” Nice Laia. What a great way to introduce yourself to the Queen of the Amazons.

She continued her penetrating stare, not showing any signs of understanding me.

She took my wrists and untied them, tossing the rope aside.

I rubbed my wrists, working some circulation back into them.

“Oh hey, thanks. So does this mean—”

Before I could finish, she removed a ribbon in her hair, making her locks spill lavishly around her face and across her shoulders, and used it to tie my wrists together. Well that was the shortest moment of freedom ever.

But the ribbon was much more comfortable than the rope. It actually felt nice against my skin, and she didn’t tie it as tightly as her Amazon warrior had with the rope.

“I really hope this means we’re going to have some amazing kinky sex. Because I am totally down with a super-hot Amazon queen tying me up and dominating me.”

I think I may have meant to think that rather than say it out loud. But what the hell, she probably couldn’t understand me anyway.

In response, she led me to the bed and sat me on the edge. Then climbed onto it and sat behind me, her legs wrapped around me.

Holy shit. We were going to have hot, kinky sex. This expedition just kept getting better and better.

She pulled my long dark brown hair back and began to braid it. Huh. Okay, not exactly what I was expecting, but I wasn’t going to object if an Amazonian queen wanted to do my hair.

I lay back against the firmest tits I had ever felt and closed my eyes. It was actually quite relaxing the way her fingers were sifting through and twirling my hair.

“So I know you can’t understand me, but can I just say this is like the biggest thrill. Oh, not being tied up by a gorgeous Amazon goddess, though that’s way up there on my list, but just discovering that Amazons actually exist and finding the Lust Idol. This is the greatest discovery of my life! Alastair’s going to be so proud of me! Oh, but if we do have all the sex, could you not tell him we did that. He gets really prudish about me banging lots of girls.”

She continued to play with my hair. She was a really good listener. Or she was just humoring me. Either way, I was going to keep talking.

“But anyway, I have so many questions to ask you. How has your tribe survived through the millennia? How have you remained hidden for so long? How are you all so freakishly hot?”

I kept up what some might term word vomit. Though I thought they were all very important and fascinating questions.

My rapid-fire queries got cut off when she finished the long braid. And used it to yank me off the bed.

“Ow!” I yelled as I leapt to my feet.

She let the braid go and it bounced against my back, resting a few inches above my ass.

“Hey, you just did this braid so you could use it to yank me around like your little slut.”

I saw the slightest smirk cross her lips as she got very close to me. She was several inches taller than me, and I had to look up to gaze into her captivating eyes.

“I’m not complaining or anything. It was just… you’re pretty sneaky, Queenie.”

I was pretty positive if she could understand me, I would have been in a lot of trouble for calling her that. It was kind of freeing being able to say whatever I wanted.

She untied the ribbon and gracefully moved around me, pulling my arms behind my back.

She bent them into L-shapes and bound them behind me. Okay, this was getting a little kinkier. I honestly had no idea what exactly she had planned for me, but I was really eager to find out.

She circled back in front of me, put her hands on my hips, and pulled me into a sudden and forceful kiss.

My lips parted immediately for her, like they knew she was my queen and they had to do whatever she wanted. My mouth moved like the current of the ocean along with hers as she held me tightly against her. I could feel the tautness of her body, the heat of her mouth, the suppleness of her fingers pressed into my flesh.

Her hands slid from my hips to my ass and squeezed it like only an Amazon queen could.

Oh God.

My gasp was cut off as she slipped her warm tongue into my mouth. It tasted sweet, and I immediately engaged in a tango of tongues with her.

As we kissed and I let her explore every part of my mouth, she kneaded my ass in the most sensual, intoxicating ways. She played with it in ways that made me want to completely submit to her. I had never had anyone fondle my ass so expertly before. I wanted to sign ownership of it over to her so she could work her magic on it forever.

And forever is what it felt like we were kissing for. I completely lost myself in her luscious lips and her firm body. With my hands tied behind me and my body tightly pressed into her via her stranglehold on my ass, she pretty much had complete control of me.

She was incredibly strong. So there was no way I was breaking her hold. Not that I had any desire to. I was in blissful bondage heaven.

“Oh fuck! My ass is yours. My ass is yours for eternity!” I screamed in an admittedly slutty way.

Okay, so eternity is a long time, but getting ass massages and whatever else she wanted to do to me for the rest of time sounded pretty amazing to me.

She must have liked my slutty screaming, even if she couldn’t understand it, because she pulled me with her onto the bed. She sat on its edge and yanked me onto her lap so I straddled her.

And from this position she fondled me even more deliciously as her tongue dove deeper into my mouth. Shit, we weren’t even fucking and I was so utterly into this Amazon goddess.

I began to grind my hips against her, wanting more.

She grabbed my braid and tugged it firmly. I stopped as she gave me a look only someone who’s used to being obeyed all the time could give.

Alastair liked to give me looks like that when I got into mischief as a kid. They were pretty effective then. And the Queen’s glare was very effective now.

I stopped gyrating against her.

“Um, so I’m guessing you want to have complete control over how you fuck me and I should let you use my body as you wish.”

I got another look that I took to mean, “Yup, Laia, that’s exactly what I want. Now be a good little slut for your super-hot Queen.”

Okay, so maybe she would have phrased it a little differently, but that was totally the gist.

“You got it! I’ll be a good little slut,” I told her, a tingle shooting through me as I realized how much I wanted her to dominate me.

She seized my ass and made me grind against her as she took the nipple of one of my heaving breasts in her mouth and sucked on it so hard I let out a huge moan.

“Ohhhhhh fuck!”

She moved between my tits, licking, sucking, nibbling on my ridiculously erect nipples as she made my ass her personal plaything.

“Oh my God, your Queenship, you’re making me so hot. I need you to fuck me so bad. I mean, shit, you’re the Queen, you give the orders. Okay, will you please, please fuck me? I’ll be your Amazon sex slave or whatever you want.”

Jesus, sometimes I even surprised myself with how slutty I got when I needed to be fucked.

She lifted me up by my waist — God, she was strong — and deposited me facedown on the bed on top of some pillows so my ass was sticking up in the air.

And then she proceeded to spank me. Hard.

“Oh shit!”

I squirmed on the pillows.

“Hey, your majesty, you know I don’t have a ridiculously rock-hard ass like your Amazon sis… ah!!”

She apparently wanted me to shut up as she gave me another good whack. She alternated speeds and firmness of the spankings so it wasn’t too much for me. But it did let me know my ass was hers to do with as she pleased. And it also really turned me on.

I couldn’t believe how much she loved my ass. Okay, maybe I could believe it. I have been told by one or two former girlfriends that just watching my ass shake back and forth made them cum super-hard. So that was pretty flattering. As was having an Amazon queen want to fondle, spank, and do who knows what else to it.

After a particularly fierce spank, she rubbed my back softly and gently kissed the back of my neck. Her strong fingers weaved their magic into my skin as she massaged my lower back.

“Mmm, that feels good.”

Her hand traveled down my ass and across my wet pussy lips, making me shudder.

“Oh God,” I cooed.

She rubbed my lips gently, making me wriggle around and moan softly. And making sure I was extremely wet.

When she was apparently satisfied with the level of my lubrication, she stepped away, leaving me very horny.

“Um, your Queenship, you’re not done, right? Because you’ve got me so worked up, I really need you to fuck my tight pussy.”

I saw her walk over to the table and caught a glint of green as the sunlight came through a small opening in the roof of the tent and illuminated the Lust Idol.

She snatched the Idol off the table and walked back to me. I shuddered in anticipation of what she was going to do with it.

I felt the phallic object run along my leg and up my thigh. It felt soothingly warm from absorbing the heat of the sun.

She moved it along my back and I purred contentedly from the smooth sensations. She rubbed the fingers of her other hand up and down my slit, coating them in my nectar.

The Queen guided the Idol down my back, between my ass cheeks, and then across my soaked pussy lips.

Mmm, it felt so good being tied up and having this strong, Amazon Queen run the Lust Idol all over my body. Why couldn’t all my adventures be like this?

And then the emerald dildo wasn’t running along my pussy lips, it was piercing them.

I gasped as my body tightened.

And moaned as she shoved the huge idol all the way into me. “Holy shit!” Fuck. This thing was huge. And she was making me take every last centimeter of it.

I thought I’d be putting the Lust Idol in a museum. But instead it was in my pussy. Which, frankly, was a much better place for it.

My pussy squeezed the Idol as she twisted it and made sure it was nice and snug in my sex hole. The heat of the Idol spread from my pussy through my entire body and felt lovely.

From the position I was in, I couldn’t see that well behind me, but I saw her pick something else up and rub my cum from her fingers all over it.

And then I felt the object press against my ass. And enter my extremely tight hole.

“Oh fuuuucck!”

She slid the smoothly polished dildo into my ass. It was much smaller than the Lust Idol but it felt huge inside my tiny cavern.

I groaned as the ass toy continued to make its way inside me.

When she got it all the way in, both my pussy and ass muscles involuntarily contracted around both sex objects.

“Uhhhhhh!” I had never had both my holes filled this much before. Damn, this Amazonian Queen really knew how to make girls into submissive sluts.

She stepped away, and I couldn’t see where she went.

I squirmed around, the sex toys causing wonderful sensations in my ass and pussy.

She didn’t return right away. So I squirmed more. Okay, more secret sharing time. I was loving the way these dildos felt inside me. Having both my holes filled and being tied up and at the Queen’s mercy was driving me wild with desire. Just between us, I was totally ready to let the Queen do whatever incredibly kinky thing she wanted to me.

When she still didn’t return, I wondered if she was standing behind me, admiring the view. With me bent over, my ass and pussy stuffed to the brim with the Lust Idol and the anal toy, and my hands bound behind my back, it must have been quite the sight.

“Um, Miss Queen? Your Highness? Am I just supposed to stay like this? Or are you coming back to fu…”

I trailed off as her head popped into view right in front of my face as she lay next to me on the bed.

“Oh, hi.”

She kissed me deeply. Slipping her tongue between my lips and making mine dance with hers.

She explored my mouth for a long time. Finally, she came up for air.

I gasped. “Wow. Can I just say how much I love kissing you?”

I don’t know why I kept talking to her when she couldn’t understand me. It always made me feel better to verbalize things. Alastair could tell you plenty of times when he wished I wouldn’t verbalize so much when I was a kid.

She smiled at me and softly rubbed my cheek.

I gazed into her vibrant blue eyes. “God, you’re so beautiful.”

She kissed me again. More tenderly this time. Then stood up and began to disrobe.

Holy shit. I was about to see a ridiculously sexy Amazon queen completely naked. Officially and unequivocally, this was my best expedition of all time.

She undid her top and unveiled the most spectacular pair of breasts I had ever seen. They were a perfect size. Not too big. Not too small. And unbelievably firm. Maybe this lady was a goddess. The Goddess of Never Sagging Tits.

I stared up at them, marveling at their perfection. I glanced at the Queen and saw a small grin on her face. She obviously liked that I was mesmerized by her amazing Amazonian boobs.

She pulled her sarong off and let it drop to the floor, revealing a pussy so lovely it looked like it was sculpted in granite.

“Oh wow,” I marveled at her perfect pussy.

She sat in front of me and spread her legs.

Oh fuck. Her pussy was even more amazing close up. I could see it was already wet. Yes! The Amazon Queen was super-hot for me. I was totally putting that on my resume.

She grabbed my braid, lifted my head, and deposited my mouth onto her luscious lips.

I didn’t need any coaxing. I licked my tongue up and down her slit and got my first sample of what a queen tasted like. She was honey and molasses, and I couldn’t wait to explore every part of her regal cavern.

She moaned in a husky, sultry way as I teased her slit. She had a firm grip on my hair and shoved me more firmly into her folds.

I did as she silently commanded and slipped my tongue inside her. Oh man, she was deliciously tight. I mean, this pussy should win awards. Hey, maybe that’s how they decided who would be queen. The nicest, tightest pussy got the crown.

I would have to think about that later, since her Royal Pussyness tightened her thighs around my head and made me pleasure her.

I worked my tongue in and out of her and around every lovely crevice I could find. My tongue felt so warm and safe inside her folds, I was happy to please her for as long as she wanted.

Her moans got louder. And I got more excited. Fuck yeah, I was going to make an Amazon queen cum. How many people could say that?

I could feel my pussy and ass continually contract around the the toys filling me as I wriggled around. I’ll be totally honest. Having my holes close to bursting and being made to pleasure a goddess’s pussy was the most epic real-life fantasy I had ever experienced. Shit, I was going to have to really up my pretend sex fantasies to surpass this.

The Queen grabbed a thin metal rod off the bed and sat up. I glanced at it, trying to figure out what the heck it was for, but she pressed my mouth back into her, not wanting me to let up for a second.

I went back to work fucking her and felt her pussy caress my tongue in the loveliest ways.

She used the rod to strike the part of the Lust Idol that was protruding from my dripping pussy. I remembered it had a small handle on its end, which was probably to grab and thrust in and out of someone. I hoped that someone would be me.

When the rod hit the Idol, it caused the jade sex toy to vibrate like crazy. Which caused me to shout a bunch of super-slutty stuff as my entire pussy was rocked to its core with sinful sensations.

“Holy shiiiiit!”

The vibrations intensified and I moaned non-stop.

“Oh God! Oh God!! Oh God!!!”

The Queen buried my face back into her mound, and I whimpered into it as she continued to clang the Idol and send harder and longer vibrations through me, making my entire body shake.

I did my best to continue pleasuring her between my gasps and moans. Fuck. I totally knew why they called it the Lust Idol. This thing was making me want to be the biggest slut ever.

“Oh don’t stop!” I yelled when she lifted my head up for a brief respite. “Fuck me with the Lust Idol! Make me your Amazon whore!”

Even if she couldn’t understand me, I think she got the gist of my sexy screams. She pushed my face back between her legs and hit the Idol repeatedly at a ridiculously fast clip.

“Ohhhhhhhahhhhhhh!” I shrieked into her tasty mound as every possible part of my pussy was being pleasured beyond belief.

I attacked her clit, determined to make her cum before I did. She bucked her hips as my lips latched on to her prominent nub and sucked as hard as I could.

My entire body seized up as a ridiculously huge orgasm wrecked me. My juices spurted out around the Lust Idol, shooting off the bed and soaking the pillows underneath me.

At the same time, the Queen arched her back and shot out her royal cum. All over my face. She held me against her, making me lap up her sweet nectar, as I continued to scream in bliss and expel a ton of my girl juices.

When she was done splattering my face and I was done drenching the pillows, she immediately hopped to her feet and yanked me by my hair off the bed.

“Holy… hey, can I get a little warning next time?”

She put her hands around my hips and pulled me into her, kissing me lustfully. When her pussy bumped into mine, it shoved the Lust Idol slightly more into me, and I gasped into her mouth.

She pulled back, staring at me. Probably at how covered my face was with her queenly cum.

She slipped the Idol out of me, making me shudder as it touched every part of me on its way out. I held onto her for support, and she held me firmly around my waist.

She dipped her fingers into my pussy, making me utter a soft moan, and coated her fingers in my juices.

She raised her fingers to my lips and smiled.

I gazed into her commanding eyes. Damn, this Queen knew all the best ways to make a girl submit to her.

“You’re really enjoying this, aren’t you?”

I got the tiniest smirk in response.

“Yeah, okay, me too. What the hell, I’ll be even more slutty.”

I mean, it’s not like it was the first time I had tasted my own sauce. Hell, I just did it earlier today when that one sex statue inverted me and made me drink my own cum.

I sucked on her fingers, making sure I got all my juices off of them. Her eyes never once left me. I think she was really getting off on seeing me lick her fingers clean.

She then kissed me again, obviously not having a problem tasting my juices either, since they were still on my tongue.

When we were done smooching, she pulled me over to the table.

So here’s a tip for you if you’re ever in a similar situation. Being made to walk with a dildo up your ass is a really weird sensation.

Fortunately, it was a short jaunt to the wooden table, which she promptly threw me on top of, face down, my legs spread. My arms were still tied behind me and the aforementioned anal toy was still firmly in my tight hole. Though she pushed it in a little more to make sure it was nice and snug. How thoughtful of her.

She grabbed a belt off the table, wrapped it around her waist, and attached the Lust Idol to the front of it.

Oh shit. She was going to—

I couldn’t finish the thought as she plunged the Idol into my very saturated pussy. “Ohhhhhh God!”

She used the Idol strap-on to ram me again and again. I moaned loudly every time the emerald dick was thrust fully into me.

She grabbed my braid with one hand, pulling my head off the table, and my bound arms with the other, and fucked me ridiculously hard.

“Oh… my… fucking… God!” I screamed. “I’m being fucked by the Queen of the Amazons and am becoming her little slut!”

Hey, I think a play-by-play slutty commentary is always nice while you’re having wild, submissive sex. I was so glad the Amazons outside had no idea what I was saying. But they were certainly hearing all my sultry moans. Guess I was putting on a nice sex show for the entire village.

She fucked me mercilessly, determined to make me moan and scream as loudly and as sluttily as possible.

I came. A lot. And she kept fucking me. And kept making me cum more. I was one hundred percent this Amazon Queen’s whore. And I was one hundred percent loving it.

My juices were spurting out around the jade dildo and forming an expanding puddle on the table. She pressed the ass toy just a little farther into me and it made my ass muscles contract and my whole body shake, which brought my orgasms to a new level.

As I was screaming in several different languages, she untied my arms and flipped me onto my back. She seized my hips and thrust me onto her huge jade cock. I put my hands over my head and gripped the edge of the table, trying to anchor myself as the rest of my body convulsed in orgasmically sensual ways.

She whipped the dildo out of me, snatched it off her belt, and clanged it off the metal rod, making it vibrate like crazy.

She pressed it against my clit, and my whole body exploded in excruciating bliss. I bucked so much my ass kept coming off the table. I had absolutely no control over the way my body was thrashing around, but no matter how much I twisted, the Queen kept the Lust Idol plastered to my inflamed clit.

I came like a volcano. And that’s not an exaggeration. My juices erupted from my out-of-control pussy. They sprayed all over the Queen, coating her stomach, thighs, and tits.

I had no idea if it was proper etiquette to shoot my seed all over an Amazonian queen, but I didn’t really have much choice in the matter. And, hey, it was her fault for being so amazing at owning my pussy and clit. And ass. And every other part of me.

She didn’t move out of my sultry spray, continuing to make the Idol vibrate and make me gush like a fountain.

I moaned and screamed non-stop. And at incredibly high decibels.

Every Amazon in the village definitely knew the Queen had succeeded in making me her sex slut.

When the last of my juices squirted out of me, she took the smaller dildo out of my ass and laid it and the Idol next to me. She pulled me up, so I was sitting on the edge of the table, and pressed me against her chest.

She wrapped my legs around her hips and embraced me tightly, so my arms were trapped between our bodies and my head rested just above her breasts.

She held me tightly as small tremors ran through me from the aftershocks of the massive orgasms that had dominated me so thoroughly.

I closed my eyes, feeling warm and safe in her powerful arms. I could feel the cum that I sprayed her with get on my cheek, tits, and stomach. I didn’t care. I just wanted her to keep holding me.

She did. Until my tremors subsided. Then she lifted me in her arms, carrying me like she would her bride. She did it effortlessly, like I weighed nothing. Man, it was really easy for a girl to fall for such a powerful goddess.

She submerged me in a small wooden pool of pleasantly warm water and then joined me. She undid my braid, washed my hair, and thoroughly scrubbed my body clean. Then had me do the same for her. It was very relaxing being so close to her in the comfortable water.

She held me against her for a while, softly stroking my supple skin. I think she wanted me to know I was safe in her arms, and she was going to take care of me. It felt nice. Gotta say, I was a pretty big fan of this stunning Amazon Queen. I wouldn’t have minded too much if she wanted to have her way with me for a few more days.

After several minutes of peaceful bliss, she guided me out of the tub and toweled me off. Then she led me to her bed and curled up behind me, wrapping me up in her powerful arms and legs.

I settled into her, murmuring contentedly.

“Goodnight, Your Highness. Thanks for the amazing sex. You’re my favorite queen of all time.”

She squeezed me just the right amount. It was super-cozy and warm, and I immediately drifted off to sleep, feeling totally safe in her arms.


Chapter 2

I woke up as the sunlight hit my face. It felt warm against my skin. But the luxurious body pressed against me felt even warmer.

I turned over and saw the Queen gazing at me with her captivating eyes. I stretched against her and smiled.

“Mm, morning.”

“Good morning,” she replied. “I was wondering how long you were going to sleep.”

I stretched some more. “Well, maybe if someone didn’t make me so…”

I stopped. And bolted to a sitting position. “Hey, you just spoke to me.”

“Yes.”

“You can understand me?”

“Of course.”

“What the hell? You were just pretending you didn’t know what I was saying last night? You little sneak!”

She sat up next to me, letting the blanket fall off her and revealing her perfect breasts. “I never said I couldn’t understand you.”

“You didn’t say anything! You just fucked my brains out. You… you suck! Except for the amazing fucking part. That was nice.”

She gave me a smirk. Then flipped me over and spanked me, making me yelp. “That is no way to talk to a queen.”

“Well excuse me, your royal sneakiness.”

Whap whap. Two more slaps on the ass.

“Hey, would you—”

She gave me several more firm spankings.

“Okay, okay, you win. Geez, I guess there’s no talking back to the Queen.”

“Not at all,” she said, massaging my butt to make up for her regal spankings. “All Amazons are encouraged to speak their mind to me, even if they disagree. That’s how I learn and become a better leader.”

“Well that’s… a really good policy. So why all the spankings?”

“You are not an Amazon. At least not yet. And I find your ass one of the most desirable things I have ever seen. So I will be spanking it at every opportunity.”

I lay on my stomach, looking up at her. Wow. Laia Rios — Owner of the Amazon Queen’s Favorite Ass. Maybe I would put that on some business cards.

“Oh. Okay. Well, you do give pretty good spankings.”

She gave me a particularly sultry whack on my cute butt.

“Ah! I mean you give amazing spankings.”

“Better.”

This Queen was an interesting character. I dug her.

She was speaking what was probably Arcadocypriot, a Southern Achaean Ancient Greek dialect. It was similar to Linear B so the dialect probably descended from Mycenaean Greek. I wasn’t quite as good in that as I was classical Greek, but I was able to adjust my dialect enough so we could speak comfortably.

“My silence last night was not to mislead you,” she told me. “But merely part of your first test.”

“Um, what test?”

“Come. Eat with me and I will tell you.”

She led me to the same table she fucked me so vigorously on last night. Instead of my cum, there was a simple spread of figs, dates, and other fruit. Apparently, the Amazonian cleaning service had come by to clean up the gallon of liquid the Queen made me expel.

“I am Korinna,” she told me as she sat.

“Um, hi. I’m Laia.”

“An intriguing and beautiful name. Just like the woman it belongs to.”

I blushed a little. This Queen had serious game.

I sat across from her and she offered me the plate of fruit.

“Oh man, you’re just like Alastair, trying to make me eat all healthy.”

“Healthy food leads to a healthy and fit body. And who is this Alastair? Is he your lover?”

I spit out the fig I had just taken a chomp out of.

“Eww, gross! No!”

She looked confused at my reaction.

“Alastair raised me. He’s a crusty old coot who’s way too overprotective and hides my Pop-Tarts.”

“You love him very much.”

“Yeah.”

“It is good to surround yourself with those you care so much about.”

I nodded in agreement as I munched on the figs, which were quite tasty.

“What is a Pop-Tart?”

“Only the greatest invention in the history of culinary goodness!”

She gave me another look.

“Okay, so you take this sugary fruit filling, jam it inside a rectangular pastry crust, then smear delicious frosting on top, and you have a super-tasty treat.”

She wrinkled her chiseled nose. “It does not sound very healthy.”

“Not at all. That’s why it’s so good.”

“You are an intriguing woman.”

“Thank you,” I said agreeably as I shoved more figs and dates in my mouth. All that sex had made me hungry.

“You’ve proven your athletics, intelligence, and cleverness when you found the island and passed the temple tests,” she told me. “And your knowledge of our ancient dialect proves you are well-educated and wise. All qualities admired in an Amazon.”

I beamed, really enjoying being flattered by this incredible woman. Wait until Alastair hears how awesome the Queen of the Amazons thought I was. He wouldn’t dare hide my Pop-Tarts then.

“Last night,” she continued. “I wanted to see if you would put your pride aside and willingly submit to me. And you did. Quite wonderfully, I might add.”

I chomped on her figgy fruit concoction.

“Well, hell yeah. Have you looked in a mirror? You’re a freakin’ goddess. Of course, I’m going to submit to you.”

She tried to hide a smile.

She took my hand and guided me into her lap. I plopped down on her sideways and wrapped my arms around her neck.

“I also wanted to see how much of your womanhood you were willing to expel for me. I was extremely impressed. You were like the largest sexual waterfall I have ever seen.”

My face reddened. I wasn’t expecting the Queen to vividly describe my ability to squirt my secret sauce. But I guess it was a pretty nice compliment.

“Oh, um, thanks. Of course, some beautiful, dominating Queen might have contributed to my pussy gushing.”

She gave me a small smile. “Perhaps.”

“Well, since I came so nicely for you, you should totally answer the million and one questions I have about you and your fellow Amazons.”

“Very well, I will answer your questions, since you are so curious,” she told me, as she gently massaged my thigh. “But for every question you ask, I will deliver five spankings to your luscious behind.”

“Five to one? That’s totally unfair!”

She did the eyebrow arch again.

“Okay, okay. Do you always get your way like this?”

“I am the Queen.”

Fair point.

“But no I don’t,” she added. “I value when my sisters show me when I make an error. However, with initiates like you, who are not full Amazons yet, yes, I always get my way.”

She said the last part with a twinkle in her eye.

“I think you’re enjoying this a little too much, Your Majesty.”

“And you are not?”

“Oh no, I totally am. My ass is yours to spank.”

I snatched another fruity fig off the table as something she said just dawned on me.

“Hey wait, initiate? Are you saying I can become an Amazon?”

“If you pass our tests.”

“No fucking way!”

I leapt out of her lap, not being able to contain my excitement. Finding the Amazons had been the greatest discovery of my life. Being able to become one of them was a dream come true. I was totally going to pass the hell out of any test they threw at me. Even if it meant becoming the sex toy to every Amazon here. Which didn’t sound too bad as I began to fantasize about it.

“You use very colorful language.”

I sat back down on her lovely lap.

“Sorry. Alastair hates it when I do that too. So what are these tests and do they involve a lot more fucking?”

“You have already passed most of them. You should be proud. The remaining ones you will find out soon enough. And yes there will be a lot more fucking.”

“Great! You Amazons really know how to do initiations right.”

“I am glad you approve. Now, I believe you had questions.”

“Oh right. Okay, first question.”

I learned a tremendous amount about the history and culture of the Amazons as the Queen regaled me with tantalizing tales of ancient times. It was totally worth my booty getting slapped like a million times. My parents would have given anything to have been here. Well, I mean learning about Amazonian lore, not seeing me have a ton of submissive sex.

She finally put an end to my non-stop questions, giving my cute butt a much needed break, and took me by the hand. “Come. I want to show you our village.”

“Yes please!” I jumped up, eager to meet the other Amazons more properly.

She put a small leather top and skirt on and tied a headband around her forehead, which kept the hair out of her face.

I glanced down my very non-clothed body. “Do I have to be naked?”

“Of course.” Apparently, she thought that was enough of an explanation.

“Oh, um, why?”

“You are not an Amazon yet and have not earned the right to wear clothing. Plus, my sisters are extremely eager to gaze at your beautiful and wondrous body. It is only polite that you fully show it to them.”

“Oh, um, okay!”

She walked toward the entrance of the tent and beckoned me to follow.

“Hey, not that I’m worried or anything, but what happens if I don’t pass your tests?”

She looked at me for a moment.

“We’ll tie you naked to a rock out at sea and sacrifice you to Cetus.”

I gaped at her. Cetus was a mythical sea creature of ancient Greece. Supposedly sent by Poseidon to munch on Andromeda’s cute body when her mom claimed she was more beautiful than the Nereid sea nymphs. I know, harsh, right? Those gods and nymphs were pretty petty.

But there was no way Cetus was real. Of course, I didn’t think the Amazons were real before today.

“Um, you’re kidding, right?”

She smirked and strode out the tent flap.

“Korinna, you’re kidding, right?”

I scampered after her.

She’d better be freakin’ kidding.


Chapter 3

Korinna took me around the village, introducing me to her Amazon sisters. I had never seen such perfect specimens of athletic sensuality before. Each warrior woman seemed to be more beautiful than the last.

Each one also gave me a nice pat on the ass when greeting me. Guess that was the Amazon equivalent of a handshake. These Amazons had lots of cool customs.

I met one named Kiope, who had shoulder-length black hair and rushed over from her water-gathering as soon as she saw me.

She gave me a particularly nice butt squeeze and stared at my lips. But not the ones on my face. “Your womanhood is very cute and delightfully moist. It will be an honor to explore its depths.”

Wow. Was this a typical Amazonian pick-up line? Though to be honest, with these ladies, they could say pretty much anything and it would be good enough for me to take a romp in the ancient hay with them.

And she wasn’t wrong. I could feel the dampness of my pussy, which was a little embarrassing, since I was the only one completely naked. But, hey, when you’re surrounded by ridiculously strong, beautiful women who kept pinching your butt, it’s hard not to get really horny.

“Oh, um, thanks,” I replied, noticing the way her frisky breasts moved as she talked.

“Patience, Kiope,” Korinna mildly scolded her. “Laia’s secrets are not for you to unravel yet.”

I stared at the Queen. That was pretty poetic. And hot. And, shit, it was making me wetter.

Another Amazon bounded over, her breasts bouncing spectacularly. I wondered if I was going to get tired of seeing perfect tits after this trip. Probably not.

This Amazon had auburn hair, tied up in a circular braid on top of her head, which made her look adorable and powerful at the same time.

“I’m Pheneira,” she told me as she embraced me and grabbed my butt like she wanted to leave her fingerprints on it. “Your moans of desire provided extreme enjoyment and entertainment last night.”

“I’m… glad you enjoyed it?” I said, turning a deep shade of purple.

“Very much. Your screams of submissiveness were the loudest I have ever heard.”

Oh man. I was imagining every Amazon sitting around the campfire last night listening to me moan and scream about what a huge sex toy I wanted the Queen to make me. It was so mortifying. And also really fucking hot.

“You were even louder than Kiope, who is a very vocal slut.”

“Hey!” Kiope said, whacking her friend in the arm.

“Sorry Ki, it’s true.”

“You did not seem to mind when you were licking my womanhood and begging me to—”

Kiope didn’t get to finish as Pheneira tackled her. “Do not dare tell the newcomer that!” she yelled as she pinned Kiope to the ground.

The black-haired woman swung her legs up and twisted them around Pheneira, doing a slick reversal and flipping her friend to the dirt. “Fine. I will tell her after she becomes our sister.”

They wrestled on the ground, though they weren’t really trying to hurt each other. I could tell it was mainly for fun.

And it wasn’t just enjoyable for them. Watching two half-naked Amazon warriors tangle their bodies together and writhe on the ground was way up on my list of fantasies. Oh, and I really did have a list of epic fantasies at home. I kept them in a journal under my bed. But don’t tell Alastair. He’d be so shocked his hair would turn gray. Well, it was already gray. Maybe it would fall out. And I didn’t want that. He looked so distinguished the way he was.

The Queen cleared her throat and the two Amazons immediately leapt to their feet and stood at attention, both of them covered in dirt.

“Sorry, My Queen,” they said.

“Finish your chores and clean yourselves,” Korinna instructed. “Then you may pleasure each other to discover who is the loudest.”

Their eyes lit up. “Yes, My Queen!”

They scampered off.

I gazed at Korinna. “You are seriously the greatest queen in history. Can I stay here forever?”

“If you pass the tests, of course. In fact, you won’t be allowed to leave.”

“Wait, what?”

“We do not venture off this island except when we have to for food or other means of survival. If you become one of us, this will be your new home.”

Shit. Okay, this was a complication.

“Look, you and your Amazons are amazing and this village is incredible. And I would be honored to become one of you. But I can’t stay here. I travel all over the world, exploring secret, ancient places. And there’s no way I can leave Alastair.”

“Is he really so important?”

“Yes! I love him! He’s my father.”

That actually might have been the first time I called Alastair my father. I had always considered him to be a surrogate-father to me, especially when my parents died. But I didn’t want to disrespect my papá by giving his title away. I know my father wouldn’t feel that way. Alastair was his oldest and closest friend. And there’s no one papá would rather have raise me than Alastair. So calling him my father actually felt pretty damn right.

“Well, you will have to say farewell to him.”

“No!” I said it with such vehemence I could tell I surprised her.

“What?”

She wasn’t happy. But I stood my ground.

“I said no. Listen, you’re super-strong and awesome and, my God, you’re amazing at making me cum, but I’m not going to do whatever you say just because you’re some queen with a bamboo reed up her ass.”

She stared at me. For a very long time. Shit, Laia, you did it again. But this time I was proud I shot my mouth off. No one tells me I can’t be with Alastair.

“You dare disobey me?” she finally asked.

“You’re damn right. I’m not leaving Alastair. Not for you. Not for anyone. And I’ll fight you right now if that’s what it takes.”

There was fire in my eyes as I stared down the powerful woman looming over me. So look, I’m usually a pretty laid back girl, especially when I’m getting laid, but I was also passionate, and really passionate about the people I cared about.

She studied me closely. “That won’t be necessary. You may return to your Alastair.” She waved me along. “Come.”

“Wait? That’s it?”

“Yes.”

“You’re totally cool with me talking back to you?”

“I am not sure what being cool is, but yes, I admire that you stood up for what you believe in and did not back down. That is the true spirit of an Amazon: standing up for her sisters and those she loves the most.”

“So what you’re saying is, I’m super-awesome and passed another one of your sneaky tests.”

“Your colloquialisms are quite unusual. However, yes you passed the test. You are proving to be an excellent recruit.”

“Woot!” I yelled, giving her another fun colloquialism as I pumped my arm.

She gave me her amused eyebrow arch. I was learning the Queen had several different ways to lift her eyebrows to convey different moods. I was positive this one meant she found me charming, witty, and beautiful. Well, mostly positive.

“Now turn around,” she ordered.

I stopped “woot-ing” and sighed. I knew what was coming.

“I’m about to get my ass slapped for talking back to you, aren’t I?”

“You are very perceptive.”

“But you said you liked that I stood up for myself,” I half-complained. Well, quarter-complained. At least three-quarters of me wanted some more firm, sexy spankings that the Queen dished out so well.

“I do. But I also take great pleasure in spanking that delicious ass of yours. And I need to make sure you know your place.”

“Let me guess. That place is as your sex toy.”

“You are a very intelligent young woman.”

She smirked as she twirled her fingers, instructing me to present my sultry ass to her.

I turned around, smiling a little. I was totally down with being her sex toy. Even more so now that I knew the Queen admired and respected me for not backing down to her. Hey, I could be strong and confident and still like being submissive to another strong, confident woman.

“Ooh!” I yelped as she gave me a good smack.

Nearby Amazons glanced over and smiled, obviously enjoying the show as the Queen delivered a quick succession of very firm spankings.

“Woot,” she whispered in my ear as she gave me one last one. I giggled, finding it hilarious that the Queen was trying to copy my slang.

I snuck a glance over my shoulder. “I think I’m a bad influence on you.”

“Most definitely,” she replied as she turned me around.

She slipped her tongue in my mouth, kissing me warmly. Ohh, she tasted so good.

“Happy now?” I asked as we pulled our mouths away.

“Very. I may have to make a mold of your behind to admire when you are off on your adventurers or with your Alastair.”

“Haha, you’re so funny. Wait, you are joking right?”

“Guess you will have to wait and see.”

She motioned for me to follow her.

“I am definitely a bad influence on you,” I said as I scurried to catch up.

***

When Korinna had introduced me to the rest of the Amazons, and my ass had been thoroughly felt up, she took me to a circular ring, where several Amazons were engaged in fierce sparring.

I was pretty confident in my own martial arts skills, but shit these women were incredible. They moved like lightning: striking, blocking, and parrying each other’s blows.

I saw the Amazon who led me into the camp yesterday taking on multiple opponents. I could see her muscular arms and legs flex as she twirled like a fierce ballerina against multiple opponents.

I was mesmerized. At her beauty, her confidence, and her amazing martial skills.

She called for a halt to the proceedings when she saw me and the Queen approach.

She jogged over to us and gave a respectful nod. “My Queen.”

“This is Astraia, who you met yesterday,” Korinna informed me.

“Oh right,” I replied, trying not to think about how I wouldn’t mind her tying me up again. But this time doing much more than just traipsing through the forest. “She’s the one who loved staring at my ass.”

She gave me an unreadable look and then took in my body. She glanced at the Queen, who nodded her head imperceptibly.

Astraia began raising and bending my arms and legs, feeling my muscles.

“Um, sure, go right ahead and feel me up.”

She didn’t respond, engrossed in her examination. These Amazons were weird. Well, I shouldn’t say that. They just had different cultural norms. One of which was obviously that they were very free and comfortable in sharing each other’s bodies. It might take a little getting used to, but I think I could get behind that.

I had an athletic and curvy body and was pretty proud of how fit I kept it. Of course, running for my life all the time during my dangerous exploits was very helpful in staying in peak condition.

That being said, Astraia and her sisters put me to shame. I could not imagine more perfect physical specimens than these fierce women. So I was a little more self-conscious than usual that my toned arms and legs and taut stomach weren’t going to meet with her approval.

She was extremely thorough, examining every inch of me. Running her hands along my back and stomach, my hips and thighs, and especially my tits and ass. I wasn’t sure if feeling up my girl goods was really helping her determine if I’d be a good fighter or if she just really liked squeezing my assets. Either way, it felt pretty nice. Especially when she ran her fingers over my nipples and commanded them to stand at attention. Geez, it was like every Amazon was an expert fighter and an expert lover. Definitely my kind of women.

“Not bad,” she finally reported the results of my physical.

“Not bad? C’mon, lady, I gotta get a better report card than that based on how long you spent feeling me up.”

She ignored me and looked at the Queen. “She is in much better physical condition than I would expect from an outsider. Though her ass could use some firming up.”

My ass? Oh that was it. Everyone loved my ass. It was totally my sexiest feature. I know it sounds like I’m bragging, but I’m just really proud of my butt, okay? No way I was letting her get away with disparaging my cute posterior.

“Okay listen, bullet tits,” I began my tirade. “My ass is amazing. And obviously you and all your sexy sisters think so because you guys can’t keep your hands off it. Sorry I don’t have an ass made of granite like you, but mine is sensual and cute and… and gives you something to play with.”

She studied me curiously.

“And by the way,” I continued, never knowing when to shut up. “I’ve got plenty of muscles to kick your ass!”

A large smile crossed Astraia’s face. That was the happiest I had seen her, which probably meant big trouble for me.

“Is that a challenge?” she asked me.

“Oooooo,” the other Amazons crowed as they gathered around us.

What was this, a schoolyard fight? Well, I had a good track record winning those, though my parents and Alastair weren’t too pleased whenever they found out. But c’mon, I was just putting stupid-face bullies in their place. I think I should have gotten an award for that.

“You were eager to fight me earlier,” Korinna added unhelpfully as she turned to me. “So now’s your chance. Astraia is our most capable hand-to-hand combatant. She will provide an excellent challenge for you.”

Me and my big, stupid mouth.

I glanced at Astraia and saw a lively fire in her eyes. She couldn’t wait to kick my ass.

Okay, well, there was no way I was backing down. I guess I was really going to put my martial arts prowess to the test. And if I got a good Amazonian beating, at least it would hopefully be followed by wonderfully orgasmic sex. With Astraia. Hey, even though she was probably going to leave me black and blue, I still really wanted to fuck her.

I stepped into the ring, stretching and loosening up. She watched me like a predator studying its prey. Okay Laia, don’t let her rattle you. You can take her. Damn, I wish Alastair was here to give me one of his long and rambling pep talks, which I always complained about but secretly loved.

I hopped up and down, shaking my arms, and unintentionally shaking my boobs too. I noticed Astraia staring at them. Well, maybe I could distract her with my bouncing tits.

Every Amazon in the village had come running up, forming a circle around us and cheering excitedly about Astraia beating me up. Woohoo. Glad they were so excited about me getting my face punched in.

I raised my hands, getting into a comfortable stance as Astraia advanced on me.

Her fists flew out in a flash. I managed to barely block the first two blows, but the third punch landed squarely in my abdomen, doubling me over. Fuck, she punched hard. I wanted this to be the new definition of “Hit like a girl.”

I sucked in the air and straightened up. Then went on the attack.

I let loose an impressive combination of a right punch into a spinning left elbow to the head followed by a knee to the gut. Unfortunately, she blocked all of them. Except my fourth move. Which was a spinning sweep kick that took her legs out and dropped her on her perfect posterior.

Yes! I silently cheered at getting through her impressive defenses.

That victory was short-lived as she immediately kicked me in the stomach, then sprang up and kneed me in the face. My head snapped back and blood spurted from my nose as my back hit the dirt.

Ow. These Amazons definitely did not mess around when it came to fighting.

She pounced on me and got me in a palé submission hold. Oh, that’s what you call ancient Greek wrestling. And I should say she tried to get me in a submission hold. I’m a slippery little sexpot and had done plenty of MMA training, learning how to get out of holds.

I slid out of her grasp, rolled away, and delivered a fierce roundhouse kick to her cheek. Her head rocked to the side but immediately snapped back. She wiped the blood from her mouth and looked at me hungrily, like she was thrilled I was giving her a challenge.

I charged her but she merely pivoted her body and hip threw me to the ground. I rolled to my knees and barely got my forearms up in time to block her powerful front kick, the force of which was still enough to knock me back on my ass.

She leapt onto me but I still had a few tricks up my sleeve, including an MMA move she might not be familiar with, being that she’d probably been isolated on this island her whole life without TV or the internet.

I used her momentum to pull her on top of me wrapping my legs around her head and her one arm, pinning her arm against her head in a triangle choke.

I locked my legs in place and squeezed, trying to cut off the blood flow to her brain and send her to Amazon dreamland, where she would hopefully have wet fantasies of licking my cute pussy.

I heard the Amazons gasp at my clever move and thought I had her. For like two seconds. Apparently Astraia did know this move, or she was just so freaking good she could adapt seamlessly on the fly.

She leaned forward, putting her non-trapped hand beside my head, and lifted her hips. She drove her knee into my hip and rotated around on top of me, allowing her to pop her head out of my leg hold.

Argh! Damn this hot, perfectly toned, battle-hardened Amazon who I wanted to fuck so badly. Instead of knocking each other’s teeth out, why couldn’t we just have a sex battle instead?

She swiveled around me and tried to wrap me up in a side mount, but I managed to squirm away. But not for long. She immediately jumped on me and wrapped her arms around my neck and her legs around my waist.

Now she was the one cutting off the blood flow. I struggled to free myself but she was too strong. I held out as long as I could, but I could feel my consciousness slipping away.

I tapped her arm, hoping that was a universal signal that even the Amazons knew meant, “Please stop choking me you sexy goddess. I submit that you’re the better fighter. Also, please fuck me really hard.”

Okay, so maybe I had my own slightly tweaked version of the tap out.

Astraia let up immediately, and I sucked in the wonderful intoxicating air.

The Amazons roared their approval as Astraia briefly raised her hand in triumph.

Then she immediately crouched over me, tenderly examining me. “Are you okay?”

“Uh… uh huh,” I rasped.

“You fought well.”

“Thanks. You… you’re not bad yourself.”

She smiled.

I tried to get up, but she eased me back down.

“No. Rest. I will tend to you.”

She straddled me and I felt her warm nakedness under her loincloth press against me.

She motioned to the nearest Amazons, and they rushed over with cloth and water, then scurried away as Astraia dismissed them.

She stuck small wads of cloth up my nose to clot the bleeding and used the larger wet cloth to gently wipe away the blood, dirt, and grime on my face and torso.

I watched her silently, getting a new appreciation for her. Fierce, uncompromising warrior one moment. Gentle, tender caregiver the next. This was the kind of woman I could fall hard for.

She turned my head this way and that and felt around my body, this time purely to see if I had any breaks or really bad bruises. Wow, who knew my Amazon nemesis would turn out to be such a sweetheart? Though I definitely wouldn’t be telling her that. She’d probably punch me again.

When she was satisfied I was fine, she pulled me to my feet.

She faced me but spoke loud enough that all could hear. “You are a brave and fierce warrior. And you have earned my respect.”

I saw the Queen give a slight nod to me in approval.

“Oh cool!” I replied. “Thanks, Astraia.”

“I greatly anticipate getting to lay with you.”

“Getting to what with me?”

As an answer, she yanked me into a savage kiss. She held me powerfully as her hands moved down my lower back.

I was totally surprised, but I was not fighting it in the least, letting my tongue merge with hers in magical ways. She tasted so good. I wrapped my arms around her and threw myself completely into making out with her. I wish all fights ended this way.

We tumbled back into the dirt and entangled our limbs as our lips never parted and our hands were all over each other. I don’t think Astraia had an ounce of fat on her. Everywhere I touched was lean, taut muscle. I loved the feeling of her hard body against mine.

I had the vague notion of the other Amazons hooting and hollering about how hot we looked writhing on the ground. But I was too absorbed in Astraia’s luscious lips to think about anything else.

The Queen cleared her throat again, apparently having other things to do than watch us make out all day.

Astraia hauled me to my feet so quickly I had to cling to her to catch my balance.

“So… is that what you do after every sparring contest?” I asked Astraia.

“No. But I like you.”

I felt my pulse race at her admission.

“That is good,” the Queen interrupted as Astraia and I gazed into each other’s eyes. “Because you will be taking Laia on a mission with you tomorrow.”

“Ooh, I rock at adventure missions!” I exclaimed. “What are we doing?”

“There are ancient artifacts important to our culture on a nearby island. We prefer to leave them in their natural setting, but recently we have seen men surveying the area, likely looking for treasure.”

“And you’re afraid those scumbags are going to steal your amazing Amazonian artifacts.”

“Correct.”

“Is ‘scumbags’ the name of their people?” Astraia asked adorably.

“Yup,” I replied, keeping a totally straight face.

“That is a very strange name for a culture.”

“Yeah, they’re weird. Anyway, there’s no way I’m going to let them get their grubby hands on your goods. I mean, your artifact goods, not your lady goods. Now, I wouldn’t mind getting my hands on your…”

I stopped as the Amazons looked at me quizzically. I decided to shut up about that and ask another question. “Have any of these guys come here?”

“None that have left,” the Queen replied ominously.

Shit. These Amazons were not to be fucked with. I was kind of surprised they had let me get away with the sass I was dishing out. I guess they liked me. That made me happy. I really wanted to prove my worth to them and make some new incredibly hot friends.

“Okay. Well, I have a boat anchored offshore. We can get there in no time with that.”

“Yes, we spotted your sail-less contraption,” Astraia told me. “I have never been on a ship like that.”

I brushed her arm lightly with my hand. “Don’t worry, I’ll show you the ropes. I spent so much time on boats with my parents it’s like second nature to me.”

“Your parents?” the Queen inquired. “Is this the Alastair you spoke of so fondly?”

“No, well… he’s like one of my parents. But my birth parents, they… died when I was young.”

I looked down. Even all these years later, it was still hard to talk about.

Astraia put her hands on my shoulders. She turned me toward her and pulled me into a warm sisterly embrace.

I was surprised at her tenderness. But grateful for it. I leaned my head against her shoulder and wrapped my arms around her.

I felt the Queen’s warm body press against my back and she encircled my front with her arms. So I was in a wonderfully cozy Amazon sandwich.

These warriors kept surprising me. Their concern and empathy for me was really touching.

We stayed like that for a while. I hoped they would never let me go. It was the safest and most content I had felt in anyone’s arms outside of Alastair.

When they finally released me, I wiped a tear away and touched their arms affectionately.

I then launched into a new topic. I knew if I didn’t, I’d be bawling about my parents, and Alastair is the only one I let see me do that. “So Astraia, you’re pretty tough and all, but you need to work on your victory dance.”

“My… victory… dance?” she inquired confusedly.

“Yeah, you know, when you beat someone, you show how awesome you are by shaking your booty or doing some other cool moves.”

“What is… my booty?”

Okay, I’ll admit it. I was taking great amusement in using modern-day slang that I knew they wouldn’t understand. Hey, I was letting them fondle and fuck me to their heart’s content. I think I was entitled to a little fun.

“This,” I replied with a tantalizing smack of my derrière.

“Oh. I very much enjoy your booty.”

I smiled. “Trust me. I know.”

I saw the Queen watching with curiosity. Guess she was intrigued enough to let me continue with my shenanigans.

“Okay, so here,” I told Astraia, standing side by side with her. “When you give a smackdown to someone with your amazing muscles, do this.”

I twirled around, rocking my hips back and forth, and shaking my booty in a fun and provocative way. I was very happy that I had inherited curvy hips from my beautiful mamá that were great for swinging my cute butt back and forth.

Astraia and the other Amazons watched me with rapt attention. I wasn’t sure if they thought I was a big weirdo or if they were entranced by the way my sensual ass was jiggling around. Probably a little of both.

“C’mon, try it,” I encouraged Astraia as I hip checked her, sending her stumbling a few paces.

“Your dancing is very powerful,” she marveled, surprised I had almost knocked her off her feet. What can I say? My hips were dangerous weapons.

She tried to follow my lead, a little awkwardly at first, but then she started to get it.

“Yeah, there you go. Shake that hot, Amazonian booty!”

I really must have been growing on her, since instead of punching me, she got more into it.

The other Amazons joined us and soon an impromptu dance party had broken out. Filled with the sexiest asses on the planet gyrating all over the place. I was in heaven.

I noticed the Queen watching from the side. I called over to her but she politely refused. She probably thought she had to be all dignified.

Well, screw that. I moved my wiggling booty over to her and yanked her onto the dance floor, which was really the sparring ring.

She didn’t protest that much and was soon hip-shaking with the rest of us. And she was good. I didn’t know if there was anything this woman couldn’t do. Guess there was a reason she was the Queen.

I started showing them some other fun dance moves. The Amazons were pretty good. All that athletic and balance training probably helped a lot.

Then they returned the favor and demonstrated their style of dance. It was graceful and fluid, almost like wushu combined with ballet. It was super-cool, and I was grateful that they trusted me enough to show me. They seemed to be impressed by how quickly I picked it up.

After the graceful Amazon movements, it devolved into more free-spirited, wild dancing that they apparently liked to do. A couple of Amazons played flute-like instruments, and Astraia grabbed my hand and swung me around. I danced with abandon among the Amazons, laughing, smiling, and having a wonderful time.

The Queen finally called a halt to the festivities, reminding everyone they were supposed to be training or doing chores. The Amazons quickly returned to their tasks.

I looked at the Queen, feeling I might be in trouble for derailing her plans for the day with my sexy dancing.

“Um, hi,” I said, gracing her with a big smile. “You’re a really good dancer.”

“Thank you. You are very good at causing distractions among my warriors.”

Yup. I was in trouble. “I didn’t mean to!”

“My Queen,” Astraia interjected. “I believe Laia’s intentions were noble and—”

Korinna held up her hand, silencing both of us.

I gazed at Astraia, thanking her with my eyes. It was so sweet she was sticking up for me. Geez, I went from her thinking I wasn’t worthy of being an Amazon and wanting to beat my face in to her having my back and making out with me. I was such a charmer.

“It is important to have fun and not just work and train all the time,” Korinna wisely said. “So your actions had a benefit.”

I relaxed a little. This Queen was very intelligent and wise.

“And Astraia is obviously quite taken with you.”

I saw what I thought was a hint of a blush on Astraia’s cheeks.

“In fact, I’ve never seen her or our sisters be so accepting of a newcomer so quickly. That is a testament to the woman you are.”

I beamed. “Oh. Okay, cool. Thanks!”

“However, it is customary to ask me permission before starting a dance party.”

“Ohh, right. Sorry. I’m still trying to get used to learning this whole ‘Obey the Queen’ thing.”

“I will help you with that. Turn around.”

“Oh no. Again? But you just said how awesome I am!”

“If ‘awesome’ means it is time to discipline the ass you were so fond of shaking moments ago, then yes.”

Okay, that is not at all what “awesome” meant and she knew it. I pouted, though I really wasn’t that upset about it.

“Okay, fiiiine,” I said like an angsty teenager as she bent me over a stack of logs.

Whack! She spanked me hard.

“Ow!”

“My Queen,” Astraia spoke up.

I got excited that she was going to defend me again.

“Ah!” Korinna slapped my ass again as she looked at her Amazon sister.

“Astraia, you know the rules. Surely you do not protest her spankings.”

“Oh no, I am very much enjoying them.”

I groaned as my reddening ass got another good whap. So much for Astraia sticking up for me.

“I just wanted to request permission to enjoy Laia’s body while we are away.”

“I see. You really are quite taken with her, aren’t you?”

Astraia looked away and I was trying to see if she was blushing again, but then Korinna gave me another of her sexy spankings.

“Very well. While you’re gone, you may have sex with Laia as much as you wish.”

“Hey!” I interjected.

“You have an objection?” the Queen asked.

“Well, I mean, I am totally down with fucking Astraia. Like a lot. But… it’s nice to be asked before you go giving my body away.”

She smacked my sultry ass again to let me know what she thought of that.

“Among the Amazons, we all share our bodies with one another. That is our way. The way of true sisterhood. If you wish to join us, you will have to accept that.”

Being okay with making love to every single hot body here? I was so onboard with that.

“Okay, I suppose that’d be okay,” I replied, pretending I had to be talked into it.

“Good,” Korinna replied. “Because I shall spend many hours tonight reminding you that you are my sex toy. And that I get to do what I wish with your body.”

“Oh right.” I had almost forgotten the Queen had promised to ravage me even more severely than last night. Oh boy, I had quite an adventure in store for me.

“In fact, I think we should get an early start to make up for your troublemaking.”

I glanced at Astraia, whispering conspiratorially. “Is she always so bossy?”

“Yup,” my new strong and sexy friend replied at the same time my ass jiggled like crazy from Korinna’s spank attack.

“Don’t talk back to your Queen,” the Head Spanker ordered me.

“I wasn’t talking back! I was just asking.”

She marched me forward toward her tent, giving me delicious slaps along the way.

“Hey Laia!” Astraia called after me with a stupid grin on her face. “Hope that cute butt of yours is not too sore for what I plan to do to it tomorrow.”

I stuck my tongue out at her. Not that I minded whatever sexy deviousness she had planned for me. But just because she was getting way too much enjoyment about Korinna disciplining me.

“Ow!” I cried again as I got another spank.

“Listen Queen Spanks-a-Lot, you better watch it or I’m going to slap that regal rock-hard ass of yours and see how you like it.”

She stopped and stared at me. “I would be fascinated to see you try.”

I held her gaze then sighed, turning so she could give me more punishment for being a naughty girl.

But then I leapt to the side, dodging her next blow. I scooted behind her and spanked her super-hot Queenly ass as hard as I could.

It’s the first time I had seen shock on her face. She couldn’t believe I had actually done it.

I gave her a huge grin.

And then I ran away as fast as I could.

I heard her hot on my heels. I knew I was so dead, but it was so worth it. What an ass! And I could feel virtually the entire thing through the thin fabric she was wearing.

I heard her light footfalls as she sprinted after me. Fortunately, I was really fast. Constantly getting pursued by bad guys who were after the same treasure as me helped me become almost a world-class sprinter.

I poured it on and flew into the tent before she could catch me. Yes! Suck it, Queenie!

I scanned the room frantically, looking for a place to hide. Nothing. Why did the Amazons have to have such spartan furnishings?

I spun around as the tent flap blew open and the Queen stood there, looking like The Terminator.

I was in sooooo much trouble.

She was on me in a flash, gathering me up and sitting me on the table in one fell swoop.

She yanked my legs around her and pulled me into an intense kiss. Okay, that wasn’t the punishment I was expecting, but I would totally take it.

So here’s a tip. If you want to make an Amazon super-hot for you, show her you can hold your own against her in a physical contest.

She pulled me into her so tightly, I wasn’t sure where my body began and hers ended. I clung to her as I twirled my tongue around her marvelous mouth.

After what felt like a half-hour of non-stop kissing, our lips parted, and I gazed at her breathless.

“You are much too mischievous for your own good,” she told me.

“I know, but that’s why you can’t get enough of me.”

“Perhaps. But it is also why you are getting this punishment.”

She gave me a sly grin. Then flipped me over on the table and proceeded to give me the most vicious spankings of my life.

I yelped and cried out a lot. And also yelled several slutty things on her command.

Here are some highlights:

“I’m sorry I was such a bad girl!”

“Please spank me harder!”

“My ass is your sex toy!”

“My Queen, please treat me like the biggest slut in the universe!”

And she did.

I woke up the next morning even more sore than the first night. Korinna had used the Lust Idol on me in every conceivable fashion and made me submit in ways I had never dreamed of.

It was fucking awesome! Spanking the Queen had totally been worth it.


Chapter 4

Astraia and I left the village after the Queen and the other Amazons wished us good fortune and made us promise to tell them all about our adventure when we returned.

I retrieved my swimsuit, phone, and other equipment from where I had left them in front of the Lust Temple. I got a little tingle, thinking about how this is what started my journey of seemingly non-stop fucking. What a great temple.

I was going to slip into my one piece, but Astraia was having none of that.

“Why not?” I asked.

“You are an initiate and must remain completely natural the entire time.”

“But those scummy guys might see me naked.”

“Yes. They will get the most wondrous view of their lives before our fists meet their faces.”

I smiled. What a flatterer. I put my hand on my hip and stuck it out in a sexy pose. “So you like what you see?”

“Yes. Now move your beautiful buttocks.”

She slapped my ass, making me hop forward.

“Hey! That’s the Queen’s job.”

“Today it is mine. Remember I have permission to fuck you as much as I want.” She grinned.

I moved closer to her. “You are crushing on me so bad.”

“Laia, I have no wish to crush or injure you.”

I shook my head, smiling. “No, sexy pants. It means you really like me. Like you want to date me, and kiss me, and be all lovey-dovey.”

“I am not wearing pants. This is a very practical loincloth.”

Oh boy.

I kissed her on the cheek. “I’ll explain it later. Race you to the shore!”

I took off, grinning, as she immediately pursued me.

We tore through the trees. I was nimble making my way through forests and jungles: I had trekked through so many of them around the world.

But Astraia knew this island like the back of her hand. She got in front of me as we broke through the tree line and hit the beach.

I ran as hard as I could but didn’t think I could beat her to the water. So I tackled her.

We sprawled onto the sand and rolled around.

And then somehow our tongues were inside each other’s lips, our legs entangled, our hands searching out the other’s flesh. And then our fingers entered each other at the same time.

I gasped into Astraia’s mouth and was met with a hot breathy exhale from her. Her fingers were strong and supple, and they reached incredibly far into my pussy. Fuck, I had been fantasizing about making love to her since I had met her. It was even more wonderful in real life.

Her pussy clamped around my fingers. I think it was the tightest, strongest pussy I had ever been inside. I fucked her vigorously as she dominated my folds just as well, if not better.

We never stopped kissing as we explored the depths of each other’s womanhood. My ample bosom rubbed deliciously against her smaller but ridiculously firm tits. Both our nipples got rock hard and set off sparks as they constantly touched.

Sand got all over our tanned bodies as we writhed in the warm Aegean sun and continued to make love to each other.

She grabbed me and flipped me over, so I was on my side facing away from her. She wrapped me up tightly in her powerful arms, so I couldn’t move, and reinserted her long fingers into my drenched pussy as she roughly manhandled, well Amazon-handled, my heaving tits.

“Oh God, Astraia! That feels so good!”

That made her get even more into it: plowing me harder, fondling me like crazy.

She nibbled my ear and whispered throatily into it. “You have been dreaming about me doing this, have you not?”

Shit, her fingers were so deep. “Fuck yes!”

“You desire to be my little slut?” She tweaked my nipple and made me gasp.

“Oh God, you have no idea!”

“Good. I greatly desire to dominate you in many ways. You are the most desirable woman I have ever met.”

Holy shit. That was a ridiculously huge compliment, seeing that she lived with well over a score of the hottest women on the planet.

I was going to thank her but just then she decided to use the hand that was titty-tweaking me so well and move it to my clit.

I moaned into the sand as she squeezed my clit and plunged her fingers deeply into me.

“Ohhhhhhh!” I screamed as she continued her mastery between my legs.

“I am going to make you cum now,” she informed me.

“Oh God, yes! Please make me cum, Astraia. Make me cum so hard!”

She certainly did that. She worked my pussy and clit so intensely that my juices came spurting out all over the sand. Like I was competing with the ocean to see how wet I could get it. I think I gave the ocean a run for its money.

My body convulsed violently. But Astraia was so strong, she held me in place and continued to fuck me and make me cum more. God, I was so turned on by how muscular she was. She could easily make me submit to her in so many ways. And I hoped she would.

When my final and largest orgasm rocked me, I let out a scream to all the Greek gods and goddesses.

“Ahhhhhhhuhhhhhhhhh!

And then I lay panting, twitching against her warm, taut body, as she held me and kissed my neck.

“Your screams are so much more enjoyable in person than listening outside Korinna’s tent.”

“Hey! You were spying on us right outside the tent?”

I knew the Amazons could hear me when the Queen had her way with me, but I didn’t know they had their cute ears plastered to the tent.

“Not right outside. But close enough to know everything that was going on.”

“Does Korinna know you do this?”

“Probably. I think it turns her on.”

“Damn, you guys are kinky. I love it!”

“Good. Now get between my legs.”

I smiled, remembering that was exactly what I had told Gabriela, my cute Brazilian surprise lover, just a couple of days ago. I bet she would love it here.

Astraia rolled onto her back and spread her muscular legs, showing me her perfectly formed lower lips.

I crawled sensually up to her and licked up her thigh. I teased her by licking all around her pussy and letting my breath fall hot on her lips.

She growled and squirmed on the sand, wanting much more. I was more than happy to give it to her.

I stuck my tongue inside her and her pussy hugged it in the most inviting way. I tasted her Amazonian sweetness and wanted more.

I plunged as deeply as I could, swirling my tongue in a tasty tango. She grabbed my hair and pushed me farther into her, obviously enjoying what I was doing.

“By the goddess!” she screamed as I found a particularly sensitive spot.

Oh fuck, that was hot. I attacked that tender part of her and made her moan even more loudly.

I slipped out of her and immediately licked her clit, flicking my tongue rapidly back and forth.

She squirmed and shouted some words in her ancient Greek dialect that I didn’t know, but I was guessing it was something to the effect of “Oh God, Laia, you are the most amazing sexual partner I’ve ever had! Please make me cum fountains of my sweet Amazonian nectar!” Loosely translated, of course.

I lifted my head and gazed up her tight body and saw her eyes find mine. “Do you want me to make you cum, you hot little Amazonian slut?” I wasn’t sure if calling her a slut was going to get me in trouble and earn me more spankings, but I couldn’t resist.

“Goddess, yes! Make me cum, Laia! Make me expel all my womanly fluid into your beautiful mouth!”

Okay, guess she didn’t mind. She grabbed my hair with both hands and pressed me so firmly between her legs I had no choice but to give her the sweet release she was looking for.

I sucked on her throbbing, inflamed clit until her body seized up and I felt the spray of her sugary sauce onto my face and into my mouth.

Holy shit, this Amazonian goddess came spectacularly. I sucked up her sweetness as she expelled more and more of herself. I didn’t really have much choice since she kept my head plastered to her drenched mound. But I was more than happy to do it. I liked tasting her.

When her body finally subsided and my face was properly covered in her juices, she yanked me up by my hair and kissed me fiercely.

“You are an amazing lover,” she told me.

“Thanks! You’re pretty fantastic too.”

She looked me up and down. “Goddess, you look even more desirable than before.”

I followed her gaze. I was covered in sand, her juices, and my cum. Okay, I guess that was pretty hot. She was looking pretty damn sexy herself with the sand covering her like she was about to pose for Amazons Illustrated.

“We should probably get going,” I said half-heartedly. I kind of just wanted to keep making love to her on the beach.

“Yes. Of course.”

She grabbed my hand and pulled me toward the surf. We plunged in and swam to the yacht, hauling ourselves onboard.

Astraia took off her loincloth to dry in the sun and marveled at the modern technology as I gave her a tour. Particularly at the bed. And what was on it.

I blushed slightly at seeing the dildos and vibrators I had left out. Okay, so I might have pleasured myself once or twice on the way here.

“What are those?” she asked curiously.

“Oh, um, they’re like the Lust Idol. You stick them in your pussy and they vibrate and make you feel all tingly inside.”

Her eyes lit up. “I must try them out on you immediately.”

Oh my God, this girl was even hornier than I was. I was so into her.

“Well, sure you can fuck me to your heart’s content with them, but shouldn’t we…”

I stopped as the satellite video phone I had onboard rang. It was Alastair. I smiled, so happy to be able to talk to him. But then I realized I was completely naked. That was a problem.

I positioned the phone up high so only my face was visible.

“Hey Alastair!” I greeted him warmly.

“Laia! Thank heavens. I’ve been trying to reach you since yesterday. I was worried sick.”

“I’m sorry! I’m in the middle of the Dodecanese and I couldn’t get back to… ahh!” I flinched as Astraia, who was kneeling next to me, ran the buzzing vibrator along my thigh. I waved at her to knock it off. This definitely wasn’t the time for sexy shenanigans.

“Laia, what’s wrong?”

“Nothing! There’s just this annoying bug on my leg.”

“So you’re all right?”

I could see the worry in his eyes. I would never find another Alastair. And that’s why I loved him.

“Yes, I’m fine. I promise. I… oh my God!” Now she was rubbing the sex toy along my ass and in-between my cheeks.

“Laia, what on earth is going on?”

“Nothing! Everything’s totally fine.”

I tried to shoo her away, but I couldn’t really use my hands much as I was trying to make sure the camera stayed above my shoulders and didn’t show Alastair my naked tits.

I looked down and whispered to Astraia. “Would you knock it ohhh!” My chiding got cut off as she positioned the vibrator over my pussy lips and right on my clit. I put my one hand on the side of the cabin to hold myself up and used the other to barely keep the video feed from revealing too much.

“Oh my God, you’re being attacked!” satellite Alastair exclaimed.

Well, in a certain sense.

“No! I’m okay, just hang on a sec.”

I kicked Astraia onto her butt and scurried out of the cabin. I leaned against the railing and held the phone up so Alastair would be able to see the beautiful ocean and island behind me.

“Hey Alastair, check it out! That’s the island I found the Lust Idol on. In this awesome Minoan temple.”

I could see him get closer to the screen.

“Laia, that’s remarkable. I can’t believe you found it. Well, actually, of course I can. You can do anything.”

“Aw, Alastair,” He always was my biggest champion. And never stopped encouraging me.

“You must tell me all ab—”

I didn’t hear the rest as a sex-crazed Amazon came barreling at me. Geez, Astraia was really determined to try out my sex toys on me. Normally, I would spread my legs in an instant and let her go to town. But I was kind of in the middle of a nice heart-to-heart with Alastair.

Well, I still had some tricks up my sleeves. Okay, not sleeves because I was very naked. But you know what I mean. I ducked down and she fell onto my back. I raised up and flipped her over the railing.

“Ahhh!” she yelled as she splashed into the water.

I smirked as she emerged from the blue-green water, sputtering. It was nice to finally come out on top against her.

“Laia! Who was that? And why aren’t you wearing any clothes?”

Eep! I had let the camera slip. It wasn’t showing anything it shouldn’t but was dangerously close to revealing my boobs. And showed enough that Alastair could obviously tell I was naked.

I fixed the camera angle. “Alastair! I’m not naked! You must be going senile in your old age.”

“Don’t you dare lie to me, young lady.”

Rats. He was in his “Scolding Laia” mode. I had to tell him the truth. “Okay, so don’t freak out.”

“Laia, I do not like it when you begin sentences that way.”

“Ahh! Alastair! You’re freaking out!”

“Okay, I’m sorry, sweetpea. I’m listening.”

“So I found the island with the ancient temple like I mentioned and I was super-excited because I knew you’d be so proud of me. And I made it through all these traps and tests and found the Lust Idol. And it was amazing! But then these Amazons showed up, oh yeah so the Amazons are real, and they captured me and, um, said I had to be naked all the time, and, well, I might have had sex with one or two of them, but they’re actually really nice and I think they really like me, so now I’m on this quest with Astraia, oh she’s like the most kick-ass of the Amazons, to retrieve some of their ancient artifacts before these jerkface treasure hunters get them. And if I do that, then I’ll officially become an Amazon! Isn’t that awesome?”

He stared at me in his classic Alastair way. He was very used to my rapid-fire verbal barrages, but it always took him some time to process all the incredulous stuff I had just told him.

While I was waiting for him to tell me I was the most frustrating but still lovable girl on the planet, I saw Astraia climb up the side of the boat. I chucked a life preserver at her head and knocked her back into the water, prompting some very colorful ancient Amazon curses. I knew I was going to be in a world of trouble when she finally got back on board. I was probably going to get so many spankings I wouldn’t be able to sit for a week. But making sure Alastair approved of what I was doing was more important. And worth any amount of extreme soreness in my cute butt.

Alastair was still pondering.

“Alastair! Don’t give me the silent treatment. You know I hate that. Get mad. Yell at me. Just say something! But, uh, don’t really be mad at me. Because I’m super-cute and adorable and love you.”

“I love you too, Laia,” he finally said.

I exhaled. Whew. He wasn’t mad at me.

“Which is why I’m on my way to your coordinates now.”

“What?! Alastair, you don’t have to come here. I’ve got everything under control.”

“You said you’re a prisoner of fierce warrior women.”

“Well, technically, I’m their prisoner. But not once I become one of them.”

“And what if they decide to not let you join them?”

“Oh, well the Queen said they would sacrifice me to a sea monster. But I’m almost positive she was joking.”

“That’s it. I’m coming.”

“Alastairrr! Will you just lis—”

“And you better be wearing some clothes when I get there young lady.”

“But the Amazons said…”

I trailed off as he gave me the stare that he had perfected over many years of catching me causing mischief. From when I was very young to, well, now.

“Ah! Alastair, don’t give me that look. I’m not a little kid anymore.”

He turned up the intensity of it. Even through a video call, it was incredibly powerful.

“Ugh, this is totally not fair! You’re ruining all my sexy Amazon fun.” Okay, so I could still get really petulant around Alastair. Especially when I didn’t get my way.

Just as he was about to respond, a hand grabbed the satellite phone. And tossed it into the water.

“No!” I yelled, watching it submerge.

I saw Astraia standing beside me, dripping wet. And looking pissed. She wasn’t the only one.

I shoved her. “What the hell do you think you’re doing?”

She shoved me back. Harder.

“Me? You pushed me in the water. Twice. And were talking to some apparition on your strange device.”

“That wasn’t an apparition. That was Alastair! And he was just worried about me. Because, you know, I haven’t been in contact with him thanks to you and Queenie imprisoning me.”

She stepped close, looking down at me. “You will address Queen Korinna with the proper respect.”

Okay, that was it. I was fed up with following all these Amazonian orders. I also didn’t like that she was trying to intimidate me. But I was mostly pissed that she ended my call when I was whining to Alastair, instead of telling him how much I appreciated that he was flying across the globe to make sure I was okay. And how much I loved him.

So I tackled her. Hard. And we both went tumbling over the railing. We splashed into the warm Aegean waters. I surfaced briefly, took in a huge lungful of air, then dove back underneath the surface. I grabbed Astraia and we wrestled underwater.

Astraia was stronger than me on land. But not here. The water was like a second skin to me. My parents liked to tell people I learned to swim before I learned to walk. I preferred pretending I was part dolphin. Because I loved those intelligent and friendly mammals. So I was an extremely strong swimmer as a kid and got even better with all the oceanic and aquatic cave exploring I did.

Astraia might be at home on Amazon Island. But now she was in my element. I twirled gracefully as she grasped at me, then dolphin-kicked away from her.

I moved like an aquatic ballerina, dancing away from her whenever she got close and tiring her out.

At one point I spun her around and, as she tried to get her bearings, I swam underneath her, grabbed her legs, and flipped her upside down. I wrapped my arms and legs around her, preventing her from surfacing. I wasn’t going to hurt her. I just wanted to give her a figurative spanking.

She struggled to get free but I shifted each time to adjust and maintain my hold. I could hold my breath a ridiculously long time, so I was content to chill out down here for quite a while.

I could tell she was running out of air, so I brought our heads above water. She sucked in the balmy air.

“Give up?” I asked her.

“Never!” she replied defiantly.

“Okay.”

I dunked her back underwater. She fought mightily against me. She was extremely proud and determined. I totally respected that. But I was Laia Rios: AquaLass! Coming soon to theaters.

After several more surfacing and dunking sessions, she finally gave in.

“Okay, I yield. I yield!” she yelled, exhausted and out of breath.

I hooked my arm across her chest and swam her over to the boat and helped her up the ladder. We both collapsed onto the deck. Restraining her for so long had tired me out too.

I pulled myself on top of her and checked to make sure she was okay.

“You… you are like an underwater goddess,” she panted.

I wiped the wet hair out of her face. “Aw, thanks. That’s sweet. You’re like a goddess of everything else.”

She managed a smile as she tried to get her breath.

I rubbed her arm gently. “I’m sorry I threw you overboard. Twice. Well, three times. And for yelling at you.”

She stared at me. “I am sorry I ruined your strange device. I did not realize it was your Alastair inside it. I know he is very important to you.”

I kissed her nose. “It’s okay. Apparently, he’s on his way here, so I guess I’ll see him soon.”

She sat up, alarmed. “He must not discover our island.”

“Don’t worry. All he wants is to bring me home safely. And trust me, there’s no way I want him to see me naked and tied up while you and your sisters fuck my brains out.”

“Oh.” She looked down, lost in thought.

“What’s wrong? You don’t want to fuck my brains out?”

“I am not sure how I would have sex with your head, but I very much want to do so to the rest of you. It is just…”

“Ohh. You don’t want me to leave.”

“Perhaps.”

“You’re going to miss me.”

“That is possible. Even though you can be quite irritating.”

I kissed her sweetly, letting my tongue meld with hers.

“I like you too, Astraia.”

We kissed some more as we lay naked on the deck.

“Now, since I was such a naughty girl, I think you should probably tie me up and make me your little Amazon slut,” I told her.

“That is the best suggestion you have made.”

I set the yacht on auto-pilot based on the heading Astraia provided. I figured there was no reason we couldn’t embark on our mission and have lots of hot sex.

Astraia asked me for some rope. There was plenty of that on the boat. Then we went up to the prow.

I had an idea of what she was planning. And I was already getting wet thinking about it.

She bent me forward and thoroughly tied me to the most forward part of the yacht. My torso and legs were firmly attached to the metal railings and my arms were bound behind my back. Wow, Astraia was a master of binding women she wanted to dominate.

My ass was sticking out on fine display for her and my pussy was pressed against the vertical metal railing. So every time the ship rode the waves, I was forced to ride the smooth, cool shaft of the boat.

“Oh my God, Astraia, I…”

“Feel like a completely submissive slut who wants me to make her scream to the heavens,” she finished for me as she pressed her wonderfully taut body against me, which pressed my pussy even harder into the railing.

“Ohhh, yes!” I totally felt that way. Don’t get me wrong. Everything the Queen did to me was pure bliss. But there was something about the way I was tied up and how I felt about Astraia that made me want to submit to her more than I had to any other woman.

She gave me a perfect slap on my ass, making my flesh jiggle and sending a shudder through me.

After giving me a few more sultry spankings, she grabbed my ass firmly and moved me up and down the railing, grinding my pussy against it.

“Ohhhhh,” I moaned at the wonderful sensations that made my juices cover the polished metal.

“Do you like having no control and letting me make you fuck yourself however I want?” she whispered into my ear.

“Oh fuck, yes!” I cried as she made me ride the pole like a stripper.

The way I was tied up, I was totally helpless. She could make me gyrate on the railing as hard as she wanted and make me as wet as she desired. And that’s exactly what I wanted her to do.

“Are you going to obey the Queen and stop being so mischievous?”

“Uhhh,” I moaned. “Probably not.”

I got a nice firm spanking for that answer and then a more forceful fucking against the railing.

“Oh fuck! I’m sorry! But I’m just being honest.”

“That is an admirable trait to have. I do not fault you for it.”

“Ohhh, cool.” Dammit, I couldn’t believe how much she was getting me off by making me fuck a railing.

“But I still must punish you.”

That punishment was her seizing my ass more firmly and fucking me extremely hard up and down the pole.

“Oh… my… fucking… God!” I screamed as my tits bounced in the open air and my pussy slid up and down the metal shaft.

She then placed her hips right behind mine, reached around and grabbed my breasts, and thrust upward. She propelled my pussy along the railing and when it slid down it, she did it again. She kept thrusting, like she was fucking me with a strap-on, but in this case the effect was to make me ride the impromptu sex toy even harder.

She played with my tits and nipples as her pelvis continually slapped against my ass.

“Holy shit… Astraia… that feels… I’m going to…”

I couldn’t even finish. I was lost in how hard she was pounding me and how amazing her hands felt on my tits.

She went at a speed I think only an Amazon could muster, creating tremendous friction against my pussy and clit.

“Ohhhhhhahhhhhhh!” I moaned/screamed as I came wonderfully.

My girl sauce flowed down the railing onto the deck and sprayed onto Astraia’s stomach and pussy. She squeezed my nipples hard and gave one last huge thrust with her hips, setting off the biggest orgasm yet.

As I uttered a few more soft moans, she leaned against my back and brushed my hair behind my ear. Then kissed my neck and cheek sweetly.

“I… I can’t believe you made me cum without even touching my pussy,” I panted.

“I am glad you appreciate my skill,” she replied. “You are extremely talented in expelling your sex juices.”

“Oh. Um, thanks. You realize you were a big part of making that happen, right?”

“Indeed. I will make you do so to much greater degrees later. But right now I will go rest and prepare for battle.”

“Oh, okay, sure. Wanna untie me?”

I heard her walk away. Uh oh.

“Astraia, can you untie me?” I yelled.

No answer. And I couldn’t turn my head enough to see behind me. That little…

“Astraia, this isn’t funny! I am so going to kick your cute Amazonian ass if you don’t come back.”

Ugh. I hated Amazons. Except when they were fucking me. Or kissing me. Or spanking me. Or, well you get the idea.

I squirmed and struggled against the ropes. Fuck, they were tight.

I gazed out at the clear blue sea. The warm breeze was blowing my dark brown hair across my face. My tits were thrust out like some hot wooden mermaid carved into the prow of a pirate ship. Great. That’s exactly what I wanted. For everyone to stare at my perky tits at every harbor we sailed into.

I was going to give that little slut the…

I stopped that thought as I felt her hands wrap around me and her chin rest on my shoulder.

“You’re back!” I exclaimed.

“Yes. Did I fool you into thinking I would leave you out here?”

“Um, kinda.”

“Good. You are right, it is very fun to do mischievous pranks.”

“Oh yeah. Real hysterical, Astraia.”

I was such a bad influence.

She ran multiple objects along my body. I squealed as a couple of them vibrated my skin.

“You have quite the selection of these… vibrators?”

I turned a little red. “Oh, well, yeah, you see…”

“You are an extremely horny woman.”

“Yup!” There was no denying it.

“I think I should test all of these out so I can report their uses to the Queen.”

“Oh, you just want to fuck my hot ass and make me cum a bunch more.”

“You are also a very insightful woman.”

“Well, what are you waiting for?” I asked, glancing at her with an impish grin.

She plunged her fingers into me, making sure I was nice and wet. Trust me, I was. Then she stuck the hugest vibrator I had brought with me into my tight pussy, shoving it all the way in and turning it up to maximum.

“Ohhhh… shittttt!” And before I could finish that scream, her nicely-coated finger was up my ass.

“Fuck, that’s my ass!”

“Indeed. Korinna told me how much you enjoyed having your tight hole plundered.”

I groaned as she worked her digit further into me. “Oh c’mon… did she… tell you all the kinky stuff we did?”

“Of course. And I will relay to her the ass fucking I am giving you right now.”

“Uhhh, swell.”

Oh boy, she was deep in my ass. Just like the vibrating dildo was super-deep in my pussy. She fucked me with it as she plunged in and out of my extremely tight back door.

I threw my head back and let the wind whip my hair as we passed beautiful Aegean islands while my holes got pleasured even more beautifully.

By the time we were approaching the target island, she had fucked me with all the sex toys. Some in my pussy, some in my ass. All making me cum. A lot. Which she thoroughly enjoyed. I may have scared away all the marine life in the area with my embarrassingly loud cries of ecstasy. Or maybe I just encouraged them all to fuck more.

She untied me and carried me in her arms to the cabin. These Amazons really knew how to sweep a girl off her feet.

She laid me on the bed and massaged my muscles, making sure I was ready for action.

I gazed up at her sharp features and tousled hair. I was relishing the alone time with her.

“So did you enjoy yourself?” I asked.

“Very much. Your body is an absolute treasure.”

I beamed. I was totally using these Amazons as references. “You know, you can be awfully sweet sometimes.”

“Yes. Well, don’t spread it around.”

“Oh, of course not.”

I closed my eyes and settled into her soothing massage. “You know you seem pretty engrossed with one part of me in particular.”

She looked at me quizzically.

“My ass.”

“Oh. Well, yes, I… I was not being fair yesterday when I said you needed to firm it up. It is perfect the way it is.”

I bolted to a sitting position. “Aha! I knew it! You are so in love with my ass it’s not even funny.”

“Why would your posterior be amusing?”

“Just tell me you worship my adorable butt.”

I lay on my stomach and wiggled said adorableness.

“I worship Artemis, our goddess.”

“Okay, okay, I don’t want to piss Artemis off. She’s amazing. And her statue fucked the shit out of me in the temple.”

“Yes. She is very good at fucking.”

“So what if you treated my ass like a minor deity?”

“You are a very strange woman.”

“I know. But c’mon, just play along, I like doing these fantasies.”

She sighed. “What would I have to do to please this deity?”

“Well, right now, giving it a nice long sensual massage would be great.”

“Very well. I cannot refuse a deity so lovely.”

She straddled me and began working her powerful hands into my supple flesh.

“Mmm,” I cooed. “Your deity commands you to do it harder.”

I could imagine her shaking her head at how weird she thought I was. But she went along with it, kneading her fingers into my ass in the most delectable ways.

“Tell me more about this Alastair of yours. I wish to know more about those who are important to you.”

“I would love to!” I was always happy to talk about what a lovable old coot he was.

I wound up telling her quite a tale. About how Alastair raised me. The adventures we went on together. How I would cry in his arms after breaking up with a girlfriend and how he would stay up all night on the couch with me watching old black and white movies.

I revealed a lot more than I normally would to someone I had just met. But somehow I knew I could trust Astraia. That she was someone who would always have my back.

So after my tales of derring-do and heartbreak, I took her face in my hands and kissed her deeply.

“Thanks for listening,” I told her.

“Thank you for trusting me with your stories,” she replied. “I feel I know you much better now. I very much hope you become one of us.”

“Me too. Speaking of which, let’s go save some Amazonian artifacts!”


Chapter 5

I anchored near the new island, and we dove off the ship and made our way to shore.

I flung my hair back as I rose out of the water, droplets cascading behind me and down my tan body. I caught Astraia sneaking a peek at me and I did the same to her. She looked even hotter than normal, the water glistening on her body and highlighting all the best parts of it. She had chosen to remain naked. I wasn’t sure if she figured her loin cloth was going to get wet again in the swim to shore. Or if she was trying to make me feel not as self-conscious being completely nude. Or maybe she just liked showing off her Amazonian goods to me. Whatever the reason, I was grateful that someone else was super-naked. And very glad I would get to gaze at her beautiful body the whole time.

She led the way through the island, which was similar in vegetation and terrain to the Amazons’ domain.

We crouched behind a boulder on a hill as she pointed to the ruins of an ancient temple. It was nowhere in the condition of The Lust Temple. But there was still a small inside area that Astraia said housed the artifacts.

The problem was, we weren’t the only ones on this island. I spotted a ship anchored offshore. We didn’t see it coming in because it was on the opposite side of the island.

And then we saw several shitheads carrying artifacts out of the temple.

I heard Astraia curse under her breath.

I put a hand on her knee. “Don’t worry. We’ll stop them.”

“Yes. We will destroy them and make them wish they were never born.”

Wow. That was a little more extreme than what I had in mind, but I was totally with her on not allowing these greedy jerks to get away with any of these priceless treasures.

We didn’t have any weapons. Astraia said part of the test was to prove that a true warrior only needs her body. I was fine with that. I liked good old-fashioned fisticuffs just as much as the next gal.

We snuck down to the temple and crept inside, ducking behind some crumbling blocks of stone. There were five men inside. They had knives and guns strapped to their belts and were sifting through the treasure trove of ancient artifacts.

I pointed upward and cupped my hands, silently indicating my plan to Astraia. She nodded.

When none of the shitheads were looking, I put my foot in Astraia’s hands and she launched me upward. I grabbed onto a long cylindrical piece of stone and built up momentum, swinging 180 degrees around it and launching myself through the air.

My fingertips just barely grasped a ledge that was on a raised level. My feet dangled over the head of one of the treasure trolls.

A pebble dislodged next to my hand. My eyes went wide as I watched it fall. Right onto the guy’s head.

Shit.

I hauled myself up out of view just before he looked up. Whew. That was close.

I could easily see Astraia from this vantage point. She looked like she had been holding her breath, but now let it out and gave me a signal that she was ready.

I padded over to the opposite side of the raised platform, staying low to stay out of view of the temple thieves.

I reached the edge and peered over. Two men were there, one almost directly below me, the other a little farther away.

I grabbed the edge of the platform, flipped over it, and landed on the closest guy’s shoulders. I wrapped my thighs tightly around his neck and held onto the platform above me.

He immediately grasped at my legs, trying to pry them apart. There was no way that was happening. Thighs of steel right here, Mr. Temple Robber.

I pulled up and squeezed tighter, bringing him up to his tiptoes and cutting off oxygen to his brain. He made rasping noises, but they were barely audible.

His friend across the way hummed a jaunty tune, completely oblivious to my naked submission hold. I mean, listen, if you were a heterosexual dude and you were going to be knocked out, this was a pretty awesome way to go. He should really be thanking me. Of course, the only person I really wanted between my thighs was Astraia. Oh, and maybe the Queen. And every other Amazon.

I could feel my captive was about to pass out, so I let go and we both dropped to the floor, me perfectly fine, him totally unconscious.

I was about to advance on the next one when he jerkily ruined my plan by turning around to ask his buddy a question. He was very surprised to find him taking a nap. And even more surprised to find a hot naked woman standing over him.

I sprang into action, sprinting toward him as he went for his gun. I did a front handspring off a broken column, soared through the air, and planted both my feet into his chest.

He went flying backwards into a wall, which dislodged the large vase above him. It teetered on its pedestal, then landed over his head like something out of a cartoon.

I tried to keep my laughter in and bounded over to him. I didn’t want to damage the vase. It was an amazingly rare relic after all. So I decided to hit something that was not a rare relic: his balls.

I kicked him hard in the groin and snatched the vase off his head as he dropped to his knees. I put it down delicately. And then not so delicately kneed him in the face, sending him to nap time with his felonious friend.

I glanced across the room and saw Astraia had sprung into action, taking on the other three looters.

Wow. She was like a warrior goddess. She moved with both strength and grace, flitting between each opponent, disarming them, cracking ribs, smashing faces, and taking all three of them out in the blink of an eye. I think I was in love.

Out of the corner of my eye, I noticed someone enter the room behind me. It was another treasure hunter, and he was leveling his gun at me.

I grabbed a copper plate by my feet and got it in front of me just as his gun discharged. The bullet ricocheted off the plate and knocked me to the ground. I rolled behind a column as more bullets took chunks out of the stone.

I looked over at Astraia, who had her hands full with a couple more goons who had come in the other entrance.

I managed to reach out and snatch the copper plate without getting my fingers blown off. I had a really crazy, but super-cool idea. Which would probably damage the copper artifact. I hated the idea of damaging any ancient relic. But I hated the idea of my cute butt getting shot even more.

I used the plate as a mirror to get the treasure hunter’s position without having to poke my head out. Then I wound up and hurled the plate like a discus.

It ricocheted off the wall and right into the goon’s face. I popped my head out of my hiding place and saw he was knocked out cold. Holy shit, it worked!

I did a quick booty-shaking victory dance and saw Astraia had dispatched all her opponents. And then saw her hurtling at me.

I was hoping she just couldn’t resist my sweet nude body. But instead she tackled me. Out of the path of a gunshot from another jerkface who had slipped in while I was busy booty dancing.

I cursed, pissed at myself for getting sloppy. I cursed even more when I looked at my Amazon buddy.

“Astraia! You’ve been shot!”

“It is nothing. Wait a moment.”

She tore a chunk off of the crumbling column we were hiding behind and hurled it at our attacker. Holy crap, she was like Wonder Woman. Which was awesome, because I’ve always had a huge crush on that fictional goddess. Maybe I could convince Astraia to dress up like her. I mean, she was an Amazon so Wonder Woman was like her sister.

The stone smashed into his chest and he crumbled to the ground. Astraia ran over to make sure he was unconscious, and I joined her a second later.

“You are the most amazing woman I’ve ever met,” I told her in awe.

I think I might have seen the hint of a blush.

“You flatter me. But I was going to say the same about you.”

“Yeah, so amazing I got distracted and you got shot because of it.”

I took her arm in my hands and examined it. It looked like a flesh wound. Probably like a mosquito bite to her. But I still felt bad.

She gently removed my hand and held it in hers. “Laia, I did it gladly to ensure you were safe.”

My eyes watered as I gazed up at her. Okay, I definitely was in love.

“Now, let us defeat the remaining minions of evil and rescue our ancient sisters’ relics.”

“Hell yeah!” I exclaimed as we bolted for the exit.

***

We pounced on the remaining treasure trolls outside, fighting in tandem like we had been doing it forever.

Astraia flung me around in a circle as I kicked the goons in their sneering faces.

We twirled around each other, giving the pilfering pirates a very satisfying beatdown.

The last conscious one took off running with an ancient shield that looked like it was in remarkable condition.

I sprinted after him and dove at his feet, tripping him up. His face hit the dirt, and the shield went skittering toward the edge of a cliff.

Astraia bounded past us, determined to save the shield. I leapt up and followed her.

She launched herself at the ancient relic and got a hand on it just before it reached the edge. Unfortunately, her momentum carried her over the cliff face.

“No!” I screamed as I dove after her.

I plunged over the cliff and grasped her wrist with one hand, and, with the other, just barely managed to latch onto a root sticking out of the side of the cliff.

I looked down as we dangled high above the rocky terrain that was being smashed by the roaring waves. There’s no way we’d be able to survive a fall from this height.

Astraia gripped the shield as she hung below me, gazing up at me.

“Hang on!” I yelled at her. She really couldn’t do much else, but I wanted to reassure her that I had things under control. Which I really didn’t. But, hey, I’d figure something out. I was a master at getting out of dicey situations.

My confidence dimmed a little when the jerk I tackled showed his sweaty face above me. And smiled as he took out his knife and started to cut away at the root I was holding onto.

“Hey! Knock it off, you little shit!” I yelled in a few different languages, one of which I’m sure he knew.

He smiled bigger and kept at it.

Okay, time to improvise. I scanned the surroundings and spotted an outcropping several meters away.

“Ledge!” I shouted to Astraia over the wind that whipped my hair around my face.

She nodded.

I swung back and forth. Slowly at first, but then building up momentum.

I glanced up and saw Mr. Jerkface was more than halfway through the vine. Time to go faster!

I swung as hard as I could and at the right moment released Astraia, sending her soaring towards the ledge.

She grabbed onto it with one hand and hauled herself and the shield up on top of it. I exhaled, knowing she was safe.

I looked up and gulped. I was not so safe. This dickhead was almost completely through the root.

I grabbed onto it with both hands. And flung myself upwards, kicking him in the chest as I soared back onto solid ground.

He tumbled end over end and then tried to stagger to his feet.

Astraia lifted herself up over the cliff face, put the shield down, and strode over to him.

She hauled him off the ground and marched him to the edge of the cliff, holding him over it with one hand.

Wow. There were so many things I wanted those muscles of hers to do to me.

He latched onto her arm and kicked his legs as his feet dangled over nothingness.

I walked up next to her, grinning at the reversal of fortune for our greedy friend.

“You will never return to these islands,” she said, fire burning in her eyes. “If you do, I will hunt you down and send you to Hades in the most painful way possible. Do you understand?”

He probably didn’t understand anything she said, but she had him petrified. Poor guy. Wait a minute, not a poor guy at all. He just tried to smash us on a bunch of pointy rocks.

I stuck my finger in his face. “And you better apologize for being such a total asshat.” I said it in Turkish, which I had figured out is what these guys spoke.

“I… I am sorry for being an asshat,” he replied sheepishly.

“And stop staring at our boobs!” I added.

“I’m sorry! I… I don’t know where else to look. They are so perfect and firm.” He glanced between our twin sets of assets. Sure, he was trying to flatter his way out of it.

“Shall I drop him now?” Astraia asked me with a hint of a mischievous smile as she loosened her grip.

“No!” he begged. “Please pull me up!”

“I think we’ve had our fun,” I told her. “If you really want to, you can stomp on his balls or something.”

“His… balls?”

“You know, his dick, his peepee, that weird thing between his legs.”

“Ah.”

She flung him backwards and onto the ground. Then rammed her heel into his groin.

I cringed. I didn’t even have a dick, but that must have hurt like hell.

He crumpled up into a ball before Astraia punched him into dreamland.

I showed Astraia how to do a high-five, even though she didn’t understand the point of it. But c’mon, we kicked some serious butt.

We managed to round up all the artifacts and get them on a makeshift raft and then onto the yacht.

I set the auto-pilot for the Amazons’ home island and then relaxed on the bed with Astraia.

I grabbed a first aid kit and tended to her wound.

“Laia, that is not necessary,” she protested.

“Hey, you better shut it,” I replied.

She went to close the door. I yanked her back.

“Your mouth, not the door. Just because you’re the toughest woman I’ve ever met doesn’t mean you can’t let me take care of you.”

She relaxed. “Very well. I will follow your orders.”

“Damn right you will.”

“You are quite sexy when you are giving commands.”

I smiled. “So are you.”

When I was done cleaning her arm, she turned to face me on the bed, taking my hands in hers. “Thank you for saving me. You risked your life for mine. I am in your debt.”

I patted her arm. “No you’re not. You did the same for me. And I’d happily do it again. You’re my friend. And I kind of really like you.”

She smiled. Wow, she had such a cute smile. She was usually so serious or kicking ass, it was nice to see this side of her.

“You are a remarkable woman, Laia Rios. And a true Amazon. I will be honored to call you my sister.”

I shuddered a little. I was really moved that she thought I was worthy to be one of them. That was pretty freakin’ amazing.

I embraced her tightly. “Thanks, Astraia. You’re the best sister I could have asked for.”

She held me tightly with her strong, but tender, arms.

When we finally pulled back, she looked at me with a gleam in her eyes. “Now I would like to have large amounts of sex with you.”

I grinned. “Yes, please.”

We tumbled back onto the bed and rolled between the sheets.

We made love for the entire trip back. I may have set the auto-pilot on a super-slow speed to give us plenty of time to really get to know each other.

I discovered she really liked fingering me up my tight little ass. And I really enjoyed the feeling of it. This girl was going to make me an anal slut.

It wasn’t just wild, submissive sex, though there was definitely that as she used her amazing strength to restrain me in some very kinky positions.

But we also made tender love. Kissing for what felt like an eternity and slowly exploring every part of each other’s body so there wasn’t anything we didn’t know about the other.

It was wonderful. And I didn’t want it to end.


Chapter 6

We returned to the Amazons to great fanfare, which included lots of hugging, kissing, and fondling. I wish more of my successful adventures ended this way.

When the initial celebration was over, Korinna motioned for me and Astraia to join her in front of the other Amazons.

“Astraia, what say you?” the Queen asked.

“My Queen, sisters,” Astraia began formally. “Laia was a formidable warrior. She showed great strength, dexterity, cunning, and courage. We would not have been able to recover all the artifacts without her impressive abilities.”

I blushed. Geez, Astraia sure knew how to make a girl feel special.

“Plus, she showed the most important trait of an Amazon: self-sacrifice. She risked her own life to save mine. I would not be standing before you except for her bravery and quick-thinking.”

I blushed a little more.

She put her hand on my shoulder and grinned. “And as an added bonus, she defies the gods as a sexual partner, cumming like Mount Vesuvius and moaning like the most beautiful of sirens.”

I blushed a lot more. So maybe she could have left that part out.

The Amazons let out a huge cheer. Apparently, they loved hearing that I was brave, resourceful, and moaned like a little slut.

The Queen quieted them. “Do you nominate her for initiation into our sisterhood?”

“I do,” Astraia replied. “Wholeheartedly. It would be my greatest honor to welcome her as my sister.”

The Queen nodded and turned to the others. “Sisters, what say you?”

A huge roar of approval went up among them.

I beamed with pride. Holy crap, I was going to become an Amazon. I was definitely going to print up new business cards.

Astraia embraced me fiercely and kissed me sweetly.

I wiped away a tear. “Thanks, Astraia, My Queen, everyone. I promise I’ll do you proud.”

They all nodded and smiled, letting me know they had full confidence in me. Or that they wanted to tie me up and treat me like an Amazonian whore.

I elbowed Astraia. “Hey, you forgot to tell them about the part where I totally kicked your ass and you admitted I was the superior warrior.”

She shot me a look that could have melted butter. I just smiled at her mischievously. I couldn’t help it. I loved embarrassing her as much as she enjoyed doing it to me.

“Is this true Astraia?” Korinna asked.

“It…” Astraia trailed off. It looked like she was using all her willpower to admit she had been beaten.

I gave her the biggest smile ever, which probably wasn’t helping. She was so going to kick my ass after this, which hopefully was going to include some sexy spankings.

“Laia is incredibly formidable in the water. She is like a mermaid or water nymph. I… had to submit to her superior skills.”

I could tell how hard that was for her. I admired her honesty and that she could put her pride aside.

The Amazons hooted and hollered, not believing Astraia admitted to being defeated.

“Damn straight,” I exclaimed as I slapped her on the ass.

She yelped in surprise and gave me a glare that let me know I was going to be in for the most severe ass disciplining of my life.

“Three…,” she said.

The Amazons “oooo-ed” like they knew I was in big trouble.

“Two…”

I kissed her on the cheek.

“One…”

Then took off.

A second later, I heard her sprinting after me.

I led her on a merry chase around the village, the other Amazons racing after us to see how long I’d be able to elude her.

She finally caught up to me, leaping off a wooden cart and tackling me to the ground. We wrestled playfully, then she pinned me.

“Hi,” I said, giving her my most charming smile.

I could see she was trying to be mad at me but couldn’t quite manage it. Hey, what can I say, I’m irresistible.

She kissed me. I wrapped my arms around her and before I knew it, we were rolling along the ground, intensely making out.

The Amazons gathered around, giving encouraging shouts for us to keep it up.

The Queen approached and Astraia leapt to her feet, yanking me with her.

She looked at the Queen sheepishly. “My Queen, I…”

Korinna held up a hand, cutting her off.

“Do not worry, Astraia. You are virtually sisters now. It is only right you should have fun with each other.”

“See? Listen to the Queen,” I said as I mischievously slapped Astraia on the ass again. Alastair was totally right. I was way too much of a troublemaker. I didn’t know how he put up with me. Probably because I was such a lovable scamp.

Astraia gave me a look like she was about to give me the fiercest and longest spanking of my life.

“Hey, Astraia,” an Amazon in the crowd yelled, saving my ass from a severe smacking. “Why don’t you let Laia bend you over the wood cart and spank your hot ass as much as she wants?”

That drew giggles from two of her friends. Those giggles promptly disappeared as Astraia turned her glare on them. They knew they were in deep shit.

Astraia chased the miscreants around the village, shouting all the ways she was going to kick their asses. No wonder they were in such amazing shape. They spent all day pursuing each other.

I smiled as I watched them.

Korinna came up next to me.

“Go. Join them,” she told me, reading my mind. “You should get to know your sisters.”

“Thanks! You’re the best.”

She gave me a playful slap on the ass to send me on my way.

I joined in the fun, which included Astraia catching all three of her misbehaving sisters and giving them fierce spankings.

I held myself tightly as I watched, getting really turned on seeing her discipline her sisters’ amazingly firm bottoms.

Then she grabbed me and made sure she got me back for my sneaky spankings of her. She got me back and then some. She really was an expert at disciplining Amazon asses.

The three Amazons rubbing their sore butts took as much pleasure watching me suffer her playful wrath as I did watching them.

The five of us sat around a fire afterward. Astraia and I regaled them with tales of our adventure recovering the relics. They loved hearing about how we gave a beatdown to the treasure hunters. They loved making sure Astraia told them in lurid detail all the ways she fucked me even more. That was a little embarrassing, but they seemed to really enjoy it, so what the hell.

My new half-naked friends then fired off a commentary on what they wanted to do to my body.

“I can’t wait to have my tongue inside your tight pussy,” Cenara, a raven-haired beauty, gushed.

“I want to squeeze those luscious tits,” green-eyed goddess Necadia effused.

“I’m going to plunder that fantastic ass!” an especially eager Amazon named Talipe exclaimed.

Okay, so I usually don’t get embarrassed about sex. But the super-blunt way these beautiful Amazons were chatting about what they wanted to do to me was definitely making me blush.

“Oh wow,” I replied. “Well, thanks ladies. You’re really that fascinated with my body?”

“Oh yes!” Talipe, my future ass plunderer, replied. “Your foreign loveliness is an absolute delight to the senses.”

The others nodded enthusiastically. Well, geez, okay.

“Astraia, what did Laia’s pussy taste like?” Cenara asked. Oh my God. Talk about really intimate information.

“Um, I don’t know if…” I began but then Astraia answered.

“Like morning dew and blossoming flowers on a bright summer day.”

I stared at her. Holy shit. That was definitely the nicest way my pussy had ever been described. I had no idea Astraia could be that romantic and poetic.

The other Amazons also look surprised at Astraia’s “Ode to Laia’s Pussy.” They also looked even more eager to taste it.

I rubbed Astraia’s thigh and kissed her on the cheek. “Aw, you’re an old softie after all.”

She bristled, trying to act like she hated being called that. “Well, I did get to taste a lot of it because of your epic non-stop squirting.”

“Fantastic!” Necadia exalted before I could reply. “That means there will be plenty for all of us in the ritual tonight.”

Um, what?

I raised my hand. “Hi, excuse me, what exactly is happening at this ritual and what does it have to do with me cumming like a waterfall?”

Astraia whacked Necadia on the arm and shot her a glare. “We can’t tell you that. You must find out for yourself.”

“But it’s going to be incredible!” Talipe exclaimed, not able to keep it in.

Astraia rolled her eyes, but I could see a hint of a smile that told me she was really looking forward to it too. Oh boy, what exactly were these amazing, horny Amazons going to do to me tonight?

Astraia took my hand and brought me to my feet. “Come. It is time to prepare you for the ceremony.”

“Okay, but c’mon, can’t you give me just a little hint?”

She gave me a really good spank, which made me yelp. “No. Now come.”

She yanked me after her.

***

Astraia led me into the Queen’s tent, where Korinna was waiting for us. She was dressed in vibrant greens and browns and looked particularly regal.

“Wow, Queen Korrie, you look amazing!” I gushed.

She gave me her famous arched eyebrow look. “You, Laia Rios, are going to be quite the handful. You realize I should punish you for being so insolent.”

“Like with a lot of spankings?” I asked hopefully.

She considered it. “Yes. One hundred spankings.”

“A hundred?! C’mon Korr… I mean, My Queen, isn’t that a little excessive? I was just teasing.”

“No. Your delicious ass deserves as many spankings as possible.”

“I fully concur, My Queen,” Astraia piped up unhelpfully.

I stuck my tongue out at her. “Traitor.”

“Actually, I will bestow half the spankings to Astraia. I believe she has become extremely well acquainted with your buttocks.” Well, she definitely had that right.

Astraia’s face lit up like a kid getting the hottest Christmas present. “You are very wise and benevolent, My Queen.”

They smiled at each other.

I wrinkled my nose. “I’m glad you two are having such a great time discussing my ass, but, um, can I become an Amazon now?”

“Patience, beautiful one,” Korinna admonished me. “We must prepare your body first.”

“Oh boy! More fucking, huh?”

“Not at the moment. And we will postpone your spankings as well. We need your body in peak condition and must make you look like a true Amazon.”

I raised my eyebrows, intrigued. “You guys are going to fuck me harder than I’ve ever been fucked in my entire life, aren’t you?”

“You will see. Now come. Your destiny as an Amazon awaits.”


Chapter 7

When night fell, Korinna and Astraia led me out of the tent, my face and body painted with various Amazonian markings. I actually looked pretty badass. I felt like a true Amazon.

They brought me to a circle in the center of the village, ringed by flaming torches. All the other Amazons were there, their bodies painted similarly to mine.

They took me to a large wooden post at the head of the circle and turned me to face the other Amazons.

“Laia Rios,” the Queen announced. “Do you willingly submit yourself to the ritual to become an Amazon?”

It might have been nice to actually know what the ritual entailed but, hey, I took risks all the time. And as long as the ceremony entailed me being fucked by lots of incredibly hot women, I was totally cool with it.

“I do,” I replied.

Korinna nodded and she and Astraia tied my hands above my head to the post.

An Amazon handed Korinna a red hot poker with a brand on the end. Oh great.

“This is the mark of the Amazons that all your sisters carry. Will you be branded with it?”

This was going to hurt so bad. “Sure. Sounds great.”

She nodded and gripped my shoulder firmly with her one hand.

Astraia seized me tightly and wrapped her one leg between mine.

“I have you,” she told me reassuringly. “Just focus on me. It will be over in a moment.”

I nodded and gazed into her soothing, beautiful eyes.

She drew me into a deep kiss as Korinna pressed the brand against my upper left thigh.

Oh fuuuuck that hurt! I screamed into Astraia’s mouth, her wonderful kiss dulling some of the pain. She and Korinna held me firmly as I writhed from the searing pain in my thigh.

After a few seconds, Korinna took the brand away and Astraia released my lips.

I panted as perspiration ran down my forehead. Korinna wiped it away with a cloth as Astraia knelt beside me and rubbed some soothing cream on my seared skin.

Ooh, that felt better. I glanced down to take a look at my new Amazonian mark. It looked like the Greek letter alpha with a bow and arrow superimposed on it. Pretty freakin’ sweet. The only thing that sucked was I couldn’t show Alastair. It was way too far up my thigh to display without him fainting.

Korinna clasped my shoulders. “You did well. Now each Amazon will welcome you to the sisterhood and become one with you.”

I wasn’t exactly sure what that meant, but I quickly found out.

Necadia, one of the Amazons I was chatting with earlier and who loved my tits, approached.

She kissed me passionately as she took large handfuls of my tits and rubbed her thumbs over my nipples, making them instantly erect.

I moaned into her mouth as she did the most wonderful things to me. God, she was a tit-massaging master.

She slid one hand down my smooth stomach and rubbed my pussy lips before entering me.

I gasped into her tasty mouth as she plunged into my wet pussy and squeezed my nipple. She never stopped kissing me through all of it. It felt soooo good.

I saw the Queen take the Lust Idol, make it vibrate, and hold it against Necadia’s clit. The lustful Amazon’s body convulsed at the intense sensations, but she didn’t let up her intense pleasuring of me.

Korinna inserted the Idol into Necadia’s pussy and guided her to her knees where she took the entirety of the enormous shaft.

After an especially sensual groan, Necadia plunged her tongue into my tender womanhood. And made me buck and thrash like a wild horse.

She rode the Lust Idol on the ground as she fucked the shit out of me and twirled her tongue around my clit in the most magical ways.

She easily made me cum, and I squirted right into her mouth. At the same time, the Lust Idol made her orgasms overtake her.

She got off the Idol and stuck her fingers into her pussy, getting them completely coated. Then she wiped her lovely Amazon juices all over my tits and across my lips, making me taste her tangy sauce.

She dipped her digits into my soaked pussy and wiped them all over her body and face.

She then kissed me passionately, both our juices mingling together on our lips.

When we parted, she rubbed my face tenderly. “Welcome sister,” she said with a smile, then got back into the circle of Amazons.

Whoa. That was one hell of a way to initiate someone. I was guessing the spreading of her juices on me and vice-versa was a way to show I was now connected to her as an Amazon and we were all one big sisterhood.

Talipe was next. Oh right, she was the one obsessed with pillaging my ass.

She got her wish. She kissed me just as lovingly as Necadia but went right for my luscious butt instead of my tits. She molded it to her will as her hands were all over it. Then she slipped a digit into it and made my whole body tighten up.

She had a ton of fun with my ass and made me squirm and squeal into her lusty lips.

Then she went down on me while Korinna fucked her with the Lust Idol. And after making me cum like crazy and experiencing her own epic orgasms, I got her tasty juices spread all over my ass cheeks and she made sure mine were on her. Then one last saucy kiss.

That went on with all thirty-three Amazons. Yup, I’m not kidding. I got fucked by thirty-three Amazons. I had thirty-three different sets of fingers and tongues inside me. And was covered in thirty-three different flavors of Amazon pussy juice. And I mean covered. I think every inch of my body had one of my sister’s cum on it. And they all had my sultry sauce on them.

This was the strangest, and most amazing, ritual ever. I assumed part of it was to see if I had the stamina to squirt my sweet girl cum for every gorgeous Amazon here. Thank goodness I had practiced so much on my elaborate sex toys back home. Who said being a kinky little nympho wouldn’t pay off someday? Well, probably Alastair, but ha, I just proved him wrong! But, um, totally don’t tell him I just got banged by thirty-three Amazons. He’d have a stroke.

Astraia approached and got very close to me, putting her hands on me gently. “Are you okay?” she said softly into my ear.

“Uh huh,” I replied as I tried to stretch a little while still tied to the post. I was definitely sore. And couldn’t quite believe I had cum that much. Or that I had basically just taken an Amazon cum bath with how they sprayed and wiped their juices all over me.

“Good. Because now it is my turn.”

She gave me an impish grin. Oh boy. She was about to totally have her way with me.

She pressed her body against me, getting all her sisters’ cum from my body on her, and kissed me. It was tender and sweet. The kind of kiss you give someone you’re falling in love with. And I gave her the same kind of smooch in return.

Her hands found my body as the kissing intensified. She explored my tits, gently at first, then more roughly, but never so hard that it hurt. I could tell from the way her hands moved on me that she loved every part of my body. And that made me feel really good. And made me want to completely give myself over to her and let her do whatever she desired.

She flicked, rubbed, and squeezed my nipples, making them get as erect as possible. I moaned and gasped into her as she made my tits feel like they were on fire.

She moved down my curves and across my lovable ass. She squeezed it so firmly I yelped. She fondled it like she owned it while she grinded her pussy against mine.

“Oh fuck, Astraia!” I squealed as we briefly parted our lips to get air.

After working me up into a sexual tizzy, she slipped two fingers into my pussy and one into my ass.

“Uhhhhhohhhhhh!” I groaned at having both my tight holes filled at once.

She fucked me hard as she nibbled on my ear and ran her tongue inside all its curves. Oh God, she was so fucking good at this.

My juices flowed down my legs, mixing with all the other thirty-three varieties of cum already there, and my hips bucked all over the place. The Amazons chanted and hollered their approval of how masterfully Astraia was fucking me.

She went even deeper into my pussy and ass. “Do you submit to me and all your Amazon sisters and agree to give your body to us whenever we want?”

“Yes! Yes!! Fuck yes!!!”

She dropped to her knees and flung her tongue inside me in one fluid motion.

“Oh my fucking goddess!” I screamed as she immediately found all the spots that made me the best little slut in the world.

She was everywhere inside my drenched pussy. Her tongue swirled and twisted like a snake and made me utter the most sultry and erotic moans.

Even though I had cum a million times tonight, somehow I felt the most seismic orgasm yet approaching like a freight train.

She knew it too, so she moved to my clit and absolutely destroyed it.

My body spasmed like it was in the most intense earthquake ever. I threw my head back and screamed to Artemis as the most devastating orgasms ever overwhelmed me.

“Ohhhhhhhhahhhhhhhhhh!”

I squirted a ridiculous amount into Astraia’s mouth, which she happily lapped up.

Then she writhed her body around so my juices sprayed across her tits, stomach, and thighs. Fuck, that was hot. That’s how I must have looked with all the Amazons’ cum on me.

She gyrated her body all over me, wiping my own cum on me as I continued to shake and squirt.

When my cumming had mostly subsided, I rested my head against Astraia’s shoulder as she held me tightly. “You really like making me your little whore, don’t you?”

“Yes. Very much.” She grinned. Then kissed me. Savagely at first, but then it eased into a sweet smooch. I closed my eyes and lost myself in her supple lips.

“Your turn,” she told me with the same grin.

She undid my hands and then retied them lower behind the pole, close to my ass.

She then leapt up, grabbed handholds above me on the pole, and wrapped her legs around my head.

She held herself there, her pussy touching my lips, looking at me expectantly.

Oh, it would be my pleasure. I slipped my tongue into her extremely tight pussy and immediately tasted her wonderful flavor. She arched her back and pulled herself into me, wanting me to explore deeper.

I did. Weaving my tongue as far into her as I could and touching all her wonderful womanhood.

While I did, Korinna shoved the Lust Idol all the way into my tender pussy and made it vibrate incredibly hard.

My loud moan was muffled by Astraia’s pussy enveloping my mouth.

I fucked Astraia as lovingly as possible and treated her clit like a queen.

She came spectacularly and her succulent sauce flowed down my throat. She moaned in such a sultry way it made me want to lick up every ounce of her.

When she felt I had lapped up enough of her, she slid down my body, squirting across my tits and wiping her cum all over me. I was going to need the longest bath ever after this.

She got back on her feet and made sure all her fingers were covered in her nectar.

She took both hands and stroked my face, making sure there wasn’t any part of me not covered in her cum. Then she grinned at me and stuck each finger in my mouth, making me suck all her succulent sauce off of every single one of them.

I don’t think there had been any other woman I enjoyed being so submissive to.

She kissed me one last time, long and deep.

“Welcome, sister,” she told me with a big smile.

I smiled too. Even though I was really sore, exhausted, and sticky as heck, it felt great to have shared such an intimate ceremony with the Amazons. Something no one in the world knew about outside of the women on this island.

Of course, there was one Amazon who hadn’t ravished me yet.

The Queen.

Korinna eased the Lust Idol out of me, untied my hands, and led me to the center of the circle of Amazons.

“So, did I pass all your kinky tests?”

“Yes. But one remains. You must give yourself over to me in front of all your sisters and let me satiate myself with your strength and loveliness.”

“Um, okay, I am totally down with that.”

She stared at me.

“Oh, do I need to make a more formal proclamation or something? I, Laia Rios, completely give myself to you, Queen Korinna, in front of all my Amazon sisters and promise to share my body with all of you gorgeous ladies whenever you desire.”

I bit my lip and gazed at the Queen, hoping I did that okay. “How was that?”

The Amazons roared their approval and Korinna put her hands on my shoulders.

“Very good,” she said. “Now lay down.”

She guided me onto my back onto leather hides that had been placed as a blanket. They were soft and warm as was the Queen’s body as she lay on top of me. It felt nice against the cooler night temperatures.

The Amazons knelt in a closer circle around us and began chanting and beating drums rhythmically. It was a little weird being on display while being fucked. I mean, being tied to the pole and dominated by all the Amazons was a little strange too. But this felt even more intimately voyeuristic with the Amazons so close to us and their mesmerizing, seductive chants.

Korinna’s perfect breasts touched mine and my nipples came alive as hers danced with them. Her tongue parted my lips and I willingly let her into my mouth. I wrapped my arms around her neck and let myself be completely enveloped by the warmness of her lips and tongue.

Her fingers found my waiting mound and before I knew it, she was deep inside me, making my hips move at her will.

The Amazons increased their chanting and drumming as Korinna fingered me harder. I took one of her nipples into my mouth and sucked it gently at first, then with more ferocity as she encouraged me with her sultry moans.

She turned me on my side and lay behind me, wrapping her legs around me. She pinned my arms behind me with one hand and fucked me mercilessly with the other. She was so strong she easily kept me restrained with just the one hand. Fuck, I was so incredibly turned on by how strong these Amazons were and how easily they could dominate me.

“Oh God, My Queen, please make me your slut!”

She was happy to oblige me, thrusting as deep as possible into my drenched pussy. The Amazons loved my slutty moans too and increased their noisemaking.

Her thumb caressed my clit as her fingers plunged into me again and again.

My limbs unwillingly strained against her but she held me fast.

“Oh goddess, I’m going to cum!!”

My body seized up in time to the drum beats and my juices shot out around her fingers.

“Ohhhhh fuck!” I screamed as my body continued to be wracked with intense orgasms while she continued to pound my pussy.

When I had thoroughly covered her fingers and the leather hides in my nectar, I thought we might be done. But I was very wrong.

She wanted to fuck me a lot more.

She had me get on all fours and shoved the vibrating Lust Idol fully into my sore pussy as she fucked me in the ass with a smaller strap-on. I had done more anal over the past two days than I had in my entire life. I was going to have to come up with a good excuse to explain to Alastair why my ass was so sore.

She yanked my hair as she fucked me and reached down and played with my clit. I said every slutty thing I could think of and groaned, moaned, and screamed in an overload of ecstasy.

After cumming forever, she had me kneel as she stood in front of me and held my face into her pussy as I worked my tongue magic on her.

I got a wonderful Queenly facial from her and drank in her sweet juices.

She put me in a lot of other positions and made me orgasm hard every time.

Eventually, we wound up lying on our sides, facing each other, as we kissed and played with each other’s pussies.

As we did that, she motioned for Astraia to join us. She eagerly did and lay on the other side of me, grabbing my tits and then joining the Queen in finger fucking me, each woman sticking one powerful finger inside me. Oh man, that felt crazy good being fucked by both of them at once.

And it wasn’t just them. Soon after, every Amazon got involved and the event turned into one huge orgy.

Including me, there were thirty-six writhing female bodies in one huge mass of incredible orgasmic bliss.

The night was a total blur. I had so many different fingers inside me. My mouth and tongue were on so many different mouths, nipples, and pussies. My tits were grabbed and squeezed all over. It felt like I constantly had multiple Amazons exploring my ass and pussy. My clit was in a non-stop state of being nibbled, licked, and sucked. By the end of the night, I was almost positive every single Amazon there had fucked me multiple times.

Best. Night. Ever.

When I woke, I was in a tangle of sensual limbs, completely covered by strong, sexy Amazonian bodies.

I sighed. This was the way to start your day.

Astraia was most tangled in me, followed by Korinna. I could also feel Cenara, Kiope, and Pheneira’s lovely and firm assets against me.

Damn, these Amazons really knew how to welcome someone into their fold.

When everyone finally got up and stretched out the sexual soreness, I told Astraia and Korinna that I had to go.

“I have to meet Alastair and let him know I’m all right. I swear I won’t tell anyone else the existence of this island. I give you my word as, well, as an Amazon, to keep your secret.”

Korinna put a hand on my shoulder.

“I know. You are one of us now, Laia. I trust you completely. And I know you have a life outside of us that you must partake in. Know you are always welcome here. And if you ever need help, we will always be there for you.”

“Aw, Queen Korrie, you’re the best!” I threw my arms around her in a tight embrace. She must have been succumbing to my amazing charm as she didn’t scold me this time for using my favorite nickname for her.

She did, however, squeeze my butt very firmly. “And remember, you must come back so Astraia and I can deliver your one hundred spankings.”

“I think you should increase it by ten for every day Laia is apart from us my Queen,” Astraia said with a grin.

“An excellent suggestion, sister.”

I glanced between the two of them as they smirked at each other. “You know you two really suck sometimes.”

“The only thing I would like to suck on is your pouty mouth,” Astraia told me.

“I am not pou—”

She cut me off by slipping her tongue between my lips and kissing me longingly. I would never tire of her soft and supple lips.

The Queen gathered all the Amazons to say their goodbyes. Which entailed every one of them individually kissing me and giving me a nice ass squeeze.

Korinna wrapped me in her arms and kissed me affectionately. “I will miss you, my little troublemaking Amazon.”

“Oh don’t worry. I’ll be back before you know it.”

That left Astraia, who actually looked rather forlorn.

I took her hands in mine. “Hey, thank you. For everything.”

“I will miss you, Laia Rios. Very much.”

I smiled. I loved it when she got all sappy.

I hugged her fiercely and gave her a very long intimate and loving kiss. Which drew hoots and hollers from the Amazons. And this time Astraia didn’t seem to mind.

“Astraia, why don’t you escort Laia to the shore?” the Queen said with what I thought was a wink. That little regal matchmaker.

“It would be an honor, My Queen.”

They gave me Amazonian clothes to wear, which included a loincloth and a hide top that barely covered my breasts. But, hey, it felt like I had a parka on since I had been naked for so long.

Astraia and I walked to the beach holding hands. We didn’t say anything. It was just nice to be together.

When we got to the sand and I saw my boat, we faced each other. I thought I saw a tear in her eye. I was fighting back one of my own.

“I’ll be back,” I told her. “I promise. You have to discipline my hot ass some more.”

“I would greatly enjoy that,” she replied. “And… would greatly enjoy spending more time with you.”

“You know you can be pretty romantic for someone who acts so tough.”

She tried to frown but it came out as a smile. “Just do not tell anyone else. I have a reputation to uphold.”

I leaned in close. “I think they already know.” And then I spanked her. And promptly took off as she chased me around the beach.

She caught me and we wrestled in the sand and made love one last time. It was tender and sweet and exactly the way you would do with someone you’re in love with.

We kissed for a long time lying in the sand and then I finally dove into the ocean, looking back a few times and waving at Astraia.

When I climbed onboard the yacht, I bid her one final farewell and I saw her disappear into the forest. I sighed. I was really going to miss her. But, hopefully, I would be back soon for some more epic Amazonian loving.

I was just about to get underway when I heard the very familiar worried/scolding tones of a proper gentleman.

Alastair!

I ran out of the cabin and saw another yacht approaching with Alastair at the helm.

As he started to pull up alongside me, I leapt from my boat onto his. And flung myself into his arms. It had only been a couple of days since I had seen him, but my adventures with the Amazons felt like a lifetime. He lifted me off the ground and spun me around. I loved it when he did that when I was a kid and still loved it just as much as an adult.

He put me down and enveloped me in a bear hug as I nuzzled into his chest.

“Sweetpea! I’m so glad you’re safe.”

“C’mon, Alastair, you know me. I always find a way out of trouble.”

“Yes, but sometimes just barely.”

“That’s what makes it exciting,” I replied with a grin as I pulled back but still held him close.

“That is not my idea of excitement.” He looked me over. “What in heavens are you wearing?”

I guess he was so relieved that I was okay he had missed my skimpy outfit.

“Oh, it’s traditional Amazon attire. Pretty awesome, right?”

“It would be much more awesome if it covered ninety percent more of your body.”

“Alastairrr! C’mon, I look cute.”

“You look cute in your bunny slippers. Which I have brought for you.”

“No way!” I hugged him again. “Did I ever tell you how much I love you?”

“Once or twice.” He smiled and kissed me on top of the head. “I love you too, sweetpea. Now come inside where it’s warmer and I can admonish you for being so reckless.”

He headed for the cabin.

“But I don’t want to be admonished!” I replied petulantly.

I sighed and headed inside, readying myself for one of his classic scoldings.

When I ducked inside the cabin, I tried one of my classic tricks from childhood when I had gotten into mischief. I hopped onto his lap and wrapped my arms around his neck.

“Laia!” he protested. “You’re half-naked!”

“Oh Alastair, you know you’ve seen me naked plenty of times before.”

“You were two years old then!”

“I did like to run around without any clothes a lot, didn’t I?”

“Yes. You were quite the little terror.”

“Well, I’m much more mature now. I only run around the château naked when you’re asleep.”

“Laiaaaa.”

I ruffled his very properly arranged hair. “I’m kidding!”

My plan didn’t seem to work as he immediately launched into a boring but loving lecture about being more careful and not worrying him so much.

“Okay, okay,” I said as he was nearing the conclusion of his soothing diatribe. “I promise I’ll be more careful on my next adventure.”

“Well, that won’t be for a while, because you’re grounded for two weeks young lady.”

“What?! Alastair, I’m 25. You can’t ground me.”

He gave me The Look.

“Alastair, you’re being ridiculous.”

“Perhaps. But you’re still grounded.”

I pouted. But I wasn’t really mad. I knew he really just wanted to spend time with me at home. I wanted that too. So I went along with it.

“Okay, fine. But no restrictions on my Pop-Tart intake. And we’re doing movies and popcorn every night.”

“As long as it’s rated PG-13.”

“Alastair!”

“Very well. We’ll take turns choosing the movies.”

“Deal. Plus you have to read me The Princess and the Dragon every night.”

“I would love nothing better.”

I hugged him tightly and he kissed the top of my head.

Okay, so maybe being grounded wouldn’t be so bad after all.

***

About halfway through my grounding, I was lounging on the couch in the study, reading up on Amazonian tales. I leaned against Alastair, who was perusing How to Get Your Adult Children to Listen to Your Wise Counsel and Stop Getting into so Much Trouble. Okay, he wasn’t reading that, but if someone wrote that book, he would be the first in line to buy it.

As I glanced over to see what he was really reading, the doorbell rang.

“I’ll get it!” I told him as I sprang up.

“Laia, that’s my job.”

I playfully pushed him back down as he started to get up. “Oh Alastair, just let me do it. I’m grounded, remember? So I should do more work around the house and let you rest. You are getting pretty old, you know?” I gave him a sassy smirk.

He responded with a frowny smile. “Very well. You know you can be a very sweet girl when you want to.”

“Hey, I’m always sweet,” I replied with a big smile as I kissed him on the cheek.

I scurried off before he could dispute that.

I yanked the door open and was shocked.

Astraia stood there. Wearing a loincloth and nothing else.

“Astraia!” I exclaimed as I threw my arms around her and hugged her like I was trying to squeeze the life out of her.

“It is good to see you too, sister. But I come with grave news and am in need of your help.”

“What is it?” I asked, pulling back from her.

“The Queen has been kidnapped.”

It took a moment for the gravity of what she said to sink in. Oh my God.

“Will you help me rescue her?”

“Of course!”

Oh goddess. It was time to save the Queen.


Bonus Story

I hurtled down Avenue des Champs-Élysées with three angry henchmen on my tail. Well, two henchmen and one henchlady. And she was cute: a tall brunette with smoky eyes and feisty tits. Tits that were bouncing wonderfully as she pursued me.

But she and her buddies weren’t chasing me to have an orgy. They wanted the priceless artifact I had stolen from them. Of course, they had stolen it first, so I was totally justified in purloining it. Stealing from evil meanies was a very noble pursuit. Even Alastair thought so.

This was the second time I had bolted down a French street in recent weeks. Previously, I was in Nice, dealing with some other baddies and got to meet a beautiful Japanese hottie named Kishi. And we had super-hot sex! So, hopefully, I’d run into some hot girl here in Paris, a hot girl who would want to turn me into a slutty little fuck toy. Or I could just hold a sign that said “Slutty Girl Needs Spanking” and see how many takers I’d get. I’d probably do okay. The French liked getting kinky, and I had a very spankable booty!

I was also carrying a booty-related object: the purported anal plug of Adelaide of Aquitaine, Queen to King Hugh Capet in 10th century France. The two of them founded the Capetian dynasty, which ruled the country uninterrupted for eight hundred years. And like all French queens, Adelaide loved taking it up the ass. Okay, I really didn’t know if all French queens liked that, but I was going to pretend they did. Because I sure did, and I really wanted some hot girl to shove this historical sex toy up my tight tush. I had already taken a famous dildo recently, so it only made sense to try out an anal plug too.

The mean meanies shoved people out of the way as they closed the gap on me.

So I did what any intrepid action heroine would do: used baked goods as a weapon!

I snatched two baguettes from a paper bag a guy was carrying out of a bakery.

“Mes baguettes!” the guy cried, clearly perturbed. It was understandable: it was quite a faux pas to mess with a Frenchman’s bread.

“Sorry,” I replied in French. “I have an emergency baked goods situation!”

“Oh, okay.” Frenchmen also knew that emergency baked goods situations were serious business.

I wielded the baguettes like clubs, whacking my opponents over the head and in the face, flakes of baguette spilling all over them. “Haha!” I cried. “You’ll never defeat the Baguette Brawler!”

Pedestrians took out their phones and began snapping pictures and recording video, murmuring about the famous Baguette Brawler. Oh wow, I was going viral. I always thought that would happen because of my amazing relic hunting or my even more amazing slutty exploits. Who knew I’d be trending for innovative uses of French bread?

I knocked the henchies to the ground and returned the somewhat-intact bread to the French guy. “Um, sorry I ruined your baguettes. “Here, you can grab my boob to make up for it.” I snatched his free hand, placed it on my left breast and let him get in a nice squeeze.

“Mon Dieu!” he exclaimed, which is exactly the kind of thing a girl liked to hear about her tits.

“Oops, sorry, gotta run,” I told him. “If I see you again, you can feel up my other tit.” I scurried off as the thieves clambered to their feet. I probably should have bolted immediately and not let the guy cop a feel, but Alastair always taught me to repay people’s kindness, and it was nice of the guy to let me use his baguettes to thwart the evil meanies. Of course, don’t tell Alastair that the way I usually repaid kindness was by getting naked and letting people fondle my tits.

I dodged through more pedestrians and rounded a corner, where I spotted one of the coolest sports cars I had ever seen. It was parked next to the wide sidewalk, and as I approached, its door opened.

“Quick, hide in here,” a pleasant female voice said from inside the vehicle.

I wasn’t going to turn down assistance from a cute-sounding girl, so I dove inside the driver’s side and then climbed into the back seat, ducking down so my pursuers wouldn’t be able to see me.

“There is no need to hide,” the female voice told me. “I have tinted windows.” The door shut, and the windows darkened, letting me see out but apparently not letting anyone see in.

The sex toy-stealing jerks ran past, having no idea I was hiding inside this nifty car.

I lay back against the seat, letting out a breath. “Whew, that was close. Thanks so much for the help!”

“You are very welcome. It is my duty to assist beautiful and sexy women.”

“That’s a fantastic duty! Hey, wait…” I looked around the car and noticed there was no one else inside. “Um, who am I talking to?”

“Me.”

“Who’s me?”

“KATT.”

“I’m talking to a cat?”

“Yes, I am KATT. The Kaito Automotive Twin Turbo Artificial Intelligence sports car.”

“Holy crap! You’re an AI inside a car?”

“Affirmative.”

“And your mission is to help hot girls? You must have one amazing creator.” I leaned forward, peering at KATT’s fancy dashboard, filled with dual screens and lots of cool-looking buttons.

“Yes. Miss Kasmui is a wonderful human being.”

“Ooh, she must be a Japanese cutie.”

“Yes, she ranks very highly on my human cuteness scale.”

“You have a human cuteness scale?”

“Of course. I have analyzed social media and YouTube videos of what humans think is cute and have devised an infallible cuteness scale.”

“That sounds amazing! You’re one smart car.”

“Thank you! You seem like a very nice human.”

“Yup, I’m pretty cool. Hey, is Miss Kasumi here?”

“No, I am with my gi—”

KATT was cut off as the door opened and a breathtaking woman slid into the driver’s seat. She looked slightly older than me, Native American, with long dark brown hair, tanned skin, and a sexy athletic body.

She set a box of baked goods on the passenger seat and patted the steering wheel affectionately. “Hey KATT, have you heard of the Baguette Brawler? When I came out of the bakery, everyone was talking about her.”

The woman glanced in the rear view mirror and spotted me in the back seat.

She swiveled quickly to look at me. “Hey! Who the hell are you?”

I waved. “Hi! I’m the Baguette Brawler.”

“Ooh, Mara,” KATT said. “We have a famous person with us.”

“Um, that’s great, KATT,” Mara replied. “But how the heck did she get in here?”

“I let her in.”

I nodded. “I was being chased by bad guys, and KATT let me hide inside her.”

Mara pointed her finger in my face. “Hey! No one gets inside KATT except me.”

I waved my hands back and forth. “Ack! I didn’t do anything, honest.”

“Mara, I think you are getting jealous again,” KATT said. “Is this normal for girlfriends?”

Mara crossed her arms and pouted.

I leaned forward and put my arms on the backs of the front seats. “Wait, you two are dating?”

“Yeah!” Mara retorted. “Do you have a problem with that?”

“Nope. I think it’s super-cute.”

The frown slid off her face. “Oh, um, okay, good.”

“Mara, I promise I did not have sex with the Baguette Brawler. I only want to have sex with you.”

Mara stroked KATT’s wheel and dash lovingly. “Thanks, KATT. That’s really sweet. I… I’m sorry I got jealous.” She turned to me. “And, um, sorry I yelled at you. KATT’s just… really important to me.”

“Oh Mara, that is so lovely. I can’t wait to tie you up and fuck you like a huge slut again.”

“Ahh! KATT stop blurting out stuff like that!”

I giggled. “Oh don’t worry, I’m a huge slut and love being tied up too.”

“Really?” Mara asked.

“Oh yeah, I spend tons of time being a submissive slut. It’s fun!”

“It sure is!” KATT chirped. “I love all the dirty things Mara says when I’m fucking her tight holes.”

“Ack!” KATT’s human girlfriend cried. “Way too much sharing again!”

I patted Mara’s shoulder. “You’re a girl after my own heart. I love taking it up the ass!”

“Excellent,” KATT replied. “Mara is also a huge anal whore. Should I penetrate both of your slutty asses?”

“KATT! We were just talking about not fucking other girls.”

“Correct. But we also said it would be fun to have three-ways and orgies with other women. Like we just did with Carla’s sexy henchwomen.”

I leaned forward even more, almost pitching into the front seat. “Ooh, sexy henchwomen are hot! Tell me all about the orgy and then let’s get our asses rammed by KATT!”

Mara eyed me suspiciously. “Wait a minute. How do we know you’re not a criminal?”

“I’m not a criminal. I’m Laia Rios!” I put my hands on my hips proudly, knowing my fame would precede me.

“Who the heck is Laia Rios?” Mara asked.

My shoulders sagged. So much for being famous. Maybe I should concentrate on being the Baguette Brawler. “Me! I find lost artifacts and retrieve them from scummy criminals. Like the goons who were chasing me. They stole this from The Lusty Louvre.” I held up the anal plug.

Mara’s eyes went wide. “They stole a sex toy?!”

“What heinous criminals,” KATT added. “All sex toys should be reserved for Mara’s scrumptious pussy and ass.”

“KATT, oh my God!!” Mara sank down in her seat and covered her face, doing her best to disappear.

I gazed at the butt plug and then at Mara’s hips, using my Sex Vision to determine the proportions of her booty. “Well, I was going to test this out in my own derrière, but we can totally shove it up your ass first.”

“I didn’t say I wanted it up my ass!” Mara protested, peeking out from between her fingers. Her face was flushed, telling me she definitely wanted it up her hot booty.

KATT obviously agreed. “Mara, you are fibbing again. My sensors detect a noticeable rise in your body temperature as well as your ass muscles clenching, which they always do when you fantasize about taking it up the butt.”

“KATT! Do you plan to spill every single one of my sexy secrets?”

“If it will make you more slutty, I will be happy to do so.”

“KATT has the right idea!” I proclaimed, wiggling the butt plug in Mara’s face.

“Okay, fine,” Mara sighed. “But shouldn’t we capture those thieves first? And what the heck is The Lusty Louvre?”

“Oh, that’s the nickname for the Musée des Jouets Sexuels,” I told her. “It has lots of historical sex objects.”

“Mara, would that be a good place for the next stop on our date?” KATT asked.

Mara ran her fingers along her AI lover’s gearshift. “That’d be nice, but I don’t think you’d fit inside.”

“Boo!! They should really make more places accessible for automobiles.”

Mara raised her eyebrows. “Boo?”

“Yes, I have often heard Miss Kasumi say that when she doesn’t like something. Or should I only use it when pretending to be a ghost?”

Mara laughed. “You can use it in either instance. You’re really picking up on human slang.”

“Oh yes! Especially sexy slang.”

Mara blushed again. “Um, yup, you’re especially good at that.”

I climbed into the passenger seat, clasping my hands together. “You two are so cute! You’re my favorite robot car/girl couple ever!”

“Thank you!” KATT cheered.

“Um, how many robot car/girl couples do you know?” Mara asked.

“Just you guys. But you’re definitely the cutest!” I beamed like my logic was infallible. Then I gasped. “But oh no! Did you guys say you’re on a date? I’m creating the cardinal sin of cockblocking you! Or pussyblocking! Or robot gadget blocking!”

“I have many sexy gadgets.” KATT revealed all manner of sex toys from a bunch of secret compartments. “Mara, would you like to tell Laia which ones make you feel the most slutty?” A large vibrator emerged from KATT’s seat right between Mara’s legs and touched her crotch.

“Ahhh!” Mara yelped, squirming in her seat. “N… no, I don’t think that’s necessary, KATT.”

“Boo! I wanted to make you squirt some more.”

I hopped in my seat. “Ooh, you’re a sexy squirter too? Let’s have a squirting contest!”

“Excellent idea!” KATT replied.

“I thought you didn’t want to interrupt our date,” Mara pointed out.

I smacked my forehead. “Oops, sorry, I get easily distracted. Okay, how about we catch those sex toy-stealing meanies and then I’ll tell you the best places in Paris for a super-romantic date.”

“Mara, I think we should take Miss Laia up on her offer. You were saying how much you wanted to do something romantic.”

Mara blushed again. It was obvious she was smitten with her AI lover. “Well, okay, but it better be really romantic.”

I held my hand over my heart. “I promise it will be the perfect spot to be all lovey-dovey and then have super-hot sex!”

“Yay! I would like to be lovey-dovey with you Mara and have lots of super-hot sex.”

Mara smiled and stroked KATT’s wheel again. “Okay, honey, sounds good.”

“Great, it’s settled!” I cheered. “Um, are you guys authorized to catch bad guys?”

Mara nodded. “Yup. Are you?”

“Uhhhh…”

“How were you going to capture them?”

“Usually I just have sex with people and that does it.”

“That is an excellent strategy,” KATT told me. “Mara employs that strategy quite often.”

“I do not!”

“Mara, should I relate all the criminal ladies you just had sex with and how many times each of them made you orgasm?”

“Ack! Definitely not! Stop sharing all these facts that make me look slutty.”

“But isn’t being slutty a good thing?” KATT asked.

“It’s a great thing!” I cheered. “Are you with some slutty police organization?”

“No!” Mara replied. “We’re with the IJF.”

“Insanely Jizz-Covered Females?” I guessed.

“What? No, what kind of group would that be?”

“A really cool one?”

“Mara was recently covered in cum from five different women as well as her own,” KATT helpfully supplied.

I grinned. “Oh nice! No wonder you’re in the IJF.”

“It stands for Independent Justice Foundation,” Mara told me while sinking down in her seat again.

“Oh, I guess that’s cool too. But I think my name is way better.”

“I agree,” KATT said. “I will suggest that name change to Director Brooks.”

“No you won’t!” Mara replied, sitting back up. “I get in enough trouble as it is with him.”

“Well, please let me know what other sexy names you come up with instead, Mara.”

Mara sighed. “Will do, KATT.”

“In the meantime, check out my tits!” I raised my shirt and shook my massive melons for them.

Mara’s eyes got twice as big. “Oh my God, they’re huge!”

“They certainly are,” KATT agreed. “And according to my analysis, they conform to ideal shape and buoyancy as preferred by readers of Tasty Tits magazine.”

I hopped in the seat, bouncing my tasty tits. “Yes! That’s the greatest compliment ever!”

“Wait, there’s a Tasty Tits magazine?” Mara asked.

“Affirmative. I have researched all adult magazines and sites in order to learn the best ways to turn you into a total slut, Mara.”

“KATT! That’s not why you should be looking at those sites.”

“It isn’t? But my duty is to make you as slutty as possible.”

“Who the heck said that was your duty?”

“Miss Kasumi.”

“That little…”

“And you have requested it many times while in the throes of lovemaking.”

Mara blushed. “Oh, um, I… guess that’s true.”

“Don’t worry,” I told her, still with my tits out. “I have a subscription to Tasty Tits and can lend you all my old copies.”

“You should be in Tasty Tits!” Mara blurted out before covering her mouth. “Oops, did I say that out loud?”

“You sure did, Mara,” KATT told her cheerfully. “But I agree with your assessment. Miss Laia’s breasts are worthy of gracing the cover of the magazine.”

I beamed, shaking my boobs all over the place. “Hear that girls, you’re going to be famous!” I made a mental note to contact the Tasty Tits publishers and send them a bunch of topless pics right after I returned the anal plug to the museum.

Mara crossed her arms and pouted.

“Oh no!” I cried. “I’m being a haughty titty girl! I’m sorry!” No one liked girls bragging about their boobs unless those boobs were being shoved in someone’s face. “Here, let’s see your tits!” Before Mara could protest, I yanked her shirt clear off. I was very talented at stripping hot girls.

“Hey!” she complained, covering her chest. “Who said you could strip me?”

“I think it was an excellent idea,” KATT said. “But please stop covering your immaculate bosom, Mara.”

Mara instantly complied, obviously happy to do any sexy thing her AI lover requested. She blushed as she displayed her magnificent breasts. They were significantly smaller than mine but incredibly firm and incredibly yummy-looking.

“Ooh, those are great tits!” I told her

“They certainly are,” KATT agreed. “And remember, Mara, you are the most beautiful woman in the world.”

Mara blushed. “KATT, that’s… I mean…”

“Just take the compliment,” I whispered. “You’re gorgeous.”

Mara smiled. “Okay, thanks KATT. You’re the sweetest girlfriend ever.”

“Excellent. I have perfected my sweetness. I am acing being a girlfriend.”

Mara giggled. “You sure are.”

Then she turned to me. “But why did you show us your tits in the first place?”

“Oh, easy. I owe you guys for giving me a place to hide to escape those stupid-face jerks. And Laia Rios always pays her debts. Usually by showing her tits or ass. And usually by not talking about herself in the third person, which I will presently stop doing.” I smiled sheepishly.

“You can talk about yourself anyway you want if you keep showing us your amazing breasts,” Mara said.

“Affirmative,” KATT echoed.

I bounced my amazing breasts some more. These girls totally got me!

Motion outside KATT’s window caught my eye. It was the three henchies, still searching for me. “Hey, there’s the evil blokes who stole the butt plug!”

Mara raised her exquisite eyebrow. “Evil blokes?”

“Yup. I went to school in Argentina, France, and England, so I use lots of fun slang.” I thrust my boobs out farther. “I’m a world-traveling slut who’s fluent in over six million forms of communication!” I proclaimed proudly.

“Oh, you must be referencing the War of Stars,” KATT replied. “Mara introduced me to that and the asthmatic hero Darth Vader.”

Mara threw her hands in the air, which made her tits jiggle nicely. “KATT! Vader is not the hero. He’s the villain!”

“But he is part machine. Therefore, he must be heroic.”

I giggled. Since KATT was a machine herself, it made sense she would think that.

Mara tapped her lips. “Well, he does have a good redemption arc, so I suppose you’re not totally wrong.”

“Of course. AI cars are very astute. Especially at slutting up girls named Mara when they wear sexy sci-fi outfits.”

Mara blushed furiously. “Ack! You’re sexy oversharing again, KATT!”

I snatched her arm and shook her, which jiggled both our bosoms. “Ooh, do you have a Princess Leia slave girl outfit too?”

“Um…”

“She certainly does,” KATT helpfully told me. “She acts especially slutty when she wears it and begs me to treat her like a Rebel whore.”

Mara slumped in the seat, looking like she wanted to crawl underneath it. “Oh my God! KATT, you don’t have to tell every stranger all the kinky ways you dominate me.”

“But Miss Laia is not a stranger. She is a new friend.”

I nodded. “That’s right. And friends always share their kinkiest secrets with each other.”

“Oh, I did not know that,” KATT replied. “I will enter that in my data banks for future reference. And since that is a rule, I will now list the 5,286 ways Mara has been slutty, kinky, and submissive for me.”

Mara bolted up and slapped every button on KATT’s consoles. “KATT, cease sexy sharing immediately! Wait, has it really been that many ways?”

“Affirmative. You are a wonderful slut, Mara.”

Mara bit her lip as her cheeks remained rosy, looking both happy and embarrassed to receive that compliment. It made her look very cute. No wonder KATT was so smitten with her. “Could we possibly stop talking about what a slut I am and catch those crooks?”

“Sure!” I agreed. “But after that, can we go back to talking about what a big slut you are?”

“Excellent idea!” KATT said. “You are a wise human, Miss Laia.”

Mara shook her head. “You two are something all right. Now let’s figure out the best way to get the jump on them.”

Lights lit up on KATT’s dash. “I can assist with that, Mara.”

“KATT, wait, what are you going to—”

“Launching ejector seats!” At KATT’s command, the sunroof opened above us and we were launched out of the car.

“Ahhhhhh!” we screamed, surprised at KATT’s propulsion of our sexy butts.

The two henchmen searched for the sound of the screams. They finally looked up, just in time for us to crash on top of them. Mara landed with her bare tits in the face of the one goon, and my naked melons smooshed the other’s face. Landing with my tits in evildoers’ faces seemed to be a trend for me lately.

“Hey!” the henchwoman yelled, pointing at us. “Get your slutty tits out of their faces!”

“Um, I don’t think they’re complaining,” I replied. In fact, the guy below me was sighing contentedly. Yes! My breasts could diffuse any situation. Way to go tits!

Mara kept her breasts plastered to her henchie’s nose and spoke into her watch. “KATT, why the heck did you eject us while we were still topless?”

“I thought it would prove an excellent distraction to the evil blokes,” came KATT’s response. “You and Miss Laia have magnificent breasts that would distract anyone.”

Mara smiled. “Oh, um, that’s sweet, KATT. But we’re totally naked out here!”

“That is not fully accurate, Mara. You still have your pants on. Would you like me to remove those as well?”

“Um, no, that’s okay, KATT. I think I’ll keep them on for now.”

I was considering asking KATT to remove my shorts when the henchwoman grabbed the anal plug from the ground. I hadn’t noticed it had rolled out of my hip satchel after my crash landing.

Her eyes lit up. “Haha, it’s mine!” she said in a very henchwomany kind of way, then took off down the sidewalk.

“After her!” Mara cried, leaping up and sprinting after the woman, with her tits bouncing all over.

“It’s Topless Jogging Day!” I announced, bolting after my new friend.

Several French women removed their tops and ran after us, their magnificent French breasts bouncing in the breeze. If it’s one thing you could count on with French women, it was that they loved excuses to show off their hot tits. What a great country!

I caught up with Mara, but not without a lot of effort: she was in excellent shape. “I thought you’d be embarrassed to show off your boobs to everyone,” I said.

“Catching bad guys comes first,” she replied, her eyes laser-focused on our quarry.

I smiled, appreciating her determination to catch crooks as well as her determination to show me her yummy tits.

We veered around the pedestrians, our bare breasts touching several of them, which got us a bunch of nice French compliments.

“KATT, try to get ahead of her and cut her off!” Mara said into her watch.

“Affirmative. I will assist in catching the beautiful crook while you continue shaking your slutty tits.”

“Wow, she really loves your boobs,” I commented.

Mara nodded. “Yup, she’s a very horny AI car.”

“That’s an excellent use of AI technology! Now shake those tits some more. We need to catch this sexy chick!”

We ran faster and shook our tits harder, much to the delight of all passersby.

KATT roared onto the sidewalk in front of the henchwoman, blocking her path.

The sneaky criminal slid across KATT’s hood and continued her escape. Curses! This was one agile sexpot!

And she wasn’t the only one. Mara slid even more gracefully across her girlfriend’s hood, looking like a stuntwoman in an 80s action movie. So cool!

Well, I wasn’t going to be the only non-cool chick. I launched myself into the air, picturing my amazing traversal across KATT’s hood.

But instead I landed flat on my tits and face, sprawled on top of KATT like a half-nude hood ornament.

“Miss Laia, are you attempting to give me a car wash with your enormous breasts? They would make excellent cleaning tools.”

“Um, yes! Exactly, KATT. I totally did not just fall on my face like a doofus. But let me help Mara catch this crook, and then we’ll both wash you with our naughty tits.”

“Excellent. Mara loves soaping up her nude body and writhing all over me.”

I hopped off the hood, picturing a wet, soapy, nude Mara gyrating sensually across KATT’s hood, doors, and roof. Human/robot car relationships were hot!

When I caught up to Mara again, sweat stained her chest, making her tits look even hotter. And then I noticed my girls were covered in sweat too. I was one wet slut!

“Was KATT telling you more embarrassing stuff about me?” she asked.

“Yup!”

Mara rolled her eyes. “Why does she think she needs to tell everyone how slutty I am?”

“Because it’s fun! And you are really slutty.”

“Hey! How the heck do you know? We just met.”

“Oh, I can always tell when I meet a fellow slut. It’s one of my many incredible talents. We super-sluts need to stick together!”

Mara tried to frown but she wound up laughing. “Well, I guess that makes sense. And it makes me feel better that I beg KATT to treat me like a dirty whore all the time.”

“Yes! Being a dirty whore is so cool! You’re one smart girl!”

Mara smiled, obviously won over by my effervescent naked charm.

Ahead of us was Place de la Concorde, the largest square in the city, which marked the eastern end of the Champs-Élysées. In the square were two famous fountains, Fontaine des Mers and Fontaine des Fleuves, commemorating both sea and river commerce in France.

Our quarry ran toward the sea fountain, which was nine meters tall and adorned with half-naked sculptures. That made me wonder if fucking a statue would be fun.

KATT skidded to a stop in front of the fountain, making the fleeing felon leap onto the structure’s circular edge.

“Soak her, KATT!” Mara yelled.

“Affirmative, Mara. I will get her nice and wet.” A powerful blast of water shot out of KATT’s grill, hitting the woman square in the chest and knocking her backward.

She splashed into the fountain, flailing around like a sexy fish.

“Great shot, partner!” Mara told her AI buddy before leaping into the water.

I followed her and we both tackled the woman, so now there were three wet girls flailing around, two of them topless.

Of course, before long, we were all topless. The woman’s shirt got yanked off during our struggles and then somehow all our shorts, pants, and underwear were removed too. It was a sexy strip-fight!

So now there were three fully nude girls thrashing about in the fountain, our hair and bodies completely soaked.

Needless to say, these antics led to quite a crowd gathering, who marveled at how much free live porn was available in Paris.

Mara and I managed to subdue the feisty gal, using our soaked panties to tie her hands behind her back. Sexy panties had lots of cool uses!

I gave my new crime-fighting friend a high five and then hugged her, smooshing our naked tits together. I felt her nipples harden against mine and was proud to make her all hot and bothered. Because she was sure making me feel the same way!

“Where’s the butt plug?” I inquired, searching the clear aqua water.

“Um…” Mara replied, blushing and wiggling around.

“Hey! Are you hiding it?”

“No! Well, sort of.”

“Huh?”

She yanked me closer and whispered in my ear. “It’s in my ass.”

“How the heck did it get shoved up your ass?” I shouted, much to Mara’s chagrin and the delight of everyone standing around the fountain.

“I didn’t know Americans were such ass sluts,” a nearby French girl said.

“Oh yeah,” her friend replied. “They like it up the butt almost as much as we do.”

I smiled. French and American girls were awesome!

Mara plastered her body to me, moving us so her back was against one of the sexy statues.

I held her tightly, never one to complain when a beautiful woman pressed her nude body against me. “Ooh, do you want to fuck?”

“Ack! No! Well, um, not in front of all these people. I’m using you to hide my naughty bits.”

“Hey! Why is it okay that they can see my naughty bits?”

“Because you seem like a girl who loves showing off your amazing tits and ass to everyone.”

I bit my lip, then nodded. “Yup! That’s exactly the kind of girl I am. And, hey, thanks for the great compliments!”

“Sure thing. But how do we get out of here without everyone seeing the butt plug in my ass?”

“We bend you over the edge of the fountain and I yank it out while everyone watches you whimper all slutty-like!”

“What?!! What kind of plan is that?”

“A very sexy one.”

“I concur, Mara,” KATT said through her human partner’s wrist communicator. “It is very sexy when you whimper and get fucked in the ass.”

“Not helping, KATT!”

“Oh no. How may I be of assistance? Would you like me to insert a larger anal plug inside your tight hiney?”

“No! I mean, later, absolutely! But right now, we need to get rid of all these peepers.”

“I can assist with that,” KATT replied cheerfully. She did a quick 180 and pointed her tail lights at us. A panel slid open above her rear bumper and smoke poured out. It wasn’t toxic, but it did provide a great smoke screen for me and Mara.

We grabbed the sexy crook and made a beeline for KATT’s blinking lights, an effective beacon in the thick smoke.

We tossed the bound woman into the passenger seat, where KATT restrained her with the seatbelt.

I slid into the rear and Mara hopped into the driver’s seat.

“Oh fuck!” she yelped.

“What’s wrong?” I asked, poking my head up from the back.

“When I sat down, the anal plug got rammed in even farther!”

“Great!” I replied.

“Excellent!” KATT echoed.

“Incroyable!” the henchwoman cried.

Mara stared at us, apparently not realizing we’d all be huge fans of her getting butt fucked.

“I gotta lay in the back,” she said, climbing into the rear and falling on top of me so we were sprawled out on the back seat.

“You’re right!” I said. “This is much better.”

Mara rolled her eyes but kept her nude, fit body pressed against me. “KATT, can you get us out of here?”

“Right away, Mara.” KATT sped off, emerging from the smoke onto the Champs-Élysées and roaring down the avenue.

The beautiful crook squirmed in the front seat, trying to get free, but KATT held her tightly to the seat.

In the back, Mara and I wiggled our wet, nude bodies against each other.

“Um, could you maybe get this anal plug out of me?” Mara asked.

“Sure,” I replied, sliding out from beneath her and straddling her athletic thighs.

“I have a better idea,” KATT said. “I think Miss Laia should fuck you with the anal plug while I attend to your scrumptious pussy.”

“KATT!” Mara protested. “That’s… do you really think I have a scrumptious pussy?”

I smiled. No girl could resist nice pussy compliments.

“Of course,” KATT replied. “It is my favorite human vagina in the world.”

Mara blushed. “Oh, um, that’s nice. Thanks, KATT.”

“You are very welcome, Mara. Now please prepare to be fucked.” The middle section of the backseat rose a few inches, elevating Mara’s hot ass. Restraints lashed her arms and legs to the seat, pinning her in place. KATT was very thorough in tying up her slutty human girlfriend.

“Ack!” Mara yelped. “KATT, I can’t move!”

“Naturally. Tying you up is an excellent way to get you to be a submissive slut.”

“Ooh, I’m the same way,” I told them. “I’ll do any slutty thing a girl wants if I’m tied up and all helpless.”

“Mara is very similar, Miss Laia. If you begin your exploration of her tight rear end, you will hear her utter very slutty things.”

“Let’s do it!” I cheered. I grabbed the base of the anal plug and began working it in and out of Mara’s tightest hole.

“Ohhhh fuck!!” she squealed. “It’s really filling my ass!”

“Yup,” I agreed. “Your butt looks great filled with a hot historical toy.”

“You will look even better with your pussy stuffed,” KATT remarked. A huge dildo emerged from the seat and moved forward, opening Mara’s glistening lips.

The hot IJF operative moaned in delight as KATT slid slowly into her. “Ohhh, KATT! I love it when you’re inside me.”

“And I love being inside you, Mara. Your vagina is very warm and cozy.”

I smiled. KATT totally knew how to turn on human girls. We loved having our pussies described as warm and cozy.

And it definitely worked on Mara. “Please fuck my pussy and ass and treat me like a whore!” she begged.

“Right away, Mara!” KATT and I said, getting to work on the scrumptious pussy and ass that were under our control.

Mara whimpered and moaned and shimmied on the seat as we filled both her holes again and again.

The sex toy thief craned her neck to try to see the sexy shenanigans going on behind her. “No fair!” she complained. “I want to get fucked too!”

“Mara, should I also perform sexual stimulation to our passenger?” KATT inquired.

“Ohhhhhh!” Mara screamed in ecstasy. “S… sure, go ahead! It… it’s not fair she’s the only one not having sex.”

“Mon Dieu!” the girl cried as KATT impaled her on another one of her juicy artificial cocks.

“Awww,” I gushed. “That’s so sweet of you. You make sure criminals have awesome orgasms too!”

“Oh fuck, I’m having an awesome orgasm right now!” Mara screamed even more and squirted out her juicy goodness. It covered KATT’s seat and my thighs.

“You’re a great squirter!” I told her.

“Th… thank you!” she replied, squirting a bunch more.

“Miss Laia, do you also like to squirt?” KATT asked.

“Oh my God, I love it!!! I’m a squirting machine!”

“Excellent. You and Mara share many of the same slutty attributes.”

For once, Mara didn’t complain about being called a slut. She was too busy having mind-blowing orgasms. “Yes! I’m a huge fucking slut!!”

After Mara finished squirting, which lasted quite a while, we dropped off the sexy criminal to the local authorities. She didn’t mind so much after experiencing her own phenomenal orgasms.

Then KATT decided Mara and I should be fucked together. She drove to a remote spot overlooking the city and had me climb on top of Mara in the driver’s seat.

She used more of her nifty restraints to bind our bodies together and then used multiple gadgets to fuck our pussies and asses.

We writhed our bodies together, moaning deliriously as we were fucked out of our minds.

“Ohh fuck!!” I screamed. “Robot cars are so great at fucking slutty girls!”

“Y… yes!!” Mara agreed. “They’re the best! KATT, fuck us harder!”

“Right away, Mara!” She fucked us even harder, and we were soon squirting all over each other and KATT.

Mara’s body felt wonderful grinding against me, and KATT’s restraints made me feel amazingly slutty. This was totally the best use of AI technology!

“I love being a slut!!!” I cried, fully committing to being a robot whore with Mara.

“And I love being a slut to KATT!!!” Mara screamed, issuing forth an especially impressive amount of her girl juice.

“Oh, Mara!” KATT gushed. “You say the sweetest things. I will do my best to make you the biggest slut in the universe.”

“Ohhhhhh, th… thanks, KATT!” Mara moaned. It was clear that when she was in the throes of passion, she had no problem admitting she loved being a huge robot whore.

After lots of cool squirting, KATT suggested we get on her hood. As a newly minted robot slut, I wasn’t going to refuse anything she suggested.

So we climbed on, Mara lying on her stomach with me on top of her, my tits pressing against her back.

KATT tied us to the hood and once again probed all our slutty holes.

We moaned and screamed so loudly they probably heard us at the top of the Eiffel Tower, which oddly was now resting in the river Seine. Mara and KATT had explained that they had just recently foiled the dastardly plot of world-renowned thief Carla Santiago, who had tried to steal the famous French landmark.

I wanted to hear more about that fascinating story, but I was too busy cumming all over Mara’s hot ass. My juices ran down her crack and into her soaked pussy, mixing with her succulent nectar.

“Oh fuck, you’re cumming all over me!” she yelped.

“I can’t help it! KATT’s an expert at fucking girls. So take my Laia sauce, you dirty slut!”

“Hey! You’re just as dirty a slut as I am!”

“Damn right! I’m a dirty relic hunting slut who needs all her holes raided!”

KATT was happy to raid our nude bodies and had us both confessing the sluttiest things imaginable.

When we finally stopped cumming, we panted on top of one another, praising KATT for her amazing ability to fuck human girls.

Then Mara insisted we do something nice for KATT, and I was more than happy to oblige.

We retrieved cleaning supplies from KATT’s trunk and soaped up our naked bodies. And then used those bodies to clean KATT’s entire chassis.

Mara instructed me in the best ways to grind against KATT to get her both clean and turn her on. Apparently, KATT got quite excited when soapy nude girls washed her with their sexy bodies.

So I pressed my soapy tits against her windows and moved up and down, making sure to get them really clean. Then I used my ass to wash the side of her door.

“Oh, Miss Laia, your posterior is ideal for cleaning cars.”

“KATT!” Mara scolded. “Don’t say she has a big butt.”

“But, Mara, I like big butts and I cannot lie. Isn’t that what the song you played for me teaches?”

Mara and I burst out laughing. Sir Mix-a-Lot was indeed an excellent instructor about rear ends.

“Don’t worry, KATT,” I said. “I’ll use my big butt to clean you all over.”

“Excellent. And Mara, don’t forget to clean my windshield wipers. I believe your pussy will be most suited to that task.”

Mara smiled. “You got it, KATT.” She lifted the windshield wipers and rubbed her slit along the rubber, part of it slipping inside her folds. “Ohhh, KATT, I love cleaning you!”

“I love it too, Mara.”

I grinned as I continued to shake my booty against KATT. It was obvious these two were in love, and it was so lovely I almost couldn’t stand it. Yay for robot car/human relationships!

After we cleaned every inch of KATT, she praised our thoroughness and sprayed us with her water gun, cleaning off the soap on our bare bodies.

“Where should we drop you off?” Mara asked.

“Oh don’t worry about me. You two should totally stay here and fuck a bunch more. It’s such a romantic spot!”

“Oh, Mara, is this a chance for us to continue our romantic date?”

Mara smiled. “It sure is.” She glanced over my wet, nude form. “But, um, you’re totally naked. How are you going to go anywhere?”

“Ah, I’m naked all the time. It’s really helpful getting good taxi fares. And maybe I’ll meet some French girls on the way and they’ll want to tie me up and fuck my wet, naked body!”

“Miss Laia has excellent priorities,” KATT commented.

Mara tapped her lips. “Um, well, I guess she does.”

I gave them my info so we could stay in touch, then walked off, shaking my curvy ass for them. “Byeeee! Have fun fucking!”

They waved. Well, Mara waved. KATT set her pussy-cleaned windshield wipers in motion as a way to signal her goodbye.

I set off down the hill, where I met several French girls who all tossed me into their barns, where we had a literal roll in the hay.

Being naked in France was the best!


Bonus Story Further Reading

If you’d like more of Mara and KATT, they star in their own series! Check out those books below!
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Sex with My Robot Car - Books 1-3

[image: Dating My Robot Car - eBook Cover]

Dating My Robot Car (Book 4)

The events of the Bonus Story take place before the events of Laia’s main adventure in this book and after the events of the Bonus Story in Book 1.

The Bonus Story takes place just after the events of Ravished by My Robot Car (Book 3 in Mara and KATT’s adventures).


Get Sexy and Nude Pics and Videos on my Substack

You can get tons of sexy and nude pics and videos of my characters on my Substack page.

Check out the sexy fun on Substack!
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Get the Nude Cover on Substack

Get the Nude Cover on my Online Store


More Fun and Sexy Books
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The Adventures of Elena and Ned, Gargoyle P.I.
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Submissive Princess: Training to be a Royal Slut
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Little Red Riding Slut: Sexy Fairytale Adventures
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Princess Leia Orgasma: Forest Slut

Sign up for my E-Mail List and get a free eBook!

Visit RileyRoseErotica.com or my Online Store to check out more of my books and stories!

E-Mail: Riley@RileyRoseErotica.com

Facebook: Facebook.com/RileyRoseErotica

Twitter: @RileyRoserotica

Instagram: @RileyRoseErotica


About the Author

Riley Rose writes comedic sci-fi, fantasy, urban fantasy, and erotica. Riley has published over sixty books, penning both original works as well as fun parodies of Star Wars, Star Trek, Knight Rider, G.I. Joe, and Tomb Raider. Riley’s goal is to write fun characters who have zany adventures that make readers smile. Riley has also hosted panels at comic cons and book festivals across North America and is usually pretending to be a tomb raider when not writing. Find out more at RileyRoseErotica.com.
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