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CHAPTER ONE





My name is Laia Rios. Well, officially it’s Laia Elena Rios Rodriguez. You get lots of names when you’re Argentinian. But you can just call me Laia. I’m an adventurer and relic hunter. Yup, it’s pretty awesome, traveling the world and getting to explore ancient temples, ruined castles, and creepy crypts. But there’s a downside to all that too. Which is I often get myself in way over my head. Like right now, for instance, I happen to be running for my life.

The frantic running was happening just north of the small town of Calçoene in Amapá, Brazil. That’s in the Amazon Jungle basin, so at least it will be really picturesque if I die here. I had just found an amazing relic in the Parque Arqueológico do Solstício - oh that’s where there’s a really cool megalithic stone circle that most people call the Amazon Stonehenge. Archaeologists still aren’t totally sure what it was used for, but the most prevalent theory is that a sophisticated indigenous culture used it as an astronomical observatory. Pretty cool, right?

I managed to figure out when the sun is at a specific angle, it shines through a hole in one of the stones and pointed the spot to buried artifacts. Of course, I had to be there on this exact date and this exact time for it to work. So maybe I was a little lucky. But all good artifact hunting is part research, part luck. Oh, and a lot of running.

I was being chased by a bunch of treasure hunters. Shitheads who are just out for profit. If they got their hands on this tablet, they’d just sell it to the highest private bidder. I, on the other hand, was going to bring it to one of the many museums I work with. The tablet I found buried near the stones had some kind of ancient writing on it, but not one I had seen before, and trust me I’ve seen a lot of them. If this was the language of the unknown indigenous people, it was a tremendous find and would need to be studied by the top linguists and archaeologists in the world. Not sold to some greedy collector.

As I hurtled through the jungle, I heard a bunch of curses in different languages behind me. I was fluent in almost a dozen languages and had passable knowledge of many others, so I picked up most of the rude remarks. I ignored them and picked up the pace, my athletic legs sprinting as fast as possible.

Something whizzed by my ear. Great. Now they were shooting at me. Okay that was it.

I rolled along the ground, dodging more bullets, and tossed a smoke bomb at their feet. Black clouds surrounded them. They coughed and staggered around blindly.

When the closest one stumbled out of the smoke, I emerged like a shadow from the trees. I brought my knee up hard to his abdomen, knocking the wind out of him, then followed with an elbow to the back of his neck, sending him face first into the ground.

I plucked a pair of throwing knives out of my belt and tossed them into the hands of another two hunters. They yelled in pain and dropped their guns. I was on them in an instant, dropping one with a spinning sweep kick and the other with a reverse roundhouse kick. I had studied Muay Thai, Taekwondo, and Jujitsu, and it was great getting to use my martial arts training to give these fuckers a beatdown.

I leapt onto a branch and swung forward, kicking two more goons in the face. The last one leveled his gun at me. I dove into a denser part of the jungle, his bullets tearing chunks out of the trees.

I ripped through the lush foliage, getting hit in the face with branches. I could hear them hot on my heels. I also heard rushing water up ahead. Very loud rushing water.

I emerged from the thick overgrowth and saw the top of a waterfall. I had a second to decide what to do. Yup, I was diving off it. The ancient tablet was in a water-tight pouch in my satchel, so I knew it would be fine. Whether I’d be fine was another matter. But believe it or not, this wasn’t the first time I had jumped off a waterfall while being pursued by bad guys.

I glanced behind me and saw them come out of the jungle. Their eyes went wide as they saw what I was about to do. I leapt off the top into a swan dive. Hey, if you’re going to do something crazy, might as well do it in style. Bullets flew past me as I plummeted. And plummeted. Holy shit, this waterfall was way higher than I thought.

I let out a scream and then remembered to take a breath right before I hit the water. I pierced the crystal blue surface and frog-kicked underneath it, away from the roaring water.

I emerged and looked behind me. I could just make out my pursuers on top of the waterfall. There was no way they were going to jump. And there wasn’t any other way down. It would take them hours to backtrack and make their way here. Suck it you treasure trolls!

I swam to the shore and hauled myself out. I checked on the stone tablet. It made it in one piece and was totally dry inside its bag. I couldn’t say the same for me. I was soaking wet.

I yanked my blue tank top over my head, my ample, perky tits bouncing as they were exposed. I shimmied out of my tan shorts and black panties, revealing an incredibly shapely ass and the rest of my athletic and curvy 25 year-old body.

I laid my clothes out to dry on the bank and stretched out naked on the grass, soaking in the warmth of the Brazilian sun. I let my long, dark brown hair lay out to the side, so it would dry more quickly. I could relax for a bit and still be out of here long before those idiots ever made it down here. And okay, secret sharing time. I loved sunbathing nude. The warmth felt great but also the thought that anyone could walk up and see me gave me a thrill. I mean I was kind of off the beaten path, but still.

I gazed down my body. Droplets of water glistened off my breasts, stomach, and thighs. I imagined a water nymph emerging from the lake and pleasuring me like only a goddess could. Okay, so another secret, I like to think up fun sexual fantasies. A lot.

This one was really turning me on. My one hand squeezed my left breast and nipple while the other traveled down my smooth stomach. It found my pussy, which was already wet, and not just from the waterfall. I rubbed my lips, uttering a soft moan. I could feel myself getting wetter and slipped one finger inside, probing all the most sensitive parts of my pussy.

I really wanted to slide in another finger, but I pretended the water nymph was teasing me, working me up and making me beg for it. I fucked myself harder with my finger as I played with my nipples. God, I needed that second finger so bad.

“Oh yes! Fuck me you water goddess! Make me cum for you!” I cried out. So, um, yeah I like to really get into these fantasies. Fuck, I guess I’m just going to reveal all my slutty secrets today.

I slipped the second finger inside, and my hips bucked from how good it felt. I moaned loudly as I plunged my fingers into my soaked pussy. I went harder and harder. Feeling my orgasm building. Ohhh, it was going to feel so good when the water nymph forced me to cum.

I was almost there when I heard someone clear their throat. I sat up, yanking my fingers out of my pussy, and saw a gorgeous young woman staring at me.

She waved awkwardly. “Um, hello.”

I waved and realized I was using the hand coated in my pussy juices. I flung it down quickly, embarrassed.

“What… Who… How long have you been standing there?”

“I’m Gabriela. I like to come here on walks and look at the waterfall. I find it very peaceful. And, um, I’ve been here for all your hot sex with your pretend water nymph.”

I put my hands over my face and fell back onto the grass, groaning. How did I get myself into these mortifying situations?

I peeked between my fingers. She was still there. She was only a couple of years younger than me and was speaking in Portuguese. I wasn’t as fluent in it as some languages, but my Portuguese was pretty passable.

“Well, when you saw me, you know, couldn’t you have left?”

She gazed over the length of my body. “No.”

I would have blushed if my face wasn’t already super-red.

She bit her lip, which made her look even cuter. “I’m really sorry. I know I shouldn’t have stayed but… you’re the most beautiful woman I’ve ever seen.”

I took my hands away from my face. I could see she really meant it. She was actually quite sweet. And really pretty. And I was still really horny.

“Okay Gabriela, I’m Laia, and I would really like to have sex with you. So do you mind stripping and getting between my legs?”

“Oh I would love to!”

She had her clothes off in two seconds. Guess I wasn’t the only one anxious to be fucked. I took in her loveliness. Wow. Her breasts were amazing. The curves of her hips were incredibly sexy. And she had a super-cute pussy. Suddenly, I didn’t mind it at all that those assholes shot at me and made me jump off a waterfall.

She dove onto the ground and put her mouth between my thighs. Damn, this girl didn’t waste time. Her tongue ran up and down my slit, sending shivers of pleasure through me. She licked my lips and probed inside me. I thrashed around as the sensations seemed to course through my entire body.

Her tongue fucking was just as good or better than anything a real water nymph could have done.

“Oh fuck Gabriela, don’t stop!”

She dove deeper into my drenched pussy. My back arched off the ground, thrusting my tits into the air. God, my pussy was burning in bliss.

Her tongue flicked to my clit. And everything I had felt up until this point paled in comparison. I scream-moaned as my entire body was wracked with pleasure. I twisted all over, having no control over my body, the sensations being too overwhelming.

Gabriela didn’t let up for a second. She alternated between sucking and licking my clit. Licking faster. Sucking harder.

“Gabriela, you’re making me cum!”

Upon hearing this she sucked super-hard on my clit and my orgasm burst out of me. My juices flowed onto my thighs and into Gabriela’s mouth. She happily lapped them up, which just made me hotter and made me keep cumming.

My body convulsed a few more times as more orgasms hit me.

Finally, I lay still. I breathed heavily as Gabriela lay on top of me, her body soft and warm.

“So, better than a water nymph?” she cooed into my ear.

“Much better.”

I smiled and brought her mouth into mine. She tasted sweet, and I ran my fingers through her hair as our tongues got to know each other.

We spent several minutes kissing and caressing each others’ bodies.

Then I brought her up to a sitting position and positioned myself behind her, wrapping my legs around her.

“You don’t get to have all the fun,” I purred, as I brushed the hair back from her ear.

She moaned softly as I pressed my tits against her back and then reached around and took both of hers into my hands. She gasped as I squeezed, and my fingers found her hard nipples.

“Do water nymphs like to be fucked hard?” I whispered.

“Uh huh,” is all she could get out as I squeezed both her nipples.

I let both my hands trace down her gorgeous curves until my fingers were at her inner thighs. I rubbed and massaged all around her pussy without actually touching it.

She writhed against me, wanting me to enter her. I teased her a little more, then rubbed her pussy lips with one hand as my other hand returned to her nipples and my tongue danced inside the curves of her ear.

Doing all three things at once made her moan like crazy as she squirmed under my touch.

“Oh God, Laia, you’re… making me so wet.”

I could certainly tell from all her sweet juices that were spilling onto my fingers. I softly rubbed her lips and slit until I knew she couldn’t take it any more.

I slipped two fingers inside her and felt her whole body tighten up in pleasure. I moved in and out slowly, exploring all the spots that made her moan the loudest.

I picked up speed and plunged into her depths as thoroughly as I would an ancient tomb. Her pussy was nice and tight, and it hugged my fingers every time I entered her.

I slid my other hand back down and played with her clit as my fingers kept pounding her. And as I ear banged her with my tongue.

She let out some of the sexiest noises I’ve ever heard as my fingers circled her clit and went as deep as possible into her pussy.

Her screams got louder. I could feel her body tense up in that way mine did right before I came. I squeezed her clit and stuck both my fingers into her as deep as possible. And out gushed a huge orgasm.

I spun her around and thrust my mouth onto her clit, making her cum even harder and getting her juices all over my face and mouth. I licked them up greedily. Hey, it was only fair to return the favor.

When her orgasms finally subsided, I pulled her against me and held her tightly.

“That… that was amazing,” she told me.

I smiled. “You’re amazing.”

She looked up and kissed me. I gazed into her eyes and then to the water that was nearly the same color.

“Wanna go for a swim?”

“Sure. I am your water nymph after all.”

I smiled and we ran into the water, splashing each other.

And by swim, I really meant more fucking. Which we did. Though afterward we also swam and kissed and tried to dunk each other underwater.

We finally came out, clean and refreshed from the cool water and put our clothes back on.

We walked back to town together, exchanged info, and kissed goodbye. With all my travels around the world, it was very possible I’d see her again. And we could have more nymphtastic fun.

Then I made my way to the airport to begin my long flight back to France.

I was ready to get back home.













CHAPTER TWO





I made a quick stopover in Argentine Patagonia first. To give the stone tablet to the Museo Paleontológico Egidio Feruglio, one of my favorite museums to go to as a kid and a place filled with experts on indigenous cultures in South America.

Then it was off to Paris and a train ride from there to Marseille. I could have flown there of course but taking the train was special to me. My parents would always take me on the train from Paris to Marseille when I was a kid.

Okay here’s the deal. My parents loved history and ancient cultures. They were also super-successful, setting up several museums throughout the world. That made them very well off financially and also let me travel the globe with them. Pretty amazing when you’re a kid.

Now here’s the sad part. They died when I was ten. Yeah, it sucks. Like completely sucks. Their private plane went down in the Andes and neither they nor the wreckage was ever found. Another reason I like to take trains as much as possible.

So I inherited all their wealth, including the French château I currently used as my main base of operations. Having globe-trotting parents meant I had a very diverse education. I went to primaria in Argentina, lycée in France, and university in England. Spanish, French, and English were all like a first language to me. My accent was an interesting mix of all three, many people calling it exotic and sexy.

So we’d often stay at the château and take the high speed train from Paris, which only took about three and a half hours. I’d sit in between my parents and they would read me a book, doing funny and scary voices for the different characters. And afterward I would curl up on my dad’s lap as my mom stroked my hair, lulling me into a peaceful sleep.

It was one of my fondest memories. So nowadays, I’d always read one of our favorite books when I took the train, glancing at the beautiful French countryside from time to time. And then I’d curl up on the two seats and take a little nap, imagining my parents were there with me.

There was a motorcycle waiting for me in Marseille, and I roared along the A50 for about an hour until I reached my château on the Mediterranean just outside of Toulon.

As I swung my leg over the motorcycle to dismount, I saw a distinguished gentleman just shy of 60 waiting for me outside the front door.

This was Alastair Beaumont.

Half French, half English, all proper and overprotective. Formally, he was my parent’s butler. He traveled wherever we went in the world and was probably my parents’ best friend.

He also helped raise me since I was born. And after my parents died, he completely raised me by himself. So to me he wasn’t my butler. He was my surrogate father. And the most important person in my life.

“Alastair!”

I flung myself into his arms and hugged him fiercely. He returned the embrace just as tightly.

“Welcome home sweetpea. I’m so glad you made it back safe.”

That was his nickname for me from when I was a kid. I actually loved that he still called me that. It gave me a warm feeling inside.

“Just a few scummy treasure hunters to deal with. Nothing I couldn’t handle.”

“Come inside and tell me all about it.”

He grabbed my bag off the ground and slung it over his shoulder. I tried telling him like a million times that he didn’t have to carry my stuff, but he insisted. He was old-school gentlemanly that way. And stubborn. But that was part of his charm.

I slipped my arm around his waist and squeezed. I had missed the old bugger. He wrapped his other arm around my shoulders, and we walked into the house.

And when I say house, that’s a bit of an understatement. It was like the size of a castle. But a lot less drafty. Yeah it was way too big for just the two of us, but it reminded me of my parents and it, alongside my childhood home in Argentina, was the closest I ever had to a permanent residence.

I headed immediately for the super-spacious kitchen and raided the fridge and cabinets. Alastair was always awesome about making sure the place was stocked with my favorites.

I grabbed a box of Strawberry Milkshake Pop-Tarts and a container of M&M vanilla yogurt, dipped a Pop-Tart in the yogurt and shoved it in my face.

“Mmm, so good,” I said, chewing with my mouth open.

Alastair sat on the barstool next to me. “I’m glad to see my lessons in manners paid off so well.”

I shoved a Pop-Tart in his mouth before he could scold me any further.

“Oh shush Alastair and let me enjoy this sugary goodness.”

He made a face at the taste of said goodness in his mouth. Well, fine, if he didn’t like them, that just meant more for me.

“So did your trip to the Amazonian Stonehenge prove fruitful?”

“Oh fuck yeah!”

He made another face. This one stern and disapproving.

I pretended to be all proper. “I mean, yes, I made quite the delightful and fascinating discovery.”

He put on an even snootier accent than usual. “Do tell.”

“Well, using my ingenious intellect and knowledge of astronomical charts, I used the solar rays and calendrical properties of the monolith to discover a heretofore hidden stone tablet that may detail the language used by the ancient peoples of Brazil.”

“Laia, that’s remarkable!”

“Yup, and then I had amazing sex with this super-cute Brazilian girl.”

“Miss Laia!”

I smiled. He hated it when I did that. And he called me “Miss Laia” whenever he was upset or frustrated with me. Though he also called me that when he was remembering fond things from when I was a child. This time, however, was definitely because I was annoying him.

“What have I said about telling me your sexual escapades?”

“Um, tell you all about them in specific detail?”

He gave me another one of those looks. Of course, I didn’t actually want to go into detail about what I did with Gabriela. I just liked giving him a hard time.

“Okay, but just look.” I showed him a picture of me and Gabriela, arms around each other, smiling. We took it just before we parted ways.

“She’s very lovely. Now when are you going to settle down with one of these enchanting young women you keep meeting?”

I groaned. “Alastairrrr! I’m only 25. I don’t need to settle down with anyone.”

“Perhaps not. I just want you to be happy.”

“I am happy. I have you.”

He pulled my into a hug and kissed me on the top of my head.

“And you always will.”

I smiled and hopped off the barstool.

“Good sir, would you accompany me for a stroll in the garden?”

He stood up regally. “It would be an honor my lady.”

The noble-sounding speak was something we used to always do when I was younger. He still went along with it no matter how old I got.

I hooked my arm in his, and we proceeded out to the luscious and airy garden.

It was one of my mom’s favorite places. She took such exquisite care of it. I loved the vibrant fragrances of the wide variety of flowers hailing from all over the world.

Alastair and I reminisced about my parents and what a little troublemaker I could be when I was young. Okay, so yes, I was sometimes a little brat to Alastair, but it’s not like I locked him in our walk-in freezer or anything like one of my childhood friends did to her butler.

We spent a while in the garden, slipping between English, French, and Spanish as we caught up. It was nice to be able to relax with the one person who loved me more than anyone else in the world.



***



After our stroll, I went up to my bedroom and unpacked. I glanced at the picture of Gabriela on my phone and thought about all the amazing sex we had. Which made me pretty horny.

Fortunately, I had a sex dungeon in my room. Okay, okay, it wasn’t a sex dungeon. But I did have a secret section of the room where I kept a bunch of elaborate sex toys. Okay listen, this is another one of those secrets I keep revealing. Alastair cannot know about this. Like ever. That’s why I soundproofed the room. Because, well, I get pretty freaking loud.

I slid open a secret panel on the wall and entered the four digit code. A section of the wall rotated, revealing a bevy of blissful delight. I won’t list everything that was there. I mean keep following my adventures and you’ll probably get to see me try them all at some point.

But I will tell you about the one I selected for today. It was a machine with restraints and a giant dildo attached to a saddle. It was one of my absolute favorites.

I stripped out of my clothes and hopped on cowgirl style. I ran my pussy along the outside of the pretend cock, getting nice and wet. I imagined it was a sexy female android with an attachable penis who was getting ready to make me take her huge, robot dick. Hey, I told you I have lots of elaborate fantasies.

When I was nice and lubricated, I lowered myself onto the huge shaft. Ohh, God, it felt good.

Restraints automatically bound my ankles and knees. I slipped my wrists into other restrains and my arms were yanked straight behind me. Semi-circular mechanical clasps fastened to my hips and waist.

In this position, I couldn’t move at all. I was completely helpless. Okay, well, the machine was programmed to my voice so technically I could have it release me whenever I wanted. And if for some reason the voice commands didn’t work, I knew how to get out of the restraints. But it made me hot to think I wasn’t able to.

“Fuck me with your huge cock!” I yelled, which was the key phrase for the machine to start fucking me. Sure, I could have programmed it to go on “Begin” or “Engage” but my choice was way sexier.

The clasps around my waist and hips raised me up and brought me back down onto the silicon cock. I gasped as it lowered me all the way down, making me take the entire thing.

It began fucking me slowly, lifting my hips up and forcing them back down. I wasn’t doing anything. The position I was bound in prevented me from moving my hips at all. I specifically did it so the machine would be the one in control, fucking me as it desired.

Now you might be thinking I control the machine. True, but I programmed it to randomize the way it fucked me, so it was different every time, and I never knew exactly what kind of incredible fucking I was going to receive.

It sped up, pounding my pussy down faster and harder on the cock. I imagined the android chick had me tied up, helpless, and was ramming me down on her cock, making me her little robot slut.

I moaned loudly as my juices ran down the pleasure-providing sex toy.

“Oh God!” I screamed as it went even faster, my ass slapping loudly against the saddle as my pussy got plundered.

Then it abruptly changed techniques. It raised me all the way up and off its cock and then slammed me all the way down. Hard.

Holy shit! It had never done that before. It did it again. And again. Each time its precision was completely accurate, spearing my pussy every time it was lifted off the dildo.

Being forced to take the entirety of its hugeness, and with such force, rocked my body in a way I wasn’t prepared for. I let out a scream of pure pleasure. Okay slight pain but mostly pleasure. My juices came pouring out of me every time I was lifted off its cock. God, it was really making me its slut today.

After fucking me like that for a while and making me writhe and moan, it went back to its original way of fucking me, keeping its dick inside me, but doing it at super-sonic speeds. What I liked to call jackhammering me.

My ass and pussy slammed down at inhuman speeds. Completely incomprehensible words and sounds came out of my mouth as my brain was overloaded with pleasure and my pussy was completely owned by the pleasure machine. It was fucking me however it wanted, and I felt so hot submitting to it.

“Oh God, make me your little slut!” I managed to barely get out. That was the signal that I was on the brink of orgasm.

I didn’t think it was possible, but it went even faster than it had before.

I came almost instantaneously. My whole body seized up and then spasmed uncontrollably as the machine fucked me mercilessly.

“Ahhhh, I’m cumming!” I screamed. Which was totally true but also let the sex robot know it should wrap things up soon.

It made me cum a few more times, each one wracking my body with the most rapturous feelings.

When I thought it was done, it added a few extra thrusts, making me squeal and setting off mini-orgasms within me.

It pulled me down into one last huge thrust, making me moan incredibly loud and sending shivers all through my body.

The restraints released me and I fell forward, catching myself on the floor. The robot cock still inside me.

I eased myself off it and lay on my back, recovering. Wow. That was the best fucking it had given me yet. It was getting better and better at learning what I liked and surprising me.

I patted the saddle and cleaned the entire thing off.

I then hopped in the shower and cleaned myself.

I dried my hair and tied a short, aqua robe around me. I put on my favorite bunny slippers and went downstairs to find Alastair.



***



I found Alastair in the study, reading an old book. This was his favorite place to relax.

I plopped down next to him and tucked my legs underneath me, peeking at the cover.

“The Princess and the Dragon!” I exclaimed. It was my favorite book when I was a kid.

He smiled. “Yes, our reminiscing in the garden made me think of how often I would sit here and read this to you.”

“Only like a billion times.”

“And you loved it just as much every time.”

“Will you read it to me now?”

“I would be delighted.”

I curled up against him, like I did when I was little, and rested my head on his shoulder. He wrapped his arm around me and began to read.

“Alastair, you’re doing the dragon’s voice all wrong.” He heard that a lot from me when I was a kid. But, hey, the dragon has a very distinctive voice. It needed to be done right.

“A thousand pardons Miss Laia.”

He adjusted to a deeper, more regal-sounding voice.

“Much better.” I settled in to be taken away to the most amazing fantasy world in literature.

I must have dozed off at some point. I woke up in Alastair’s arms as he carried me upstairs. Barely awake, I wrapped my arms around his neck and rested my head against his chest.

He gently put me down in my bed, pulled the covers over me, and kissed me on the head.

“Goodnight Miss Laia.”

I curled up on my side, half-asleep. “Goodnight Alastair. I love you.”

“I love you too Laia.”

I heard him pad away softly and the sound of the door closing, just before I drifted off to sleep.



***



I woke up feeling super-refreshed. There’s nothing like your own bed after trying to sleep on a plane.

I bounded down the stairs and into the kitchen, where Alastair was making breakfast.

I went up on my tiptoes and kissed him on the cheek. “Morning Alastair! Thanks for taking care of me last night.”

“It was my pleasure sweetpea.”

“What are you making?”

“Avocado Tofu Toast.”

I wrinkled my nose. “Alastair. Are you trying to make me try disgusting healthy food again?”

“Yes, your eating habits leave much to be desired.”

“Yeah, well throw that toast in the garbage, and let’s make some pancakes and crêpes.”

“Maybe after your eat your tofu.”

“I am not eating that.”

“Well, then you’re not getting any more Pop-Tarts. I’ve hidden your entire supply.”

“What?!”

I blew past him and flung the cabinets open, like the fate of the world depended on what I would find.

Empty. That little…

I grabbed a wooden spoon and thrust it at him threateningly.

“Alastair, where did you put my Pop-Tarts?”

“I’ll tell you after you try this.” He waved the plate of his terrible tofu in my face, wafting the smell into my nose. Gross.

“If you don’t tell me where my Pop-Tarts are, I’m going to take that tofu and shove it up your…”

He shoved a piece of toast into my mouth before I could finish. Sure, pull my own trick on me.

I spit the toast out, acting like it was disgusting. In truth, it wasn’t really that bad. But I wasn’t going to admit that to him.

“Alastair!!”

He clanked the plate down on the counter and bolted out of the room.

I chased after him. “Alastair, come back here!”

After a merry chase through the château, he finally told me where my sacred Pop-Tarts were, and I grudgingly agreed to try another piece of the tofu toast.

We were back in the kitchen, me munching on the toast and Pop-Tarts while he read the newspaper.

“You’re pretty spry for an old guy.”

“Well, someone has to keep you on your toes.”

I ate another piece of the toast. He raised an eyebrow at me.

“Okay, fine, you were right. This stupid tofu toast isn’t half bad.”

He pretended to almost faint. “My word, do my ears deceive me or did Miss Laia Rios actually admit I was right?”

I stuck my tongue out at him. “Real hysterical Alastair.”

He smiled and returned to his paper.

“Oh, this might be of interest to you.” He folded the paper, reading from it. “Archaeologists discovered a reference to the legendary Lust Idol of the Amazons.”

I snatched the paper out of his hands and read the rest of the article.

“Shit, they found it on pottery shards in Crete.”

“Indeed. Didn’t you say that was one of the less promulgated theories about the Amazons?”

“Yeah.”

I re-read the article, studying every word. So most people know the Amazons from Greek mythology. And that’s most certainly what they were - a myth. Though part of me has always wanted to find evidence that they were real. Because a race of kick-ass warrior women is pretty badass.

In legend, some accounts place the Amazons in the city of Themiskyra on the Black Sea. In reality, historians believe the Amazon legend may have come from the ancient Sarmatians and Scythians. There’s archaeological evidence that some of their women may have participated in battle.

But there was a less prevalent theory that the Amazons’ origin is actually much closer to Greece - in Minoan Crete. Which is where this new evidence of the Lust Idol was found.

The Lust Idol was a legendary object associated with the Amazons. Supposedly, if you could pass through a series of elaborate sexual traps and tests, you would find the Idol. And be granted audience with the Amazons, where wild debauchery would ensue. So, basically, my biggest fantasy. Like of all time.

I knew there was almost a zero percent chance this Lust Idol really existed, but I couldn’t pass up the chance to find out more about the Amazons and see if there was any truth to their existence.

I looked up over the paper at Alastair, giving him my most earnest apologetic look. I hated that we only had a day together and now I was running out again. The life of an intrepid adventurer.

He patted my arm. “It’s okay Laia. Go.”

I took his hand in mine. “I promise I’ll stay home longer next time. And I’ll eat as much of your tofu toast as you want. And whatever other gross, healthy stuff you make.”

His eyes lit up. “Well, I’ll have to work on a bunch of new recipes then.”

I smiled, leaned over the counter, and kissed him on the cheek.

“I’m off to Greece!”

I scampered up the stairs and began packing.
