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CHAPTER ONE



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 that 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 tone 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.”

Okay, I know I haven’t talked much about anal so far, but that’s another one of my secret fantasies. I mean I’ve used some of my slutty sex toys in my ass, but I’ve always wanted a hot girl to finger me and make me beg her for more. Um, that’s another kinky fetish that’s just between us, okay?

Unfortunately, the hot Amazon behind me didn’t take me up on any of my offers. Geez, why she’d 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 our 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 be 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 behind me. 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 she was 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 bitch.”

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


















































































































































