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Chapter 1

I padded downstairs in my bunny slippers, rubbing the sleep out of my eyes. I was exhausted. Alastair and I had binged the entire season of The Princess and the Dragon and were up super-late. But it was totally worth it. It was a great adaptation of my favorite childhood story. Nothing beats princesses and dragons!

I smelled the crêpes before I made it to the kitchen. Alastair always made the yummiest breakfasts.

“Morning, Alastair,” I said with a big yawn and a bigger stretch.

“I’m over here, sweetpea,” his gentle voice came from behind me. “You’re talking to the refrigerator.”

“Huh?” I blinked my eyes open and realized I was indeed addressing the fridge. Guess I was even more tired than I thought. “Haha, I knew that. I was testing if you had gone senile yet.”

“Very droll, Miss Laia. As you know, I am fit as a fiddle. Which I need to be to keep up with your various hijinks.”

I kissed him on the cheek, then plopped onto one of the stools by the counter. “My hijinks make your life exciting. Without them, you’d just sit around here reading newspapers and listening to classical music.”

“Two excellent ways to spend one’s time.” He slid a plate of crêpes in front of me, and I immediately dug in.

“You know what an even more excellent way to spend one’s time is?” I replied while chewing noisily. “Going on a date with a hot chick!”

He sighed. “Laia, I do not need your help finding a romantic partner. And I certainly would not call a woman a ‘chick.’”

“Well, how about babe, hottie, tart, sexy pants, or slut?”

“Miss Laia!” he said with his classic aghast expression. “Those are all very inappropriate.”

I shrugged and tucked back in to my food. “They work for me.”

He rubbed his chin. “Indeed. Have you decided whether Miss Astraia or Miss Keiko is the one you want to marry?”

“Ha! Nice try at changing the subject. But we were talking about your love life and you’re not weaseling out of it. I don’t have any adventures lined up, so my new mission is to find you a beautiful, sophisticated woman to bang.”

He clanged his fork down. “Laia, please stop being so crude. And I do not need you worrying about me. It’s my job to worry about you.”

I smiled and leaned across the counter, kissing his forehead. “You’re a great worrier, Alastair. But I want you to be happy.”

“I am happy. I have a rambunctious daughter who eats unhealthily, dresses scandalously, and constantly gets into life-threatening situations.”

I stuck my tongue out at him. “Real hysterical, Alastair. I’ll have you know I don’t dress that scandalously. I’m usually naked.”

He harrumphed and returned to his breakfast. For some reason, he hated hearing about my nude shenanigans. What other kind of shenanigans were worth having?

I didn’t press him further, but I decided that I’d spend the next week finding the perfect woman for him. A woman who liked reading classic literature, going on moonlit strolls, and riding handsome old coots like a bucking bronco.

And since Alastair said he had to run a bunch of errands and wouldn’t be back until late, it was the perfect time to put my amazing plan into motion. My plans never backfired, so Alastair would have a hot honey in no time!

After he left, I strode out of the front doors of my château and took in the bright sunshine. It was a lovely Mediterranean day: perfect for streaking.

So that’s exactly what I did. I stripped out of my clothes and pranced around the front lawn, closing my eyes and letting the wind whip my hair any which way it wanted.

You might think wandering around outside in the buff was a weird thing to do. But I lived on a large estate, so there weren’t any neighbors who could spy on me. Plus, how do you think I got this amazing sun-kissed skin that had zero tan lines?

The only problem with my habit of nude frolicking was that I often didn’t pay attention to my surroundings. Or those who were in those surroundings.

When I opened my eyes, I discovered I wasn’t alone. Four men stared at me, ogling every inch of my naked flesh.

Yikes! I had forgotten it was the day the gardeners came to trim the trees and bushes. Of course, my bush could use a little trimming. I had let it grow out when I was in the Quechua village. The jungle ladies kept their bushes fluffy, so I figured it was only polite to follow suit. Though normally I liked to keep it bare or in a small heart shape so my gleaming lips were on full display. Why were they gleaming? Because I was always horny! But you know that by now: you’ve been watching me get fucked by every hot woman under the sun.

Speaking of the sun, it suddenly felt hotter, and beads of sweat ran down my thighs.

I waved awkwardly to the groundskeepers. “Um, hi guys. You’re all doing such a great job that I, uh, decided you deserved a bonus.” I did a pirouette, giving them a glimpse of all my naughty areas. “Hope you enjoy the peep show!”

Their mouths hung open and bulges grew in each of their trousers. Well, guess they were enjoying it.

I backed away, doing more awkward waving. “Well, I’ll let you get back to work. But look for more Laia Rios Nudie Shows in the future!”

I scurried away, sweating some more as I knew they were staring at my undulating ass as I ran off.

I scooted inside and closed the door, leaning back against it. Oh man, that was so embarrassing. They must think I’m a kooky nudist. Well, actually, I am a kooky nudist, so I guess it’s okay if they think that. At least they all got big erections from my nudity. Too bad I didn’t like cock. Otherwise, I would have sucked off the nearest one and asked the other three to invade my pussy and ass. Of course, ancient Greek goddess statues with cocks were another story. The next time I was back on the Amazons’ isle, I needed to pay another visit to Artemis and her huge cock.

Reminiscing about my Amazonian discovery got me nice and horny. So I ran upstairs to my room, snatched the biggest dildo I could find, and smashed my pussy on it.

“Ohhh fuck, yes!!” I screamed. Since Alastair wasn’t here, I didn’t have to worry about closing my door or being too loud. My windows were open, but I didn’t care if the gardeners heard me. They would probably assume it was part of the bonus I was providing: a sexy peep show followed by erotic cries of passion. I bet all this would inspire them to work extra hard. Either that or neglect their duties and jerk off until they came on the bushes. I had no problem with that, but Alastair had no tolerance for cum on bushes. He was weird that way. I’d have to go check the grounds after the workers had finished their tasks.

But right now I was focused on my cunt. I straddled the big pink cock and rode it cowgirl style. Fortunately, my cowboy hat was nearby, so I tossed it on and got even more into it, hooting and hollering and squirting all over the place.

“Woohoo!!” I screamed in my best Texas accent. “I’m a slutty cowgirl!!”

My orgasms became so intense I fell onto my side, squeezing the big cock as I soaked my thighs and flailed around happily.

When the largest of my climaxes had subsided, I remained on the floor, keeping the dildo within my womb, pretending that my Amazonian mistresses hadn’t given me permission to remove it. After all, I was a dirty slut and deserved huge toys in my holes all day long. Wow, kinky role-playing sure was fun! Even when there was no one else to role-play with.

But I couldn’t lie around and fuck myself all day. Wait, what? That didn’t sound like me. Oh right, I had to find a nice woman for Alastair. My horny pussy would just have to wait for more fucking. I was so proud of myself for not thinking with my cunt for once.

I showered and changed into a cute floral skirt, a light blue three-quarter-sleeved top, and white tennis shoes.

I wheeled my Kawasaki Ninja 650 motorcycle out of the large garage adjacent to the château and hopped on. It wasn’t the most powerful motorcycle I had. But it was stylish with a pleasing orange tint. More importantly, it was the last motorcycle I had ridden alongside my dad before he and my mom passed away. So it had important sentimental value.

I fastened my helmet into place and roared down the long drive leading from the château to the road.

The groundskeepers gave me friendly waves as I passed. I waved back, my face flushing underneath the helmet. Oh boy, I was going to get embarrassed every time I saw them from now on. Would they expect me to get naked on all their visits? Well, it wasn’t bad practice being a kinky exhibitionist.

I glanced over my shoulder and saw they were still staring at me with their hands down their pants. Huh? I wasn’t even naked right n… ohh, never mind. I realized my skirt was flaring up behind me, giving them a lovely view of my panties. And, of course, I was wearing a skimpy thong. Hey, what can I say? I liked the rumble of the seat against my pussy. Well, I guess everyone I passed on the way to Marseille was going to get a glimpse of my curvy butt. At least I’d make their trip more interesting.

And, yup, I was off to one of my favorite cities. It was only an hour away and had great prospects for finding a woman for Alastair.

Marseille MILFs, prepare for Laia Rios!

