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Henrietta was the go too girl of the
archeological world. She had a reputation for retrieving any
artifact she went for. The less charitable of her colleagues often
suggested that she fucked her way to the top of her profession, but
that was just speculation, the truth was much more enticing. She
always got what she was after because there was nothing she
wouldn’t do to get it!

She remembered fondly her first job,
the one that had put her on the path to being the best. She’d been
hired to acquire a statue of Isis that was in the care of one of
the world’s foremost collectors, a doddering old coot who could
barely remember his name. He’d been most stubborn, refusing to sell
the statue at any cost, and Henrietta had nearly given up. In
desperation she had opted to try being flirty and it had backfired.
The old geezer had looked her right in the eye and said, “Well
sweetie, if you want to suck my old cock, perhaps we can work
something out.”

She couldn’t believe that he had asked
but a few minutes later on her knees with his old cock in her
mouth, she was even more surprised. To top it off, the old fucker
had throat fucked her for over twenty minutes before spurting in
her mouth. After that he had given her the statue, so it hadn’t
been utterly in vain. Her employer had paid twenty thousand for the
statue and given her such a glowing reference that she had been
working steadily ever since. She didn’t always use her body to
accomplish her task, but after that first time, it became a tool
she wasn’t bashful at all about using.

Henrietta had amassed a small fortune,
and would soon be able to retire and live comfortably for the rest
of her life. She wanted one more big score to assure that her
retirement was comfortable, and Mr. Farnsworth was just the
collector that might have the sort of job she was looking for. He
was a well-known eccentric collector worth millions.

“Ms. Bones” Mr. Farnsworth
began, “are you familiar with the Kogi people of
Columbia?”

“I remember reading
something about them in grad school. They are thought to be one of
the oldest tribes in the basin are they not?” she asked.

“Very good Ms. Bones, you
are indeed as smart as you are beautiful. I am told you are the
best at acquiring the impossible, and what I want has long been
thought impossible. If you accept the job, I guarantee you all
expenses plus one hundred thousand dollars. If you should succeed,
your compensation will be one million dollars.”

Henrietta had expected a big score but
this was more than she had dared to dream. “Who do I have to kill?”
she said, wanting to find out just how difficult this was going to
be.

“There are legends claiming
that a village of the Kogi exists, that has never encountered
outsiders. The stories further claim that the original idol of the
goddess Dabeida is kept still in this village. I would have that
idol, and am willing to pay the price I have already mentioned to
find out if you are as good as everyone says” he told
her.

Henrietta was a bit concerned. She had
occasionally gone after objects still in the hands of their native
owners, yet typically these were not revered as sacred objects to
those that held them. This smacked of a job where thievery was
really what was desired, but it was a huge job, and though it
sounded risky, it was unlikely she would ever have a better chance
to make this kind of money. The worst case scenario was that she
failed to retrieve the object, and still she would have a very good
payday.

It only took two days to find herself
in Leticia, which pretty much was the last vestige of civilization
before wandering into the world’s largest rainforest. There were
guides of all kinds, but most of them were there to swindle the
tourists, and knew little about the deep forest that Henrietta
would need to search. If this tribe really had avoided contact with
the modern world, then this would be no day hike.

She spent the first day in Leticia
going from one guide to the next looking for someone who was
actually experienced enough to aid her. Most, she quickly
determined, were inept at best. The few that she discovered that
knew enough to be of aid were themselves skeptical of taking her
into the forests. One had even gone so far as to suggest that a
young lady should stick to her books, and stay out of places where
a woman had no business. She had looked the man right in the eye
and explained to him that he had just lost ten thousand dollars
before storming out. Of course, she had no intention of paying that
much if she could help it, but she wanted him to know that his
sexism had cost him dearly.

Taking a room she had just settled in
for the night when a young woman, perhaps twenty had quietly
wrapped upon her door. “Can I help you?” Henrietta asked, unsure
why the young woman would be visiting her.

“No, but I can help you” the
young woman replied. Her accent was thick, but her English was
impeccable.

“How so?” Henrietta wanted
to know.

“You seek the lost Kogi. I
know where they are, and will take you there. My name is Gáya, and
they are the fathers of my kind” the young woman said.

Henrietta did not know what to make of
this. If the woman spoke the truth, she might have solved her guide
problem. She was pondering the woman’s words when something struck
her that she should have picked up on immediately. “What makes you
think I’m looking for the lost Kogi tribe?” she asked, suddenly
wary. She had shared with no one that she had spoken with who or
what she was seeking.

“Are you not?” the girl
asked, smiling at her as though the question was silly.

“Who are you and how did you
know what I sought?” Henrietta asked angrily, feeling foolish for
having been caught unawares by this young woman.

“I am Gáya, and Dabeida told
me” Gáya said with a note of exasperation in her voice. Her tone
suggested that she didn’t think she should have to explain things
as though to a small child.

This answer was so perplexing to
Henrietta that she was forced to try a different tact. “Why would a
Kogi deity send you to help me? Surely she knows why I am here” she
said, straining against her urge to laugh outright at the
preposterous notion that the girl was actually sent by a goddess to
lead her to the last place she was actively worshipped and steal
her ancient totem.

“Dabeida bid me inform you
that you will gain your prize if you can pass her test” Gáya
explained.

The girl’s propensity for answering in
what to Henrietta were riddles was getting on her nerves, but so
far, Gáya was the only lead she had.

“So what is her test?”
Henrietta asked, curious despite her irritation.

“I am only to lead you to
the village. The elder there will instruct you in the nature of the
test” Gáya replied.

The next morning proved most
interesting of all. Gáya had promised to return, outfitted and
ready for the journey which she said would take three days.
Henrietta had been surprised that it wouldn’t be a much longer
journey. When the girl returned the next morning before dawn,
Henrietta was even more surprised by what she saw. Rather than
hiking gear and a pack, the girl was all but naked, most of her
body covered only in tattoos. I ephemeral cloth hung at her loins
barely covering her most intimate bits both fore and aft. She was
barefoot, and her only equipment appeared to be an ornately carved
walking stick.

“Gáya, do you really intend
to dress like that for our trek?” Henrietta asked, unable to
imagine three days in this lush jungle without food, water, or
protection for her skin.

“All of Dabeida’s daughters
dress thus in her presence. Why would we hide from her warm
embrace? You will not need that pack, nor those restrictive
clothes” Gáya scolded, very concerned now that she had failed to
find the right woman to bring to the village.

“I suppose I could leave my
pack, though I must have water regularly as should you, but I am
not running around the jungle barefoot and naked” Henrietta said,
surprised at the hint of anger in Gáya’s tone.

“Do as you wish, until we
enter the gate of water, after that, you must adhere to the old
ways” Gáya informed her.

Henrietta wasn’t certain what this
meant but she knew that a tribe this serious about its secrecy
wasn’t likely to appreciate anyone that didn’t respect their
traditions. She was a bit concerned that she would need to actually
enter the village as naked as her young guide, and though not
exactly modest with a lover, she wasn’t the kind that went out of
her way to stroll around in the buff.

Gaya said nothing as they worked their
way into the jungle throughout the morning and early afternoon.
Henrietta was too perplexed to attempt to draw the girl out, and
convinced that she truly knew no more than she had already
expressed. This whole adventure seemed somehow off though not in a
threatening way. It was nearly nightfall when they reached the
“gate of water”. Gáya pointed to the beautific waterfall that
cascaded down forming the little stream they had walked beside for
the past hour.

“At the Gate of Water you
must shed your worldly things” she told Henrietta. “To do otherwise
is sacrilege, and dangerous. We will traverse the gate in the
morning and follow the Paths of the Wise through the great mother.
Then, when that journey is done, we will bathe in the Spring of
Stars, and early on the third day we shall enter the village that
Dabeida has hidden.”

It all sounded so mysterious, and
silly, but Henrietta was too exhausted to care and quickly fell
asleep. Gáya watched over her wondering that the goddess would
choose one so weak as this pale thing. It made no sense to her
mind, even the tiny bit that Gáya understood of the goddess’ plan.
It was not her place to question the goddess, and she knew it, but
it seemed that sending the physical totem of her power to another
continent was her plan. Perhaps the goddess thought that in some
way the people of her tribe had failed, or perhaps she had decided
to spread her influence beyond their small villages; either way,
Gáya was disturbed by what this meant for her people. Had they done
something wrong?

When she awoke, Henrietta found Gáya
standing looking at the waterfall. She wondered if the young woman
intended to bathe, as she was completely nude now. The walking
stick was still in hand, and for a moment she was confused, as a
very similar stick was propped against a nearby tree.

“It is time. You must divest
yourself of all your things here. They will be here when we return”
Gáya said without turning.

Henrietta had not moved save the
opening of her eyes, and she thought it uncanny that the girl
seemed to know she was awake. “I am uncomfortable leaving my pack
here” she said, worried not for the first time that she was
following someone who was quite possibly mad.

“You must leave all things
behind; your pack, this clothing, all of it” Gáya informed her
turning and indicating her clothing with a hand gesture.

Surely the girl didn’t mean that she
had to continue the journey as naked as she was. The sun alone
would bake her pale skin. “I cannot do that” she
muttered.

“If you attempt this journey
as you are, you will not survive it. Dabeida demands it. I will not
lead you further until you agree to this” the young girl
said.

Henrietta considered turning back right
now, but she was unsure that she could make it back without the
girls help and she feared that the young woman would not guide her
back if she didn’t complete their quest. She explained her fears,
and Gáya chortled.

“You need not fear the sun;
we shall not see it again until we reach our destination. The Paths
of the Wise are dark and winding but warm and without danger if one
is properly prepared” Gáya advised her.

Henrietta knew that she was at an
impasse, and reluctantly she began to strip as she silently hoped
that she was not making a big mistake. She found a hollow log, and
hid her clothing and pack inside. Turning to find Gáya standing
behind her extending the stick towards her, she took it, wondering
how much skin she was going to loose on this journey.

“Now we enter” Gáya said, a
hint of a smile on her face. She walked straight to the waterfall,
and standing on the smooth stones of the bed into which it poured,
she stepped straight through the fall and disappeared to
Henrietta’s astonishment. From somewhere beyond she heard Gáya call
for her, and stepping into the icy water she emulated the young
woman’s actions. Beneath the fall, completely hidden by the
cascading water, was a cave opening.

The cave broadened rapidly filling a
large chamber. Gáya was standing to the left of the opening, her
feet and ankles covered in what looked like a soft mud. “We must
cover ourselves completely with this” she said, squatting down and
scooping up handfuls of the stuff and rubbing it all over her
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