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      After the murder of her secret fiancé, Princess Jemma leaves her life as the princess in the hidden Amazon city of Themiscyra to live as a mortal woman. For hundreds of years, Jemma hides in plain sight, exploring the earth and working odd jobs as they come along…

      Until, finally, in 1970, Jemma Maynard bumps into Professor Sneed while cleaning his office and meets a magical young woman named Katie.

      Katie needs help to escape the clutches of cruel Professor Sneed, and Jemma is the not-so-mortal woman for the job.

      

      Read the story of the first time these best friends meet.

      Then continue their adventure in the Relic Retrievals series.
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        Themiscyra

        Tenth Century

        (as counted by Warrior Queens)

      

      

      Being a height-challenged Amazon wasn’t the worst thing in the realms, but Princess Jemma drew the line at being described as “fun-sized”—whatever that meant, and she didn’t have to listen to disparaging remarks from anyone. No matter how she might deserve them.

      She wouldn’t have to deal with the looks or comments at all, if it wasn’t for the prophecy. She didn’t want the reminders anymore. The prophecy had kept her trapped inside the Amazon city since she was born, but it was time…

      Jemma scrunched her face and finished braiding her golden locks. She sat in front of her beautification table, as her assigned maid called it. Filled with vials of precious minerals and concoctions from the world over, it was the epitome of the lavish life she led as the daughter of the queen of the Amazons.

      Jemma swiped a brush from the makeup table where she sat. Then she scrubbed the blush from her cheeks.

      A knock sounded on the gilded door. “Are you here, Daughter?”

      Jemma pivoted on her stool, turning to face the entrance. “I don’t know any disappearing spells. Or traveling spells. Or how to unlock the front gate,” she called. “I’ve only been trained in battle.” Something she meant to remedy after she left.

      “May I come in?”

      Jemma considered denying her mother access to her apartments. But what good would it do? Jemma wanted to leave, to explore the realms, specifically the mortal realm. She could amuse herself for hundreds of years there. Making her mother angry wouldn’t earn the permission she desired. No doubt her mother wanted to chastise her for embarrassing the visiting prince.

      “Yes, come in,” Jemma sighed.

      Queen Marina swept into the room. Her gauzy, flowing gown had been a masterpiece created by Helen of Troy’s dressmaker, and it fell all around the older Amazon woman in heavenly cascades and gathers. She moved to the settee and took a seat on the edge, looking uncomfortable on the piece of furniture made for relaxing. As though the queen wasn’t accustomed to sitting on anything less formal, less royal than a throne.

      Her mother cleared her throat. “We do not flee the room when words grow uncomfortable, Jemma. I should think you would know that by now. We do not even flee from battle.”

      Jemma grimaced, taking on an equally formal tone. “Mother dearest, I do protest.” She batted her eyes and tapped her brush against her palm. “I did not want to stand there while he made fun of my height.”

      Queen Marina arched an eyebrow. “I’m not sure he was making fun.”

      Jemma snorted and threw her brush at her table. The handle knocked a vial of perfume off. It shattered against the floor, adding an overpowering, nearly sickly-sweet scent to the air. “He went on about it for ten minutes.”

      “You are…”

      Jemma glared.

      Her mother continued, “…of less stature than most have come to expect of Amazon warriors. It isn’t unexpected that it should be commented on.”

      “I’m short for an Amazon. I don’t fit here.” I’m stuck and trapped. Ready for somewhere new.

      “You are uncommon.”

      “I am ridiculed for my oddness.”

      Her mother’s leg bounced, the only sign of her irritation. “That isn’t true.”

      Jemma scowled. “Nevertheless. I hear it often enough in the whispers around the palace, Mother. It makes me ill.”

      Queen Marina met her daughter’s gaze. “As you mentioned… before storming out.”

      “I excused myself.”

      “You raised your voice.”

      Jemma tugged her signet ring from her first finger and waved it. “Please issue my apologies, complete with my seal.”

      Her mother shook her head. “I’ve taught you to esteem others better than that, Daughter.”

      “For those that deserve the respect, the grace, or both. He deserved none.”

      “He was a prospective mate.”

      “One of many, Mother, and I’ve already told you I’m not ready to be married.”

      “He asked to come. I did not wish to offend his people by declining.”

      Jemma stood and gestured toward the exit. “I am ill, and I am tired.”

      Queen Marina pressed her mouth into a tight line as she studied her daughter. Finally, she asked, “Why are you discontent here, my daughter?”

      Jemma sighed. It wasn’t how she wanted to ask, but a better time wouldn’t come. “Because I have been taught of the great feats of our people and our queens. Yet I have not been given the freedom to achieve my own.”

      Her mother blinked. “What are you saying?”

      “I wish to be free.”

      “You wish to have a family?”

      “No, Mother. I wish only to be free of Themiscyra.”

      Queen Marina’s breath caught, and then she fled.
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        * * *

      

      Two days later, Senator Irene moved over the marble floor with a grace Jemma didn’t possess. Jemma observed the stately woman from the shadows outside the royal library. The senator took a seat on a stone bench beside a flowing fountain, enchanted by the Mer so it would never dry out. Thoughts flowed well beside the running waters, a side effect of the magic. All those in the palace had used it as a place to think at one time or another.

      Senator Irene wore the robes of a politician, but, like a warrior, she shaved the sides of her head and braided the remainder. A jagged scar split the senator’s fierce face into two parts, while her forearms were mottled with more remnants from battles long since passed.

      She spent a hundred years as the captain of the Queen’s Guard, a covert unit of soldiers, before spending another hundred years as a senator. She had earned the robes and the hairstyle.

      Princess Jemma considered the senator with something akin to jealousy and awe and remained in the shadowed corner. Jemma had been loitering near her mother’s library for more than a day, but she had not yet caught sight of the queen. Jemma was growing desperate. She wanted to continue the conversation they’d started before her mother had left her apartments.

      Jemma started another lap around the fountain. The senator lowered a scroll she had been studying when she caught sight of the princess and inclined her head. “Princess Jemma. I did not see you.”

      Jemma bowed slightly. “Senator Irene.”

      “How are you, Princess?”

      “I am well.”

      “What brings you to the fountain?”

      “I’m waiting for my mother.” Jemma gave the senator a sideways glance. “Have you seen her today?”

      Senator Irene nodded. “She is studying, Princess. Matters of state, I believe.”

      “Thank you.” Jemma turned toward the library, her favorite of all the rooms in the palace and the one in which she felt most comfortable. Now it brought her the most pain. She would miss it most.

      But Senator Irene stopped Jemma with a shake of her head. “She is not in the library, Princess. She’s in the throne room.”

      That brought Jemma up short. The only time her mother studied in the throne room was when a particularly distressing matter of state troubled her. Jemma swallowed and considered a return to her room. She could save her escape for another day, couldn’t she?

      Senator Irene took a step forward. “Are you well, Princess Jemma?”

      Jemma nodded and squared her shoulders. “Quite. Thank you. Have a good day, Senator.”

      Now determined in her course, Jemma lifted her chin. It was time to be brave, to become a woman who could lead a clan of warriors. She couldn’t do that by remaining as she was. “For Themiscyra.”

      “For the world,” Senator answered, and then she returned to reading the scroll she’d been studying before.

      Jemma’s heart broke, but she marched down the far corridor. Her footsteps echoed, and the appointments grew finer with each step. The public rooms were gilded and grand. Everything had been designed to impress. It reminded Jemma that her mother was meant to be a queen and always reminded Jemma that, even if she had wanted it, she was not yet worthy of the throne of Themiscyra. Queens earned their place in these halls by winning battles and successfully saving the world against all odds.

      Great white columns supported the painted ceilings of the throne room. Frescos on every surface reiterated the legends of the Amazons, retold the tales of past queens, and explained the prophecy of the Book of Power and the final Armageddon.

      Jemma ignored them all. She used to know all the legends by heart. Not anymore. Not since Rornan died at the gates. No, today, she had only one task to accomplish. The doorkeepers opened the gilded doors, and Jemma strode across the polished stone floor.

      Her mother sat on her throne, in front of a low table on top of the royal dais. The surface had been piled with scrolls and books. A small, intricately decorated silver box sat to one side. Several sheets of paper lay strewn over the table as well.

      “The Thraxians are hiding in the mortal world,” Queen Marina said, though she did not look up from her reading.

      Jemma stopped beside the perpetual flame, held inside a massive bowl that had belonged to one Titan or another. She couldn’t remember which one it had been anymore. Maybe she didn’t care. Not since she’d lost what she loved. Every trinket in Themiscyra had history, but none of them shined so brightly as they once did.

      She cared more about the future—her future. She studied her mother. What had her mother been reading? What was she driving at?

      “It is known to be true,” Jemma offered.

      “They don’t live in a hidden city as we do,” the queen added. “And their numbers are dwindling. The tally sheets list fewer and fewer names.”

      “This is also known. They have not been as forward-thinking as our queens have been, ensuring our continued survival while hidden.”

      Her mother tsked, still considering the documents in front of her. “In recent months, one thing has bothered me, Daughter.”

      “What’s that?” Jemma moved up the steps of the dais, as though stalking a giant Gintumian. What could her mother be driving at?

      “Why would the Thraxians come here to slay a young messenger at our gates? Why would they choose him of all visitors? We have been feuding for centuries, and this is the first time this has happened. Who could they hope to hurt?”

      Jemma stumbled. What could she tell her mother? She didn’t know what to say.

      She wiped her eyes. The Thraxians had sent warning after warning that they would murder her lover unless she brought them the Queen. Jemma had hidden in her room, cowardly delaying the decision so long that Fate had made the choice for her.

      The young wing-footed messenger, Rornan, had loved her and she had loved him. No, their romance hadn’t been allowed. It hadn’t been time for Jemma to choose a mate, but his life had been ended after the couple had forged the promise of a future between them.

      Grieving had been impossible. Now everything in Themiscyra reminded Jemma of her dead lover… and her cowardice. Her existence there had grown too much to bear.

      Jemma let the silence stretch between them. Her mother asked for an explanation that still hurt too much to give. Rornan’s death was far too recent: only four moon cycles past.

      “The Thraxians meant to draw you into a battle, but you did not fall for their subterfuge.”

      Instead, Jemma drew herself to her full height. Dissolving into weeping wasn’t an option. “I’m leaving, Mother.”

      Queen Marina stiffened but turned another page without looking up. “Is that so?”

      “Yes.” The single hissing syllable echoed in the throne room, and Jemma rushed to say more. “I
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