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You’re being saved for the Queen. 

Those words echoed through Maggie Kennedy’s mind, as the marble doors before her opened, and her eyes gradually adjusted to the light. 

As she had been since the Amazons had kidnapped her and brought her to their planet, Maggie was naked, except for the soft collar around her neck. She had lost track of how long she had been there—day and night didn’t seem the same length as they were on Earth, so it was hard to judge—but she had been there long enough  that she was troubled neither by her nudity, nor by being leashed. She was a slave, a pet. And she was completely comfortable with being a pet. 

The physical changes she had been undergoing (it was like puberty all over again, really) seemed to have slowed, if not stopped altogether, but they had turned her into an unbelievably sexy pet. Her big tits, curvy body, pouty lips and bedroom eyes all screamed fuck me. She was a fucktoy, and she was damn good at it. 

You’re being saved for the Queen. 

Maggie had yet to meet an Amazon whose cock she did not want stuffed into all three of her holes, but the holder of her leash, Amastris, was first on her list. I don’t care if I belong to the queen, Maggie thought. You will fuck me. Eventually. She could almost feel Amastris’ intent hunger for her, the impatient lust coursing through the Amazon’s body to tear into Maggie and satisfy her boundless sexual craving for her. 

Amastris couldn’t, though. And Maggie at last knew why. 

You’re being saved for the Queen. 

For now, though, she had her final test. The last part of her training before she became a doula, the Amazon word for their formerly human sex slaves. 

What had Amastris said to her? 

If you survive. 

You’re being saved for the Queen. 

Her eyes, at last, adjusted to the bright light. 

She was outdoors, bathed in the magnificent bluish-white light of the Amazon sun. Four moons of differing sizes and shades, each at a different phase of their cycles, hung high in a mostly clear sky. The sky was a mostly soft blue, tinged with pink at the edges, as if it were around dawn or dusk. 

Maggie stood on the floor of what looked to be a sort of small gladiatorial arena, and arrayed around her in a semi-circle in theater-style inclined seats were around a thousand Amazons. Behind her loomed the palace she had just exited, it’s walls all shimmery blue and green marble, and beyond the arena stretched the Amazon city, gardens, wide avenues, and towers of silvery-white stone. 

She took a moment to look around at the faces, looking back at her in intent silence. 

In one special raised area, there sat an Amazon woman with bright fire-red hair styled into a braid. She was dressed in a silky white bra-top that only just kept the tanned skin of her lovely, ample breasts covered, and a matching loincloth skirt which was open on both sides all the way up to the embroidered silvery golden belt holding it in place. The unmistakable air of regality, that commanding presence to the set of her utterly gorgeous face, told Maggie exactly who that was. She felt a little thrill, at last seeing who would be owning her. 

You’re being saved for the Queen. 

She understood why Amastris would not go against the wishes of her queen. The red-haired Amazon was formidable; Maggie had great respect for her even at a distance. 

If you survive. 

Cassidy, the other doula-in-training Maggie had met, emerged from a different set of double doors some distance from Maggie and Amastris. The young woman was naked and leashed as well, her shoulder-length blonde hair framing her lovely face. It had been a while since Maggie had seen her, and her body hadn’t changed much—she still had those strong shoulders and alluring wide hips. I wouldn’t change her much either, Maggie thought, remembering their intimate encounter. Cassidy’s trainer, the black-haired, pale-skinned Tisiphone, stood behind her, holding onto her leash. 

On Maggie’s other side, exiting a third pair of large, marble double-doors, she saw another doula-in-training, though this one she had never met. The woman was young, perhaps twenty-two or so. Her long brown hair hung down over her large, heavy tits, framing a wide, heart-shaped pretty face. Her plump figure was alluring in a very “girl next door,” natural sort of way. Her dark-skinned trainer stood behind the woman, holding her leash as with Maggie and Cassidy. 

Again, Maggie was surprised to the degree which she had changed and these two other doulas apparently had not. Maggie now had what men would believe was the stereotypically perfect figure according to the modern standard of beauty—slim waist, big tits, curvy hips and bubble bottom—while both her fellow doulas still appeared rather natural. 

She didn’t have long to wonder.

The queen stood, and in a loud, clear voice, she called out, “Let the final test begin!”

A powerful song rang out in the air, as Maggie realized that all the Amazons sang out at once. She couldn’t understand the words, but their voices formed a powerful harmony, like their bodies and their personalities, somehow both masculine and feminine at the same time. 

When they stopped, every Amazon in the first row stood and stepped down into the floor of the arena. Of course they were all about seven feet tall, but other than that they looked different—some of them were black, some white, some Asian, some Hispanic, some Mediterranean in appearance. All of them wore white silk dresses, with plunging necklines and open sides so their legs were naked up to the hip. 

As a group, they stepped forward, untying the belts of their dresses, letting them fall to the floor of the arena. For the first time, Maggie began to feel intimidated. There are so many of them. Are we going to have to fuck them all?

A low platform raised up from beneath Maggie and the other two, lifting them up from the sand beneath them. The line of naked Amazons stepped forward and split into thirds, forming a circle around each platform. For a moment Maggie admired them, their shapely breasts, their gorgeous faces, their cocks hardening with anticipation, heavy balls full of cum underneath. I’m going to be covered in that cum before long, Maggie thought. Inside and out. 

That thought filled her with both lusty excitement, and fear. In the back of her mind she heard Amastris’ voice again. If you survive. She remembered Amastris telling her that Amazon cum was both life-giving, and also a potent drug for doulas—and thus too much was dangerous. 

Amastris. 

That was a powerful thought that filled Maggie’s mind, the Amazon currently holding the leash attached to her collar. Simply her head trainer’s name was enough to make Maggie flush and ready to be fucked. Amastris was the Amazon who had been there always, since Maggie had been abducted to Amaza. And she was the object of Maggie’s obsession. You will fuck me someday, Maggie thought. You will be my master someday. 

I won’t let you down. 

As if on cue, Maggie felt Amastris’ hand on her shoulder, pushing her gently down. The message was clear. On your knees. 

The Amazon who stepped forward first appeared to be of some mixed ethnicity—black and Asian, Maggie supposed, if she had been on Earth. For some reason she seemed younger to Maggie than the other Amazons, maybe of lower rank. Her beautiful face was framed by straight black hair, pulled back in two braids, and her glorious cock stood out parallel to the ground, curving gently upward, throbbing with anticipation. Her soft, pinkish-brown nipples began to harden as she looked Maggie up and down. 

Taking another step forward, the lovely, exotic Amazon led the tip and shaft of her cock slide along Maggie’s temple, until the soft, dark fur on her balls pressed against her cheek. There had been a drop of pre-cum on the tip, and that warm wetness dragged across Maggie’s temple, filling her with a sense of euphoria already. More, she thought. I want more. 

Maggie was aware of everything—the Amazons circling her platform, each of their cocks hard as iron, each of them waiting their turn to use her. Their breasts heaving with every breath, as their anticipation grew at getting to try out the new fucktoy. The watching eyes of the Amazons in the amphitheater. The alien sunlight on her shoulders. The light breeze on her rapidly moistening pussy, the light layer of sweat forming between her heavy breasts.

And, of course, the Queen, sitting there regally in her throne, her bright red hair arranged just perfectly, an inscrutable expression on her tanned, beautiful face. 

Suddenly it occurred to Maggie that she knew exactly what the Black-Asian Amazon with the soft, pillowy pubic hair wanted. Amastris had said she would come to be able to read what an Amazon wanted, so that she wouldn’t even have to ask them. She had gotten vague feelings, so far, but she had never known precisely what how an Amazon wanted to fuck her. 

Until now. 

Much as she enjoyed having those delicious smelling balls in her face, and as much as she just wanted to open her mouth and begin licking, Maggie put one hand on the Amazon’s hip and pushed gently, and the beautiful creature stepped back. Then Maggie softly gripped her cock in both hands, and began slowly, rhythmically jerking her off. She rose up higher on her knees, so as to point the tip of that cock directly at her lips. The temptation to simply take all twelve inches of that girth down her throat all the way up to the hilt (she didn’t think she would ever get over the fact that she could do that) was so powerful, it was staggering. Already her legs were beginning to quiver, and she could feel her juices running down the inside of her thighs. 

But she had to be strong. She knew what this Amazon wanted. 

Maggie began to jerk her off a little faster, looking up into her eyes with an utterly submissive expression
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