

    
        
          Amazon Planet 2: Trained as a Sex Slave

        

        
        
          Amazon Planet, Volume 2

        

        
        
          Hera Persepolis

        

        
          Published by Persepolis Publishing, 2016.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      AMAZON PLANET 2: TRAINED AS A SEX SLAVE

    

    
      First edition. April 28, 2016.

      Copyright © 2016 Hera Persepolis.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 978-1533726353

    

    
    
      Written by Hera Persepolis.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Dedication

Amazon Planet 2: Trained as a Sex Slave

Further Reading: The Midnight Speakeasy

Also By Hera Persepolis

About the Author



  	
  	
			 

			
		
    Dedicated to the fine lawmakers of the great state of North Carolina. May you all break free of your obvious and terrible sexual repression someday. 


      

    


“On your knees, slave.”

Maggie did as the Amazon commanded her, dropping to her knees on the marble floor beneath her. She was still naked, except for the velvety restraints holding her wrists behind her back, and the soft collar around her neck, which was attached to a leash held by Amastris standing behind her. She had begun to wonder if she would wear clothes ever again.

Her training had gone several days and nights in the room where she’d first awoken, tied to a comfortable bed, suspended in the air. Every day, the wall would dissolve and reform to create a door, and two utterly gorgeous Amazons would enter with Amastris, who Maggie thought was more stunning than any of them. Each of the Amazons looked like exceptionally beautiful, seven-foot tall, scantily clad human women, except of course for their well-endowed, masculine cocks. 

And the pair would fuck her silly, sometimes double-penetrating her pussy and ass, each filling her with an enormous load of cum, always leading to a cascading avalanche of orgasms, impressive in both intensity and quantity. Sometimes they would just let that gallon of sticky, sweet saltiness spray over her. Maggie enjoyed that, but she was still just a doula-in-training, so she never dared to ask them to cum on her body, as much as she wanted it. While they fucked her Amastris would always watch, her enormous, rock-hard erection belying the stoic expression on her beautiful face. 

Amastris never used Maggie for her own pleasure, and the gorgeous Amazon never again pleasured herself after that first day, no matter how much she obviously wanted to. No matter how much Maggie wanted her to. 

There was no question now that Maggie’s body was changing, inside and out. She remembered Amastris saying that she would evolve into a doula, and she assumed this is what she must have meant—no human woman could take an Amazon’s cock into her, not in any hole. Her pussy and ass must have changed to be able to handle cocks that huge, and the Amazons were not shy about fucking her right up to their balls. Her ass was definitely thicker, now, and her tits had grown full and voluptuous. She hadn’t seen a mirror since the Amazons had brought her there, but she was curious to see if her face had changed. 

But there had been no time for such things. Amastris had come one morning and let her down from the restraints, put that leash and soft velvet handcuffs on her, and led her away. 

Now she was on her knees before an Amazon she knew only as Circe. The curvy, statuesque creature had a face that looked Asian, and long, luxurious black hair that stopped just above her ass. Only a see-through white strip covered her large, full breasts, and only a thin, translucent light blue skirt covered her sexy, powerful legs. Maggie was having trouble focusing on Circe’s face, when she could see the Amazon’s enormous cock through the material of the skirt, semi-erect and bouncing lightly with every step, as she paced back and forth before her.

The room they were in now was a bedroom chamber of sorts, red silky curtains, and a large, plush bed that looked unbelievably comfortable. Circe, like all of the Amazons, was the very picture of power, grace, and sheer sex appeal. Maggie would do absolutely anything this amazing creature asked of her. She is my master, Maggie thought. For the moment, at least. But I wouldn’t mind if she were my master when I’m trained. 

That is, of course, if she couldn’t belong to Amastris. As stunning as Circe was, Maggie’s lust for the stunning blond had only grown in the days and weeks since her training began. She was keenly aware of the presence of Amastris behind her. At least she enjoys watching me get fucked, thought Maggie. At least I can pleasure her that way. I bet when she’s alone after training me she goes and jerks herself off. Or fucks the living hell out of her own doula. 

When Circe spoke, her voice was the same utterly entrancing perfect blend of masculine and feminine, deep yet sultry, that Maggie had come to expect from Amastris. “What, in your opinion, little whore slave, makes a good doula?”

Maggie was surprised by the question, and she didn’t answer right away. 

“You thought it was just lying there and getting fucked like a good little toy, didn’t you?” 

Maggie blinked. She thought that was exactly what it was. 

“You must learn to sense your master’s energy,” said Circe, as she paced. Those unbelievable legs and the outline of her cock swaying beneath her skirt made it hard for Maggie to concentrate on her words, but she did her best. Amastris had been one hundred percent right; she did crave their cum now. She wanted it all over her, spilling out of every one of her holes. “There will be times when your master wants you to lie there and be fucked. There will be other times when she wants to lie back and let you do all the effort to make her climax. It is always for them to decide, and it is for you to read their decision in their movements. They should not have to explain it to you. Do you understand?”

Maggie nodded eagerly, her pussy beginning to ache with need. Suddenly Circe stepped over to her and pulled her hair back. Maggie yelped in pain, even though she sort of enjoyed it. “You don’t understand,” said Circe. “Don’t be arrogant, whore slave. You don’t know the first thing about pleasing a master. Not yet.”

“Yes, master,” Maggie panted. She couldn’t believe how horny she was. “I just...”

Circe raised an eyebrow. “You just what?”

“I just want your cock so bad.”

For a second Maggie thought she was going to get punished. But Circe only smiled. “You will get my cock when I say you do, little whore slave,” she said, pacing behind Maggie. “But I do admire your enthusiasm.”

Maggie felt a thrill when she heard Circe’s belt unclick, and her skirt and belt fall to the floor. “You have completed the first phase of your training,” Circe said, as she stepped up behind her. Maggie could literally feel the warmth, smell the pheromones emanating from her cock. “They spent weeks training your pussy and your ass.”

Circe placed her cock over Maggie’s shoulder, slapping her lightly in the cheek. Maggie was suddenly overwhelmed with sensations—the weight of it, the warmth, the light bounce with every heartbeat. Her own heartbeat began to quicken, and she could feel a light sheen of sweat coating her naked body. She closed her eyes, unable to get the image of that beautiful cock plowing into her out of her mind. If Circe was trying to make her beg, she was doing a fair job of it, for Maggie was getting close. 

“We’re only going to spend one day training your mouth,” Circe said, as she stepped around to Maggie’s front. Her cock was the first thing to come into view, followed by her powerful, feminine hips, and then her gorgeous ass. She turned to face Maggie, her enormous hard-on and fine, black pubic hair encompassing her entire vision. 

“Suck my cock,” Circe commanded. 

The Amazon slid the tip of her cock past Maggie’s parted lips. God, it was so big. Delicious, intoxicating, but huge. Having Circe’s cock in her mouth was pure ecstasy, but it was all she could handle. 

Trying desperately not to gag, Maggie failed, hearing a choking sound escape her lips. Circe seemed not to notice. Moaning softly, Circe placed one hand on the back of Maggie’s head, guiding her motion. She only moved it back and forth slightly, not even half an inch. Maggie wished her hands were free, so she could stroke it. She wanted to know every inch of it, to fondle her balls, to caress Circe’s ass as she sucked her off. 

How am I going to get her any deeper? Maggie thought. There seemed no possible way she’d be able to take Circe all the way inside her mouth. She began to envision herself taking the Amazon deeper and deeper, little by little, so deep that Circe’s balls were resting on her chin. Maggie let that image fill her mind, Circe thrusting all the way in and out of her throat. 

“Oh... Oh god,” Circe was murmuring. Maggie glanced up to find the Amazon’s heaving, beautiful breasts directly above her, a light drip of sweat beginning to run down between them. She had lifted her head back, continuing to press lightly on the back of Maggie’s head. 

Something extraordinary began to happen. 

At first Maggie thought she was imagining
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