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This short story is part twelve of an ongoing series. If you have read the rest of the series recently, you can comfortably skip the recap. This recap is intended to catch people up who are either jumping in at this installment, or for those who haven’t read the series in a while and could use a quick catch-up. The stories are available as singles, or as five-part collections upon completion of each fifth story. Either way, enjoy! 

Part One: College student Maggie Kennedy wakes up to find she’s been abducted by a race of aliens called Amazons, who look like seven-foot-tall gorgeous human women, except with large cocks. She learns she is being trained as a “doula,” a sex slave for the Amazons. Her body begins to change—her holes get deeper to accommodate the huge Amazon cocks, and her appearance changes as well. 

Part Two: Maggie’s training continues. She is reminded that while Amazon cum is the only nutrition she will need for sustenance, it’s also a powerful drug, on which it is possible to overdose. Maggie’s attraction to her head trainer, Amastris, begins to become overpowering. Maggie learns that the Amazon population is dwindling, and that men don’t exist on planet Amaza. Maggie’s training proceeds at an accelerated rate, as they realize what a talented sex slave she is. She learns she’s being saved for someone special.

Part Three: Maggie sees her new appearance—she has changed to match her inner subconscious. Amastris and Maggie nearly make love, but Maggie still does not know why Amastris won’t seal the deal with her. Maggie learns of the existence of another race on Amaza—the Futanari, who are like the Amazons in appearance, except they have both male and female genitalia. She meets Cassidy Gardner, another slave-in-training, and helps her to accept her new life as a slave. Maggie learns she is being trained for the Queen of the Amazons, and goes to her final test. 

Part Four: Maggie, Cassidy, and a third slave-in-training, Laci, have their final test, passing with flying colors. Maggie becomes the queen’s favored sex slave. 

Part Five: Maggie meets her new owner, Queen Hippolyta, and learns that there have been prophecies relating to a human who would become a sex slave and save the Amazon race by reconciling their relationship with the Futanari. She learns that Cassidy, the woman she helped in her training, has become the slave of the object of her lust, the Queen’s high advisor Amastris. The Queen outlines her plan to go find the Futanari. Maggie learns of how Amazons are immortal, but some choose to die by going to a place called “The Quiet Lands.”

Part Six: The Amazons abduct a human man, sexy soccer star Marco Matali. The Amazons transform him into what’s called a “Futa,” and rename him Celena. As doula sex slaves are to the Amazons, so Futas are to Futanari. The Futa, like Futanari, have both male and female genitalia and look like beautiful human women, but, like doulas, they are the size of regular human women. The Queen announces that they will leave the city soon.

Part Seven: Maggie, Laci and Cassidy learn that its forbidden for Amazons to have sex with each other. Maggie’s obsession with Amastris grows, though she now knows their lovemaking would be forbidden as Amastris is the Queen’s high advisor and Maggie is the Queen’s most favored slave. Following Celena the Futa (as she naturally wanted to be united with the Futanari), the Amazons leave the city in search of the Futanari. They stop at an island, where Celena is hypnotized by a strange force into wandering into the night-dark forest.

Part Eight: The Queen and her closest advisors and their slaves go in search of Celena, on whom they are relying to lead them to the Futanari. The search leads them to a temple on the island, where the Queen suggests that “The Lost Ones” have taken Celena. Maggie learns that before the Futanari left the Amazons, their magic allowed them to create life on a multitude of worlds, though now that they’ve left and Amazons can no longer procreate, those worlds have all dwindled, leaving only Earth. Maggie learns that Hippolyta is in fact the youngest Amazon, and that the Lost Ones are a group of doulas who revolted and left, back in the time when the Amazons were cruel to both their slaves and to the Futanari. Hippolyta sends Maggie into the temple to find Celena. 

Part Nine: Inside the temple, Maggie has a vision where she travels back in time to when the Amazons were vibrant and highly populated and they drew their sex slaves from hundreds of different planets. She comes to discover she’s seeing things in the vision in the persona of Ilara, the high advisor to Queen Diana, and she’s being led forward towards some secret knowledge by the ghost of the mysterious Mila, one of The Lost Ones. It is further reinforced for her that the proper state of the Futanari-Amazon relationship was what caused life to bloom elsewhere in the universe, and after the Futanari left the Amazons and they lost the ability to procreate, life in the universe began to dwindle. It is also reinforced that Amazons are forbidden from cumming inside each other, as its thought any offspring produced from the pairing would be without the magic to create life in the universe. In the vision, she sees Ehrianna the Futanari ask for equal rights from Hippolyta’s mother, Diana. In the vision she takes part in the sex ritual where Diana’s slave is impregnated with the baby who would become Hippolyta, and she sees Mila lead Celena the Futa outside the temple. 

Part Ten: In the vision, Maggie—as Ilara the Amazon, far in the past—makes love to Amastris. She gradually comes to realize this actually happened, far in the past—this Amazon whose mind she occupied in the past had sex with her slave Mila, Amastris, and Ehrianna the Futanari, and her slave Kairi. Maggie learns that this was a grievous crime, resulting in the exile of the Futanari, and that Amastris always believed that sex between Amazons would not result in the death of life magic, as had always been believed, and that Hippolyta agrees with her. She learns that is why she lusts so much after Amastris—because somehow she was back there in the past, in the mind of that Amazon. Further, she learns that even though Celena was supposed to lead them to the Futanari and now she’s gone, that all is not lost—there are other pathways of Amazon magic to go and find them, wherever they’ve gone. Amastris vanishes along with Celena. 

Part Eleven: Queen Hippolyta develops a plan to demonstrate to the Amazons that Amazon-on-Amazon sex is not the dangerous event deserving to be outlawed as they have thought for thousands of years. Hippolyta has sex with Circe in front of all the Amazons to show them that the law has always been based in a lie. Most of them accept it, but some of the Amazons revolt against the change in their society, and one of the Amazon ships vanishes by the next morning.  
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“Do we know yet who it was?”

Circe’s powerful, stern voice, somehow deep yet simultaneously feminine, was deadened in the oppressive atmosphere of the queen’s private ship quarters. The air seemed thick with the betrayal of the previous evening. 

“Tisiphone,” came the queen’s reply, as serene and melodious as ever. “She is the most prominent among the missing. Twenty-three gone, in total.”

Morning was breaking, bars of grey-gold light slanting through the narrow glass-covered portholes. The queen and I lounged upon her soft, plush day bed, while across from us on similarly comfortable accommodations were the gorgeous Asian-looking Circe, the queen’s high advisor with Amastris still missing, and Eirene, Queen Hippolyta’s chief warrior, her ponytail-mohawk and tattoos and spectacular muscular-yet-feminine figure as imposing as ever. My queen wore a sheer gold-and-blue colored robe that showed every inch of her lovely bronze skin underneath, and her fire engine-red hair was tied up in a complex braid. 

At Circe’s feet sat her doula Laci, while at Eirene’s feet sat her own slave Amanda. Laci and Amanda were similar in appearance, short and blonde, with hourglass slightly chubby figures with shapely asses and big fat tits and naïve girl-next-door pretty faces. Just as I was, both wore collars with a leash attached to their respective mistress’s belts. While Hippolyta favored blue in her stylistic motif (matching my makeup, g-string panties and hair accents), Circe favored Green and Eirene’s favored burgundy.  

I was still in utter shock. After the previous night when Hippolyta and Circe had demonstrated that Amazon-on-Amazon sex was in fact not the dangerous heinous act that it was believed to be for millenia, I had just assumed the Amazons would be entirely united behind Hippolyta. But it seemed that a fact of humankind was the same as it was for Amazonkind—some could be slow to accept change, especially when it involved such a belief that had been deeply held for millennia. 

“When I find her,” Eirene growled, petting the hair of her slave Amanda, “She will wish she was never born. You have my word on that, my Queen.”

“You shall do no such thing,” Hippolyta said, in a voice harsher and commanding than I’d ever heard her use with her subordinates. Normally she was nothing but serene and kind and gentle towards them, as their respect for her was enough to ensure that her will was done. “You are well aware of my thoughts on this Eirene. Our position, our policy, is always forgiveness first. We are asking our fellow Amazons to accept much change, in a very short period of time. There are bound to be missteps. I shall not throw away relationships that have lasted centuries and millennia, over simple forgivable missteps.”

The warrior looked like she didn’t agree with the queen’s decision, but she grudgingly accepted it. “Well what do we do now? It seems this can’t have gone worse so far.”
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