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This was the search party—Queen Hippolyta, Circe and Amastris, each of them with their slave walking in front of them on a collar-and-leash attached to their skirts: Me, Laci and Cassidy. On either side of the Queen and her two high advisors were two more Amazons—on the right, Eirene, the warrior Amazon I had met on the boat earlier, and on the left, there was Rhea, who I had not met but was clearly another warrior, based on her tattoos and the sword hung at her belt. Each of them had a slave of her own, collared and leashed to their belts. I and the other four doula slaves were dressed only in our collars and our g-strings, but in spite of the wind, the forest wasn’t cold. 

Side-by-side, five abreast with slaves walking in front of Amazons, we moved into the dark forest together, searching for the futa Celena. All around us the trees rustled in the wind. I swore I could hear the rustling of creatures off in the darkness... who knew what kind? I hadn’t seen any of the animal life on Amaza. But it may have been my imagination. The warriors and the Queen and her advisors didn’t seem concerned. 

It had been a whirlwind couple of days—from the Italian soccer star (and completely beautiful sex symbol) Marco Matali showing up on the planet Amaza, to him being transformed into the futa Celena, to setting out on the Amazonian expedition to find the Futanari, to now, Celena suddenly becoming hypnotized and wandering off into the forest. 

Celena had the opportunity to change the world forever for the Amazons. For eons they had lived side-by-side with another race called the Futanari. Both races looked like seven to eight-foot-tall, beautiful human women, except for a few anatomical differences—instead of the usual female anatomy, the Amazons had large, well-endowed, thick cocks, and the Futanari had both cocks and pussies. I was now a Doula, a sex slave to the Amazons, and Celena, the former Marco, was now a futa, a sex slave to the missing Futanari. I still looked like a human female (though nothing like how I looked on Earth, while Celena looked like a beautiful human female with a cock and a pussy. 

Besides generally becoming more beautiful objects of lust, a few other things changed with you became a sex slave on Amaza. Your holes got deeper, more flexible. As a human female I would never have been able to take an Amazon cock into me, but now it was the greatest feeling in the world to my queen’s entire girth inside me, the perfect mix of pain and pleasure. She had dozens of slaves, but she fucked me at least once a day, and I had to be careful not to crave her too much when she wasn’t fucking me. I would drive myself insane.

But at least the Amazons needed us as much as we needed them. The Amazons had to have regular orgasms in order to stay alive, and we Doulas needed Amazon cum in order to stay alive. Amazon jizz provided us all the nutrition we needed and then some, but it was also an intoxicant, and it was possible to overdose. Amazons and Doulas were essentially immortal from the effects of old age, only going to a place called “The Quiet Lands” when they chose to, but without the Futanari and their futas, they could not reproduce. So for the past several thousand years, their population had been steadily dwindling. 

The hope to change that had come with Celena. 

Not every human had the potential to be turned into a Doula, much less into a futa. In fact, Marco Matali—now Celena—had been the first in several thousand years. 

And now, she was lost in the forest. 

The ten of us, five Amazons and five Doulas in front of them, marched through the darkness of the forest. The trees were tall and strangely thin, and the canopy above was thick. The leaves were an alien fluorescent blue-green, and bioluminescent sheens of light floated through them above in the canopy. 

Gradually the sound of the wind and the ocean became clearer. And suddenly we came out of the forest. 

We found ourselves on a wide, rocky clearing, dotted with scrubby seagrass and low shrubs blowing in the wind. Just beyond the clearing, brightly lit by the various moons of Amaza high and bright in the sky, white stone cliffs fell away all the way down to the sea thousands of feet below. In the distance from this elevation, I could see other islands and rocky outcroppings, wreathed in sea mist. 

The south end of the clearing sloped downward, leading to a wide set of stone steps the same white color as the cliffs. Beyond those wide steps leading downward, overlooking the cliffs and the sea, there was a temple. 

It was shaped like a horseshoe—giant, ancient statues of Amazons flanked mighty columns and archways, with high colonnaded towers stretching skyward just beyond them. Looking closer, the entire complex seemed to be cut from the same stone without a single break or cut—the circular courtyard, the pillars supporting the temple archways, the giant statues of Amazons, all had been cut from a mountain of the white stone. At the center of the courtyard there was a fountain, composed of four statues of Amazons pouring water out of stone decanters held gracefully aloft. Inside the archways of the temple, I could see only darkness. 

I knew it before the queen even spoke. From my mental connection to the queen, or simply from my own intuition, I wasn’t sure, but I knew it with every fiber of my being, even before Hippolyta spoke the words. 

“That’s where she’s gone,” said Hippolyta. “The Lost Ones have her.”

~
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We set up camp in the temple’s courtyard. 

It was a similar setup as before—Hippolyta’s and my tent the largest, with the other four Amazons setting up their smaller tents in a semicircle around us. I didn’t know before that they were able to do this, but each of the Amazons carried a scroll with them, which when they unfurled it on the ground, grew magically into a full tent, like a tree sprouting in fast motion. In only seconds, from the scrolls unrolled on the ground, each of them had a fully formed tent setup, interior furniture and all.  

The queen and I were in our large tent, lounging on one of the two day beds inside. Hippolyta still wore her bra-top and long skirt open at the sides, but I could see her half-erect cock underneath the skirt, and I was trying not to eye it too hungrily. Her fire-red hair was splayed out behind her like a glorious sunset. My head rested on the side of one of her magnificent breasts, which, because she was eight feet tall, were each about the size of my head. 

On the other day bed lay the warrior Eirene, the one with the stout body, powerfully built but still feminine, the myriad of tattoos, and the long ponytail hairstyle that was shaved on both sides. She was naked, and sitting in her lap was Amanda, one of her Doulas, naked except for her pink g-string and collar-and-leash. Amanda was very short, platinum blonde and a little chubby, with a curvy figure and big round tits—big especially for her short frame—that couldn’t help but inspire lust. 

Eirene’s thick, throbbing erection extended up between her legs, and Amanda caressed it lightly, holding it against her g-string, separated from her pussy by only a thin layer of fabric. The Doula’s pretty eyes were fixed on the erection protruding up from between her thighs, her face a mixture of hunger and fascination. Eirene’s cock was as long as her thighs. They were a beautiful sight, in the flickering, mirror-enhanced light of the two large stand-lamps in the tent. 

I’d fuck the brains out of Amanda if I had a dick, I thought, surprised at my own musing. Was it possible for me to grow a dick, even temporarily? Celena had done it, but she was rare and special. The Amazons had great magical power, but it worked mysteriously. Who could say if their powers extended that far? 

There was no way I could bring up the question, at least not yet. I could wait a while.

“Say it, Eirene,” the Queen said, not angrily. With one graceful, huge hand, she ran a finger lightly up and down my back. “Say it. I can tell you’re thinking it.”

“All right,” said the warrior. Her arms rested lightly at her sides, and she seemed to take little or no notice of the slave caressing her cock. “Celena should have been leashed, your highness. Allowing her to wander like that...”

“...Is exactly what will allow her to lead us back to the Futanari,” Hippolyta finished for her. “You know the magic is more potent if she is allowed to roam free. And we don’t know how far they’ve gone. If we kept her leashed, she might not sense them. Or worse yet, she could lead us astray. It must be this way.”

“Forgive me your majesty,” said Eirene, scowling, “but what good is it if we lose her?”

Hippolyta smiled, that smile that was at once beautiful and majestic, full of wisdom and power. “We’re not going to lose her.” Eirene looked like she didn’t want to be convinced, but she couldn’t help herself. Between her legs, I could see the fabric of Amanda’s g-string beginning to darken with her wetness. She was getting hungry. 

And so was I. I hadn’t been fucked all day, and that gnawing hunger inside me was building, in my throat, in my ass, in my pussy. I wanted all three of my holes filled at once, with another Amazon cock in each hand so I could jerk off two more and then I wanted them to coat me in their jizz all at the same time, inside and outside my body. There are five Amazons here with us, I thought, perhaps a touch greedily.

No, that was definitely greedy of me. And one of them was Amastris, the object of my obsession, an Amazon I could never
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