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This short story is part eleven 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. Either way, enjoy! 

Maggie Kennedy was just your average everyday earth woman—a college student with a part-time job, a boyfriend and too much homework. That all changed on the day she woke up in a strange, alien room, naked and tied to a soft bed. There she met the Amazons—a race of aliens who look like beautiful human women of all ethnicities and races, between six and eight feet tall, dressed in skimpy attire that appeared to be a mixture of futuristic and ancient Greek styles.  Besides their height, there was one more important difference from humans—rather than female sexual anatomy, the Amazons, to Maggie’s surprise, had the genitalia of a man, except far, far more impressive than that of any human man...

For a time Maggie lived in the beautiful, seaside Amazon city, meeting several other slaves-in-training: Cassidy, Laci, and Amanda, all becoming friends of hers. They were all being trained as doulas, or Amazon sex slaves... this changed her body chemistry, indeed her very internal composition... no human woman would be able to take an Amazon cock inside her, but her body changed so that she could do so comfortably. She no longer required typical food, as the Amazons lived in symbiosis with their doulas—the Amazons had to have orgasms in order to survive, and Amazon jizz was the only food doulas needed to survive. They didn’t even have to consume it orally—getting it anywhere on their body, in any of their three holes, provided all the nourishment a doula would need. In addition to being food for a doula, Amazon cum was also a powerful euphoric drug, and Maggie was told that it was possible to overdose... Maggie learned that the Amazons had been taking human women as their sex slaves for thousands, if not millions of years, and she learned that she was special, a doula of rare sexual talents...

Cassidy was owned by the Amazon Amastris, the head doula trainer, the queen’s high advisor, and the object of Maggie’s obsession. Maggie was owned by the Queen of the Amazons, Hippolyta... she was the object of jealousy of all the other doulas, but she wanted nothing more than to satisfy Cassidy’s master...

In time Maggie came to learn that the Amazons were essentially living through a post-apocalypse. There was another race on the planet, the Futanari, who were like the Amazons in looking like beautiful, unnaturally tall human women, except they had both male and female sexual anatomy. The doulas, the Futanari and the Amazons used to live in symbiosis, and neither the Futanari nor the Amazons can give birth without the other... they needed to have sex with each other, and then with a doula in order to get the doula pregnant... But far in the past, Amastris had committed a crime by having sex with another Amazon, and having that act result in the pregnancy of a doula. Doula pregnancy worked far differently than those on Earth—they did not necessarily result from two parents; in fact any number of participants could be involved in the parentage, and the child would be born with something from each of those parents. It was thought that this child would be born without the Amazon life magic—as Maggie later learned, the Amazons and the Futanari together were the shepherds of all life in the universe. Put simply, their sexual pleasure created new life on other planets to which they were connected, including Earth. But Amastris thought this was not true, so long ago she and another Amazon had sex with a Futanari and then impregnated that Amazon’s doula. Maggie, via the strength of Amazon magic, was inside that Amazon’s spirit at the time, explaining why she and Amastris desire each other so much, even across all that great distance of time and space...

Their crime was discovered, the other Amazon was banished, and the Futanari, before they could be punished, disappeared. They fled the Amazon city, heading off into self-exile. They were sick of the Amazons treating them like second-class citizens and they could see the writing on the wall that it was only going to get worse after Amastris’ grand plan failed. Amastris was an Amazon of great power and prestige, and this was seen as a youthful indiscretion, so she had eventually been welcomed back after centuries of hard work on her part. But the damage had been done. Without the Futanari, the Amazon could not procreate. They are immortal beings as long as they have regular orgasms, but a very old Amazon may choose to leave the mortal world and head off into “The Quiet Lands” with their doulas. So, since the Futanari had left the city, the population of Amazons had dwindled to a mere shadow of what it once had been. And life in the universe had dwindled along with it...

The Amazons abducted a sexy hunk soccer star from Earth and turned him into Celena, a futa—these creatures were the Futanari version of a doula, looking like normal-sized human women, though with both sexual organs. Queen Hippolyta departed the city in a fleet of ships, following Celena’s lead in their search for the futanari. Then Celena disappeared into a temple of the lost ones, and vanished. Then Amastris and Cassidy vanished as well. Now, confronted with her terrible crime in the past, Maggie must assist her queen in searching for the futanari, wherever on the planet they may have gone. Hippolyta fucked her on a platform on the temple island between a pair of statues, and the statues may have pointed the way...
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I paused a moment, to admire the sight spread out before me. 

Queen Hippolyta, my light, my life, my owner, was reclined on the luxurious bed in the royal quarters of the Amazon fleet’s flagship. By now I’d become accustomed to the ship’s gentle rocking in the waves, as the huge, sleek, silvery-white vessel cut through the nighttime waves. My queen was completely naked, but for an impossibly-thin, translucent gold-colored blanket, which hid nothing and beautifully accented her bronze skin. The light of a single candle in the corner flickered, reflecting the gold of the blanket and her skin tones in equal measure. 

Part of me wondered if I would ever get used to this. 

I looked her up and down, admiring this divine being whose privilege it was mine to bring pleasure. Her long fire engine-red hair was tied back into a braid, draped between her magnificent, firm breasts and reaching down to her belly button. Her statuesque, handsome face was framed by bright green eyes and wore that mysterious little smile that it so often did. Her sexy legs, muscular and smooth and hairless, somehow managed to be both masculine and feminine at the same time, like her voice. 

And of course, there was her spectacular cock, well over a foot in length, erect and bouncing with every heartbeat. To look upon it was hypnotic, to taste it was to taste the Olympian gods’ ambrosia, to feel it inside you was to know the gods themselves. 

It would be difficult to explain the depth of my devotion to this being. I was her willing slave, her property to command to her will. She owned me in every sense—my heart, my mind, my soul, and especially my body. I would happily die for her. To give my freedom to her was to truly be free. I lived to pleasure that magnificent cock. 

I stood before the bed, perhaps two paces away, utterly comfortable in every inch of my skin. I, Maggie Kennedy, was no longer human—I was a doula, an instrument of sex, an instrument of lustful pleasure for the Amazon race. And I was luscious, physically perfect if I may say so without sounding boastful, from my platinum blonde, perfectly-styled, straight shoulder length hair, to my beautiful face, to my firm 34Ei  tits, perfect ass and shapely legs. Standing there before the bed, I was dressed in a metallic blue g-string, and a gem-encrusted collar that read slut on the front.

With slow, sauntering steps (I could imagine how good my ass looked from behind, as I put my hips into it), I moved forward until I stood between my Queen’s legs, her feet on the floor at the edge of the bed. I placed my hands on her thighs, nothing but the thin gold blanket between us. I ran my hands up and down those powerful thighs, caressing them inside and out from pelvis to knees, marveling at how masculine they
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