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I could not see the Queen. 

I could not see her, but I could hear her behind me, her bare footfalls on the marble floor soft somehow in spite of her great height, somewhere between seven and eight feet tall. I was naked yet again, except of course for my silky collar, and I was on all fours with my ass in the air, as the Queen walked behind us. I was flanked by a dozen other doulas—sex slaves—on either side of me, each in an identical posture, naked on all fours, all of us showing both our worlds to our master. 

The cool air felt nice on my ass and pussy lips, and the incredibly long couch underneath me and the other sex slaves was soft and comfortable. None of them made a move or a sound, simply resting their on their forearms obediently as the Queen walked behind us, and I followed their lead. The Queen had yet to speak a word to me, or to any of us. That was all right. I understood the ritual. 

I was her new toy, her new pet. The new high doula of the Amazon Queen. She wanted to admire me, next to her other toys. 

She had been pacing back and forth behind the whole line of us, but suddenly she stopped behind me. In the light of the candelabras casting a golden glow over the Queen’s opulent chambers, I caught sight of her in the reflection of the brazier in front of me. 

Her fiery long red hair, pulled up into a tall near-mohawk and cascading down her back, framed a beautiful, noble face and sea-green eyes. The bronze skin of her shoulders covered tight muscles, and her abdomen and full, bare breasts were enticing, just begging to be licked. Her only clothing was a golden girdle that hung loosely around her waist. There was just a hint of masculinity to her frame, to her face, to her manner, but those hips holding up that golden belt were undeniably feminine. 

Of course, just below that golden belt, the Queen’s enormous cock stood at attention, gloriously erect, pointing just slightly upward, bouncing enticingly with her every motion. 

I gasped a little when her hand touched my hip, soft and warm. I felt it slide around to my ass, almost covering one entire cheek. I was suddenly acutely aware of every sensation. The silky material of the couch under my hands and knees, the air blowing through the room alternating warm and cold. The sounds of my own breath and the breath of the other doulas. Above all else, that powerful hand cupping my ass, seemingly pulsating with vibrant lust. 

She ran her middle finger across my pussy lips, pressing against them ever so briefly, ever so lightly. I thought I was halfway to cumming from that simple touch. Then she moved that hand back to my hip, and placed her left hand on the other side. 

I didn’t dare look back at her. 

A single finger ran up my spine, tracing little circles that gave me chills. Then her giant hand was resting on my shoulder, squeezing lightly. My pussy was warm, but it was nothing compared to the fiery heat of the throbbing, erect member that pressed up against my asscrack, sliding between my legs. 

She’s gonna fuck me right here. Right here in full view of her other slaves. 

But instead, the Queen lifted me gently by that shoulder, and pulled me into her arms. Walking slowly, cradling me in her arms, she walked outside through an open, vine-and-flower-covered gateway. 

Outside was a wide, octagonal, blue marble courtyard, surrounded by walls on five sides but open to the sky. The sky above was the burning purple-red of a powerful sunset, though still starless. The unwalled-side afforded a view of the sprawling, magnificent Amazon city, all white and bluish marble, beyond which the blue sea glittered in the dusk. On the other side the bulk of the white palace loomed, blotting out that side of the sky. At the edges of the courtyard there stood a dozen life-size statues of Amazons, their stone erections standing at attention, their eyes shining white, adding a little to the fading sunlight. 

I’m dreaming. This place can’t be real. 

At the center of the courtyard there was a red, soft-looking couch, covered in white flower petals, blowing across the courtyard and the palace. 

The Queen laid me down on my stomach across one of the soft, plush armrests, so my face was against the cushion and my ass was tilted up towards her. 

In the sky above the city, the first of the stars were beginning to come out. 

This is no dream, said a voice in my mind, that I wasn’t sure belonged to me. 

I gasped and the stars danced in my vision. The Queen had pushed the tip of her cock into me, sliding her hands back and forth along the length of my back. Hers was the largest cock of all the Amazons I had yet encountered. In that moment, in spite of all my training, I wasn’t sure I could handle the Queen’s impressive girth. My pussy was as wet and ready for her as I had ever been, and yet I still wondered whether she would break me. 

Suddenly and unbidden, an image of Amastris crystallized in my mind. My Amazon trainer’s blond hair stood out starkly against her gorgeous face and green eyes, and her perky tits and enormous cock—not as big as the Queen’s but considerable—filled me as ever with a thirst-like lust. Her face held that same stern expression she wore most of the time, mixed with that slight tinge of desire. Desire for me. She wanted me as much as I wanted her. She knew it and I knew it. Cassidy, the other doula I met, the one I helped along with her training, belonged to Amastris now. 

I wondered what they were doing in that moment. I wondered how Amastris, the object of my obsession, was being satisfied by Cassidy, the doula that I helped train. 

Amastris. The Queen was noble, powerful, and staggering beautiful. But still, it was Amastris that filled me with desire so powerful it felt like I was starving. But for now, I would satisfy the Queen better than Cassidy was satisfying Amastris. 

With a deep sigh, I spread my legs a little wider and tilted my hips up, to welcome the Queen into me. 

The Queen pushed her impossibly huge, impossibly cock into my slick, wet pussy another two inches. I gasped, arching my back, lifting myself up from the couch. I was practically doing the splits, supporting myself on my hands with my pelvis over the couch’s armrest. I couldn’t open myself to her anymore and she had eleven more inches to get into me.  

She’s going to tear me in half. 

No, Maggie. No she isn’t. You were born for this. You were born to be a slave. You were born to take dicks this size. 

“Please,” I whispered. “Please, I need you.” 

I imagined myself a sheathe, and that big beautiful cock was my sword. It is the perfect size for me. I was made for it. 

Taking my ass in both hands, she thrust all the way into me. 

That was the day I saw the face of God.

There was never, nor could there ever be, anything more simultaneously beautiful and painful than the feeling of the Amazon Queen’s cock impaling my body. There was no other word for it. I felt like she had driven into me up to my lungs. That thick, hard rod, somehow hard as iron and simultaneously soft as silk, had driven right into my soul. The Amazons all had enormous cocks, but nothing like this. Some part of me was surprised I was still alive. Some part of me thought she was keeping me alive. That mighty, divine erection which was currently pulsating inside my entire torso was so full of life, it was powerful enough to animate anything into life. That cock was life. 

Her heavy balls bounced against my clit, and already I exploded into a stunningly powerful orgasm, powerful waves of pleasure striking like thunder through my body. On the fire-lit reflection of a silvery wall panel across from me, from some dim place where I could still think rational thoughts, I could see my own astonished, ecstatic reflection. I still wasn’t quite used to my new face, which was changed after I became a sex slave of the Amazons. My eyes were wide, my mouth open in an O-shape of surprise. 

Behind me, the Queen’s eyes were downcast, almost closed, as she took in my shapely back, my graceful neck, my blond hair wet down with sweat, my plump ass which she was grasping and pushing against. Her expression was some mixture of exertion, pleasure, and amusement, a slight smile crossing her lips. 

Controlling me as easily as befitted her favorite toy, the Queen put one hand on either side of my ass (her hands were so big they engulfed my ass and my hips), and pulled me off her, thrusting into me again and again. My heavy tits bounced back and forth and my ass shook, as she pounded my inviting hole. 

What a contrast of emotions that was—every time she pulled out of me, it was a relief from pain and yet another part of my mind begged her to come back. Every time she thrust into me, it was pain and ecstasy, intertwined in a double-helix of pure lust. 

THUMP. 

“Oh god...”

My neck involuntarily jerked back and forth each time the Queen thrust her cock into my wet, open, pussy. 

THUMP. THUMP. 

“Oh god... Oh god...”

Whether I was calling out to the Gods out of pleasure or pain, even I didn’t know. Distantly, deep in the midst of that pleasure-and-pain maelstrom as she pounded in and out of me, I felt the Queen’s hands tighten on my ass. In my reflection I could see my legs sticking out directly to either side of me. I didn’t even know I could do the splits. 

THUMP. THUMP. THUMP. 

“Oh... oh- OHHHH right there...”

I don’t know how I was still able to
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