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Use me, Maggie thought, as she bounced up and down on the amazon thick, hard, enormous cock. Fuck me like I’m your toy. 

The Amazon—whose name was Aella, not that it mattered—lay on her back on the silky cream-colored bed, her hair arrayed in a black storm behind her head, her legs spread eagle in the air on either side of Maggie. The Amazon’s beautiful, lightly sweaty face was a perfect picture of ecstasy, and her full, round breasts heaved with every deep breath. Her skin was the color of copper, and Maggie hoped she would get the chance to suck those erect, brown nipples before they were finished. 

Maggie stood between Aella’s legs with her back to her, legs bent, holding her own ass apart with both hands, lifting her pussy up and down on the Amazon’s impressive cock, her own DD tits bouncing lightly each time. Her long hair fell down her back, sticking to her skin with sweat. Aella’s cock filled her wonderfully, made her beautifully complete, and each time she lifted herself away from it, she could instantly feel the hunger in belly. 

She craved cock now, absolutely needed it. Maggie was really only content now when she had a thick, hard cock ramming into one of her holes. Or right after, when she was covered in cum or had it spilling out of her and she still felt the quivering aftershocks of the mind-blowing orgasm an Amazon had just given her. 

“Oh,” Aella gasped out. Her eyes were closed, and she didn’t even seem to realize she was speaking. She fondled one of her own breasts with one hand, and ran her fingers through the bush of pubic hair above her cock with the other. “Oh god, you fuck so good...”

Maggie grinned. I might be the slave, but I’m controlling you right now, aren’t I?

The soft, silky collar around Maggie’s neck was attached to a lacey black cord stretching across the room and held in the hand of Maggie’s trainer, Amastris. As always—at least since that first time—Amastris only watched from a distance. If she was trying to hide her lust for Maggie, she was doing a poor job of it, completely betrayed by the hunger in her eyes and the pulsing, stiff erection that was threatening to break through her skirt. Maggie held her gaze as she fucked the other Amazon, saying through her eyes This should be you I’m fucking, Amastris. You will be mine. I may be the slave, but you will be mine. 

Each time Maggie lifted herself off Aella’s cock, she tilted her hips a little, so the tip brushed her clit, letting a breathy little moan escape her lips. Maggie knew how Amastris loved those moans. She loved teasing her. 

Aella was stunningly gorgeous, as all the Amazons seemed to be, but Amastris was the most beautiful creature Maggie had ever seen. She wanted the stern, lanky, seven-foot-tall blonde Amazon more than she’d ever wanted anything in her life. And I will have her. She was obsessed with Amastris, and she knew Amastris was obsessed with her as well. 

Maggie felt the Amazon’s body shiver beneath her. She knew what that meant by now. Turning her face to Aella, she panted out, “Where do you want to cum?”

It was her duty as a Doula to sense her master’s desires, so it was unusual that she would ask that question. But she could sense—and she still had no idea how she could sense this, but she just knew it—that Aella wanted to be asked. 

“Get on your back,” Aella commanded, between panty, shallow breaths of her own. 

Maggie started to do as she was told, but suddenly Aella sat up, grabbed Maggie by the waist and moved her to the bed as easily as if she were a doll. Her face turned towards the ceiling, holding Maggie in place with one hand, she jerked her cock with the other, shooting wave after wave of warm cum across Maggie’s tits, chest and neck. Closing her eyes, Maggie let the euphoria overtake her. 

“That was not your final test,” said Amastris. “That will begin soon. Aella only wanted to see for herself... the slave-in-training that everyone is talking about.”

Maggie tried not to beam too visibly with pride. They’re all talking about me. I wonder what they’re saying. Amastris had told her they were training her for somebody special. Maggie couldn’t even begin to imagine who that could be. 

They were sitting on boulders beside a lake, in a garden in the immense palace courtyard. It was about sunset, but in spite of being naked except for her collar, Maggie wasn’t chilly. Two of the planet’s moons hung high in the sky; they reminded Maggie oddly of breasts. She giggled to herself. Everything reminds me of sex now. 

Amastris sat on a boulder above her, blonde hair cascading down her shoulders, her erect nipples standing out against her skimpy top, the tip of her semi-hard, beautiful cock visible just at the hem of her skirt. Idly Maggie wondered what the Amazon would do if she just reached over and grabbed that cock and put it in her mouth. Her mouth began to water at the thought of it. Desire and lust pulsing through her, she still managed to control herself. 

“Nevertheless, you are still accorded your one question,” Amastris said. Maggie was still only allowed one question as punishment from asking Amastris why she wouldn’t fuck her. “Speak it now.”

Maggie racked her brain. There was so much she didn’t know yet, so much she had yet to learn since the Amazons had abducted her from Earth to become a sex slave—a doula—on the planet Amaza. Her body had changed, both outwardly and inwardly—to accommodate the Amazons’ enormous cocks—and her mind had changed, so that she was obsessed with sex all the time. Amazons had to orgasm to stay alive and healthy, and doulas needed Amazon cum to do the same. There was still so much she didn’t know about that beautifully symbiotic relationship. 

So she went with something easy. She knew her physical appearance was changing—they said it was so that your outward appearance reflected your interior picture of yourself—but she didn’t know exactly how. 

“I still haven’t seen a mirror since I came here,” Maggie said. “Can I see what I look like now?”

Amastris actually smiled. “You seem to be done changing,” she said, a touch of affection in her voice. She released a few feet of the black silky cord she was holding, attached to Maggie’s collar. “I don’t see any harm in it. Go ahead, go to the edge of the water.”

Maggie stepped to the edge of the lake and peered over at her reflection. 

She didn’t recognize the naked woman staring back at her. 

The first thing she noticed was her tits. God, they’re huge! Maggie knew they’d gotten bigger, but she had no idea they’d gotten that much bigger. How the hell could I miss that? She didn’t know if she would ever wear a bra ever again, but she guessed they were 34DD now. On Earth she’d been tall and skinny, but now her figure was a perfect hourglass. Only the wispiest tuft of soft pubic hair outlined her pussy. 

And her face.

Oh dear lord, is that what I look like? Curtains of platinum blonde hair framed a stunningly beautiful, strong face, highlighted by bright green eyes. Staring into her own eyes in her reflection, reaching up to touch the silk collar around her neck, Maggie felt a surprising thought bubble up in her mind. 

I am going to be the best sex slave this planet has ever known. 

Already Maggie was forgetting her life on Earth, but one thing she did remember was that on her best day, she had never felt even a hundredth of the confidence she felt in herself in that moment. 

Life sure was weird. She had to become a sex slave on an alien planet to feel completely confident in herself. 

She heard Amastris clear her throat. 

Maggie looked back to find that the Amazon’s cock was no longer semi-hard. It was an absolutely raging, pulsing erection. 

“You like what you see?” Maggie asked her quietly, with a flirty smile. Standing with her feet about shoulder-width apart, she bent over and dipped her hands in the water. The cool breeze felt good on her asshole and pussy, both of which she knew Amastris had a full view.

“You know I do.”

Maggie spread her legs a little wider. 

“Why look,” she asked Amastris, her flirty smile growing wider, “When you can taste?”

For a moment the blonde Amazon seemed to be hypnotized, her mouth slightly open, her gaze squarely on both of Maggie’s worlds. Her hand drifted down to her cock, and she rubbed the tip lightly through the fabric of her skirt. Then, snapping out of it suddenly, she gently pulled back on the leash attached to Maggie’s collar. Maggie put on her best pouty face as she sauntered back to the boulder and sat down again. Damn, she thought. Almost had her. 

It crossed Maggie’s mind that Amastris might punish her again for trying to entice her into sex. Not that Maggie cared. She was going to keep trying until it worked. 

But she wasn’t prepared for what came next. 

Still facing away from her, Maggie heard Amastris unclip her skirt. 

And then she felt the Amazon’s soft hands grasp her shoulders. 

Next, they glided down to her sides, under her arms, around her stomach. Gently, but powerfully, Amastris moved her into her lap. Maggie felt Amastris’ firm breasts press into her back, and she gasped when the Amazon’s enormous, iron-hard erection brushed her pussy lips, ending up between her legs. Much as she wanted to, she didn’t dare touch it without permission. 

Amastris was kissing her neck, shoulders, tickling birds fluttering across Maggie’s body. Finally she reached Maggie’s lips, pulling her into passionate tongue kisses before suddenly realizing she wanted to taste another part of her. The Amazon groped Maggie’s breasts with both
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