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AMAZON PLANET SIX

TRANSFORMING THE FUTA
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My name is Maggie Kennedy. 

Sometime ago—I’m quite sure how long, really, but it’s been weeks or months—I was abducted by aliens who called themselves Amazons, and taken to their planet Amaza. The Amazons are each between six and a half and eight feet tall, and have the appearance of stunningly beautiful human women. They dress in clothes that are some mixture of ancient Greek or Roman fashion—though far, far skimpier—and some alien influence I couldn’t identify. 

Oh, did I say they looked like human women? They mostly do. 

Except, that is, for their well-endowed, thick, gloriously huge cocks. 

Yes, I’m serious. Picture a seven-foot-tall supermodel with huge tits, a perfectly feminine round, apple-bottom ass, and a massive, throbbing, beautiful erection, and you’re looking at an Amazon. 

I myself am no longer human. I and other women who they abduct from Earth (which, I found out recently, they’d been doing for thousands of years) are trained to become what’s known here as a doula—essentially a sex slave who lives on Amazon cum. Not only lives on it, but thrives on it, craves it. I have tasted nothing so delicious and intoxicating in my life as Amazon jizz. I want to be covered in it head-to-toe, letting it fill every orifice and nook and cranny of my body. I can no longer imagine my life without it. 

I am a doula. I am a slave, a pet, a toy, a tool to be used for pleasure my mistress and owner. And never in my life have I been happier. 

Amazons and doulas are essentially timeless beings—Amazons have to have orgasms to stay alive, and doulas must have Amazon semen to stay alive. It’s a symbiotic relationship, and I’m more than happy to be on the slave end of that relationship. Amazonian spunk is the most delicious substance in the universe. 

Although Amazon breast milk is also pretty wonderful. 

Becoming a Doula changed my body as well, inside and out. My throat, my pussy and my ass somehow are able to accommodate my mistress’ giant cock. It’s so unbelievably satisfying when she slams it into me all the way up to the hilt, and I feel those enormous balls slap against my body. My physical appearance changed as well—my tits grew, my figure grew curvier, imperfections in my skin vanished. My face changed. I hadn’t exactly been ugly before, but now I was absurdly beautiful. I was still getting used to seeing that face looking back at me in the mirror. 

The only clothing I had worn since I was brought to Amaza was a tiny, silky blue g-string—essentially just a tiny strip of fabric covering my pussy lips—and of course the silky blue collar attached to the leash around my neck. I was no longer shy about my nudity. I was beautiful, and I was proud of how I looked. 

I haven’t mentioned who my mistress is yet. I am owned by the queen of the Amazons, Hippolyta. She is a remarkably creature, nearly eight feet tall, bronze skin and fire-red hair framing a stunning face. Throughout my training I heard hints and whispers that I was being saved for something important, and that turned out to be as High Doula to the queen. 

Though I’m still obsessed with my head trainer Amastris, but that’s a whole other story. 

Recently I learned that the Amazons are essentially living through an apocalypse. There is another species on Amaza, called the Futanari. The Futanari, I was told, look like Amazons, except a bit darker-skinned and they have both female and male parts. At some point far in the past, the Futanari departed, for some unknown location elsewhere on the planet. Only together can the Futanari and Amazons give birth to new members of their kind, so for thousands of years they have been unable to reproduce. 

As I said, Amazons (and doulas) don’t die unless they’re injured or don’t have sex, but when they grow especially old they can choose to go off to some mysterious place called “The Quiet Lands.” So their population has been falling for thousands of years. 

The queen says she believes that I am going to help them find the Futanari again. How, I still didn’t know. 

And that is how I came to find myself standing before the gates of the Earth portal. 

~
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I stood there before the gates, wearing nothing but my g-string and my collar, my platinum blonde hair done up elaborately, my face decorated with exotic blue-tinted makeup. My large, round tits were at the lower edge of my vision, and they looked so good I had to start fondling them. Amastris, my magnificently beautiful head trainer, stood to one side of me, with her slave, Cassidy, on a leash in front of her. Circe, the stunning Asian-looking Amazon, black hair and magnificent body, stood to the other side, with her slave, Laci, on a leash in front of her. 
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