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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. 
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