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That, I thought, is easily the sexiest thing I have ever seen. Perhaps the sexiest thing anyone has ever seen.  

Laci, Cassidy and I sat on a comfortable pile of white cushions beside a shallow infinity pool at the palace. In the pool, standing beneath a gentle waterfall, were our three masters—Circe, the Queen Hippolyta, and Amastris. Around them, a handful of doula slaves were bathing them, bringing in soaps and oils and rubbing down their bodies limb by limb. The Amazons’ beautiful skin glistened wet in the morning light, from their graceful necks to their powerful legs to their firm, ample breasts, to their stunningly gorgeous cocks. 

Below us on the cushions sat Celena, the new Futa. Until yesterday, Celena had been a man called Marco Matali, international soccer star and certified heartthrob to young women all over the planet Earth. The Amazons’ magic had transformed him into the pretty, petite woman now seated below us. Celena had exactly the appearance of a human woman, except she still had Marco’s cock, which was rock hard as she watched the Amazons bathe. Her pussy was probably getting wet underneath that hard cock. 

Cassidy, Lace and I were wearing our thongs and collars. Celena wore only a collar. I wondered if futas had to earn clothing just as doulas did. 

I watched as a big-titted doula with curly red hair took a handful of oil and began washing Circe’s cock, rubbing her hands tightly back and forth. Circe began to get hard as the doula stroked her veiny, girthy prick. Circe leaned her head back, her face an expression of rapidly deepening pleasure.

“They’ve never bathed together before,” Laci said. Her voice was as cutesy and positive as always, but there was a hint of confusion and doubt behind it. She was also watching another doula stroke her mistress’s cock, and there may have been some jealousy there. That didn’t make me jealous, seeing the queen with somebody else, but I could understand the impulse. 

“I think it’s a ritual,” said Cassidy. “They know we’re about to embark on a mission that could be dangerous. I think this is a sort of tradition, to ensure good fortune.”

As we watched, Amastris gently pushed aside the doula who was soaping the queen’s back, and took her soap and oil from her. Oh...my...god, I thought. Just when I thought this scene before me couldn’t get any sexier. Amastris—with whom, I think I’ve told you before, I am utterly obsessed—began slowly soaping the queen’s back, rubbing her hands up and down in a worshipful sort of manner. 

“I thought they weren’t supposed to...” Laci trailed off. 

“They’re not,” I said. “At least, they can’t cum inside each other. Or on each other.” Amazon cum was toxic to themselves, which was why they had to had regular orgasms or they would die. Amazon cum was both perfectly nutritious and an intoxicating drug for doulas, hence the symbiotic relationship between the two. It was also frowned upon for them to jerk off; to do so was to deprive a doula from enjoying their jizz. 

But Amastris and the queen had never said they couldn’t be attracted to each other. Or touch each other in other ways. 

Was Amastris... whatever the Amazon version of gay was? 

Gay? Lesbian? Something in between? 

Her blonde hair wet down against her head, Amastris stepped closer to the queen and rubbed her a little more firmly, somewhere between bathing and massaging her. Amastris’ cock was getting hard, and as it straightened it poked the queen in her asscrack. Hippolyta turned so fast her fire engine-red hair whipped Amastris in the face, and, with a giggle, the queen playfully pushed her. But then the queen turned back around, allowing her chief advisor to continue fondling her. 

Pulling her closer so her cock rubbed up underneath the queen’s ass and rapidly hardening cock, Amastris soaped her tits, down to her stomach, eventually letting her hands fall upon the base of the queen’s spectacular erection. 
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