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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. 

Slowly, finally, the huge double doors to the portal opened, and the bright white light began to fade. 

Standing under the magnificent marble archway that must have been the Earth portal, there stood an earthman. 

He was scared, naked, and confused. “Hello?” he called out, covering his crotch with one hand, shielding his eyes with the other. He had an accent that I couldn’t immediately place, having been gone from Earth for so long. 

I had not seen a man since leaving Earth, and now, he looked like the alien to me. He was sexy—his naked body was lithe and muscular, from his chiseled calves to his hard swimmer’s abs to his statuesque shoulders and biceps. His blue eyes and black hair and beard framed an almost femininely pretty face, and his skin tone suggested he was Spanish, Italian or Greek. 

He’s sexy, I thought. At least for a human man. What a strange thought that was, showing just how far I had come as a doula sex slave. Back on Earth I’d have thought this man was one of the sexiest men I had ever seen—his chiseled abs, his muscular legs, the steel cord muscles of his shoulders, his beautiful face. Now, after time living among the Amazons, any human man just seemed... inadequate. 

As the light faded at last, my breath caught at a sudden realization. 

I recognized him. 

“Marco Matali,” I said aloud. 

That’d be the Marco Matali, soccer prodigy and international superstar, with a budding movie career to boot. Half of my friends back on Earth (and their memory was fading fast) were totally obsessed with him. One had him shirtless as the background on her phone.

And now, here he was, standing completely naked before me. 

I felt the queen unclip my collar. At the edge of my vision, I saw Amastris unclip Cassidy’s collar, and Circe unclip the collar off Laci. 

We three pleasure slaves advanced towards him. 

Marco eyed us in wonder as we sauntered toward him slowly, Cassidy stepping behind him, and Laci and me standing in front. His cock slowly stiffened as he looked us up and down, until, by the time we were close to him, he was sporting a full-blown, rock hard erection. 

None of us said a word to each other. Words were unnecessary. We were doulas now. We were communicating through hormones; each of us knew our precise role. Each of us knew exactly what to do. 

Each of us fell to our knees. 

He gasped when Laci placed her hands on his hips and buried her face in his ass. She ran her tongue up his asscrack and across his bum hole, while Cassidy and I began to suck his cock, taking turns on the tip and the shaft, our tongues wrestling as they moved up and down his member. Cassidy’s nipples brushed against mine, and I took the opportunity to fondle her breasts with one hand and slide one finger into her wet, tight pussy with the other. She let out a little “mm” sound when I started to masturbate her. Before long, she was returning the favor. 

Marco Matali was well-endowed for a human, but next to the Amazons his body was... insufficient. Holding his balls in my mouth, I thought they were heavy and pleasantly warm, and they had a nice, salty musk to them. But I couldn’t help but wish it was an Amazon tea-bagging me. They were just so much... more. For whatever reason, though, this was what my queen, my owner, wanted me to do. 

His body was tense at first, but gradually he began to relax and enjoy the treatment we were giving him. Moaning quietly, he put one of his hands on the back of Laci’s head, pulling her face closer to his ass. I could only imagine what he was thinking—he wakes up naked in a palace, and three incredibly beautiful naked women step forward to service him, while other beautiful seven-foot-tall “women” watch. The Amazons are clothed, I realized suddenly, imagining Amastris, Circe and Hippolyta standing behind me. He hasn’t seen their cocks. He must just think they’re women. 

I felt Marco’s body jolt as if he’d been struck by electricity, and he let out a loud moan. Cassidy cupped his balls with one hand and I jerked his shaft while we made out, with the tip of his cock pressed against our kiss. The first blast of his hot cum hit me on the cheek, running down onto my tits. Every blast afterward ran down between our lips, thick, salty white ropes adding to mine and Cassidy’s kiss. 

Cassidy came almost immediately after, letting out a loud screaming moan, her slippery pussy tightening around my fingers. On our knees facing each other, she collapsed against me, throwing her arms around my back, panting and out of breath. Her tits pressed against me felt wonderful. When she had caught her breath, she took her face off my shoulder and we kissed each other lightly. I pulled Marco towards us with one hand, wrapping it around his quivering leg. Together Cassidy and I licked him clean, getting every drop of cum and sweat off his cock and balls, leaving behind only our saliva. 

I didn’t cum, but that was all right. I was an agent of pleasure, and it made me happy to pleasure Cassidy, and Marco. 

I am a giver of pleasure, I thought. And I’m the best at it. On this world or any other. 

~
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Cassidy, Laci and I were back in the doulas’ chambers. We were each given luxurious baths, in a large, communal tub, in a sauna-type open air balcony that reminded me of a Roman bathhouse. Beyond the balcony’s white marble pillars, the Amazon city gleamed in the light of the moons, and beyond the city, the sea was a glittering dark blanket. Cassidy and I were side by side, and Laci was across the tub from us. Cassidy’s eyes were closed and her head leaned back on the edge of the pool-sized basin, clearly basking in the water’s warmth. Her wet, smallish breasts gleamed invitingly in the light of the mirrored candelabras, and her short brown hair was slicked back on her head. 

Other doulas busied about us, rubbing us down with soaps and oils, massaging our bodies. All the others, I noticed, were totally naked. Through talking with a few of them and just simple inference, I was beginning to realize that there was a true hierarchy among the doulas, based on the status of which Amazon owned them. I was property and a slave, but in many respects, I was queen of the slaves. They all deferred to me, to varying degrees. 

“A man,” Laci said, from the other side of the tub. Her heavy tits were floating slightly in the water, and I could see her pale white form all the way down to her toes under the water. 

“Not just any man,” I replied. “You recognized him, didn’t you?”

Laci shook her head. “I don’t remember much from Earth, already.” There wasn’t a hint of regret in her voice. I was losing my Earth memories myself. “What do you think they want with him?”

“It’s got something to do with the Futanari,” I said. Though it was more than that. The Queen had told me that somehow he and I were going to lead the Amazons back to the Futanari. 

I didn’t want to think about that pressure, so I changed the subject. After a moment’s deliberation, I said to Cassidy: “What’s it like?”

“What’s what like?”

“Fucking Amastris,” I said, trying to make the hunger in my voice too obvious. “What’s it like?”

Cassidy smiled without opening her eyes. “Incredible,” she said with a small giggle. 

“Describe it for me.” I could hear the begging tone in my voice now, but I didn’t care. 

“She’s rough.” Cassidy’s eyes were closed, but I can see she was thinking about particular times when Amastris was fucking her. “She can be really rough. She just... attacks me, like a beast. Like I don’t know how she doesn’t leave marks on me, sometimes, but she never does... just when I think she’s going to break me, I explode... and the world falls apart, and she fills me up...” Her eyes were still closed, but her smile had a different cast to it. She was remembering who-knew how many mind-blowing, world-shattering orgasms, given to her by the Amastris, the creature of my obsession. 

Without really thinking, slowly I slid my ass off the ledge in the wide tub and moved over towards her, placing a hand on her thigh under the water. She opened her eyes, and locked her gaze on mine. A sultry, lusty look on her face, she spread her legs slightly. 

My first finger slid past her pussy lips, flicking upwards against her clit. She said nothing, but her eyes narrowed slightly and she let out a satisfied sigh. I slid my middle and ring finger deep inside her, fingering her while I used my thumb to play with her clit. I wanted to feel the pussy that had embraced Amastris’ stunningly beautiful cock. 

In spite of the warmth of the pool, her nipples were hard. I leaned down to suck on one of them, giving it a little nibble. I may get to play with your property, Amastris, but I’ll be gentler than you are. 

Not that Cassidy minded anything I was doing. Moaning enthusiastically, she began to roll her hips against my fingers. When she rolled them upwards, I slid my other hand under her bottom and began finger-fucking her ass at the same time. Who’s gonna make you cum harder I thought, as I stopped sucking on Cassidy’s tits and moved up to make out with her. 

Suddenly her body shuddered, and she bit my lower lip, hard enough to draw blood but I didn’t bleed. Her moan was a primal roar, echoing out of the balcony, across the city below. The orgasm struck her like a bolt of lightning, every inch of her going stiff, her body racked with convulsions head to toe. She bucked in my arms like a bronco, every muscle in her sexy, thick thighs rippling and tensing against my grasp. And then she went limp in my arms, with my fingers still deep inside both her holes. 

For a moment we just peppered each other with soft little kisses, our breasts pressed against each other. I slid my fingers out of her, lightly rubbing both her holes with one finger each. 

After we’d each caught our breath, Cassidy leaned in and kissed my ear, setting little flutters down through my body. 

“I know,” she whispered suddenly, between kisses. 

“Know what?”

“Amastris,” she said, nibbling on my ear lobe. “I know you want her.”

For just a moment, I froze. Amastris knew I wanted her, but her slave knowing that fact made me worry. I didn’t know if the queen knew. Would it matter if she did? I had to be more careful. 

I pulled myself away from Cassidy, looking deeply into her eyes. She didn’t seem jealous, or upset. If anything, the thought of it seemed to excite her. 

How would I feel if she was as obsessed with the Queen as I was with Amastris? 

None of that matters right now, said the lusty part of my mind. My horniness overcame my concern. 

I turned around, setting my ass directly on Cassidy’s lap. It was her turn to return the favor. For a moment, it seemed she couldn’t decide whether she wanted to grope my breasts or finger me. Finally she decided to finger my ass with one hand, and play with my tits with the other. As I began rubbing my own clit, I looked across the bath to find Laci masturbating as she watched us. 

The three of us enjoyed that bath, deep into the night. 

~
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The following morning found us all in one of the queen’s meeting chambers: Hippolyta and I were seated on a raised, green marble platform, she in an ornate, jewel-bedecked throne and me on the floor at her side, and Amastris and Circe were seated across from us. Laci and Cassidy sat on the floor beside their mistresses, attached by their collars to a silk leash, just as I was. As always, each of the doulas was naked, except for her collar and her thong. 

Behind Amastris and Circe there were ten other Amazons who I didn’t recognize, but I guessed were part of the queen’s inner circle. Their own doulas were kneeling at their feet. It wasn’t quite true that I didn’t recognize any of them; one I recognized only from the public gangbang that was our final training before we became full sex slaves. 

I sat straight-backed, legs to one side of me, my tits sticking out prominently. It seemed that Cassidy and Laci were each mimicking my posture. Idly I ran one hand softly up and down my mistress’s leg underneath her skirt, occasionally gliding across the tip of her soft (but still considerable) cock. Once in a while when my hand slid... maybe just a little too far up her skirt, I’d catch Amastris glancing our way. 

“Some of you already know this,” the queen began, in that silky-steel, powerful voice, somehow at once both gloriously masculine and feminine. She really is a marvel, I thought, staring up at her from below. Her bronze skin, her fire red hair, that magnificent face. I had never seen a creature so regal. She would never be Amastris, but that didn’t mean she wasn’t magnificent. 

“We believe we have a potential futa.”

Several of the Amazons present gasped. A potential futa. What could that mean? The queen had told me of the beings called the Futanari... was a futa something different?

“I can see the confusion on the faces of the newer doulas,” the queen said. “Futa are to the Futanari as you are to us. Necessary, and vital compliments to each other. Necessary and vital components to our ability to once again give birth.”

The queen said no more, but she didn’t need to say anymore. I understood the rest, and I could see on Laci and Cassidy’s faces that they did as well. The Amazon’s magic was powerful, perhaps not what it once was but still potent. That same magic that told us doulas what they wanted sexually without them needing to speak, seemed to finish their sentences for them, even in non-sexual situations. 

For I could suddenly see the sequence of necessary events clearly, as if they were occurring in front of my eyes. For the Amazons and the Futanari to give birth, things had to occur in a specific and set order. First, the Futanari and their bonded futa had to fuck each other. Then the Futanari had to fuck a doula, and then that doula’s bonded Amazon had to fuck their doula. Then, and only then, could a doula become pregnant and give birth to either an amazon or a Futanari. 

Missing one of the four necessary members of the birthing cycle meant that the futa would crave to be with a bonded Futanari. 

Which meant they would be able to sense where the nearest Futanari were. 

“His training begins tonight,” said Queen Hippolyta. “May we at last succeed. May we save our people.”

~

[image: ]


I knew the room well, where Marco was being held. 

I knew well the bed to which he was tied. I knew well the portal in the wall that opened, allowing me, Circe and Laci into the circular, dome-ceilinged room. 

Perhaps it wasn’t the same room, but it looked just like it. 

It looked just as it did when I woke up here, my first day on Amaza. The walls were silvery-white marble, and the strange soft bed at the center of the room was some odd material that I could describe only as pliable, soft stone. It was dimly illuminated, though I could identify no obvious source of the soft, pleasant light. 

Circe held both of our leashes. Hippolyta had loaned me to her advisor, for this task ahead of us. I missed the queen when she was gone. I missed Amastris. But I had a job to do. 

Marco Matali was spread eagled on the bed before us, restrained at his ankles and wrists. He had been sleeping when we came in—this was an easy room to relax in, I remembered that—but he stirred as the portal in the wall closed behind us. He looked confused, at first, but his cock began to harden as he took in the sight of me and Laci standing before him. And Circe behind us—it occurred to me yet again that he still hadn’t seen Amazons naked from the waist down, and to him, Circe simply looked like an insanely beautiful east Asian woman in a skimpy dress, albeit seven feet tall. 
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