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It only gradually dawned on Maggie Kennedy that she wasn’t dreaming. She was in the middle of an otherwise large empty room, the curved walls of which pulsed with dim white light. Her hands and ankles were immobilized by metallic restraints that were somehow still silky soft, a supple silvery material she couldn’t identify. Her legs were bent at the knee and opened spread-eagle, as if she were about to give birth, and her arms were laid out to either side of her. The reclined chair-gurney beneath her nude body was cool and plush and smooth, strangely more comfortable than any bed she’d ever laid upon. 

Why am I naked?

There were so many questions, but that one forced itself to the forefront of her mind. The last thing she remembered, Maggie was walking home from a night class at her university. The next thing she knew, she was here, strapped into these almost-too-comfortable restraints. She had no idea how long she had been awake, let alone how long she had been here. However long it was, it was enough time to notice odd details about her nudeness. For one thing, she hadn’t shaved herself in a few days, and there was definitely some stubble on her legs and nether regions when she’d gone to school that morning. But now she was shaved as smooth as if they’d waxed her while she was asleep. 

And were her tits bigger? No. No, that wasn’t possible. 

But why was she naked? 

She didn’t feel at all drugged; in fact Maggie couldn’t remember having felt so well-rested. She thought she ought to feel frightened, but an odd calmness suffused her. If anything, she felt a little, well... I hope someone’s looking at me, came the absurd thought from somewhere deep within her mind.  Her cheeks flushed at the thought, but her crotch also tingled and her nipples hardened visibly. The cool air in the room felt delicious on her skin. The restraints allowed for a bit of movement, so Maggie moaned softly and began to rub her ass lightly on the cushion beneath her. Frustratingly, the point of contact was too low to reach her clit. 

What am I doing? Somebody had kidnapped her and tied her down here, and her first thought was to masturbate? Something bizarre was happening to her, and she would have no answers until whoever was holding her here decided to give them to her. 

As if in answer to that thought, the wall in front of her opened. 

Before there had appeared to be no door there, but the wall seemed to turn to liquid for a moment, reform itself so there was now a tall portal to the outside, and then solidify again. Beyond the portal Maggie could see only darkness. 

And then it stepped into the doorway.  

Maggie didn’t know why she’d thought it, when she was so much more appropriate. The being appeared to be a human woman, only staggeringly tall, and staggeringly beautiful. Only as she came closer could Maggie tell that she was almost seven feet in height. Tan-skinned with golden hair, the woman was dressed exotically—if you could call it dressed, for most of her toned, gorgeous body was visible. She wore only a translucent, form-fitting silver bikini top over her large, too-perfect breasts, and a gold chain belt with a strip of flowing purple cloth hanging to the floor in the front and back. 

She studied the woman’s face as she approached. Outwardly she appeared to be simply a very tall, voluptuous, gorgeous human woman, but there was something foreign in her demeanor. Maggie couldn’t put her finger on it. Something masculine and animalistic in the eyes and how she carried herself, maybe. 

When she was only a few feet away from Maggie—still not having said a word—the woman unclipped the chain holding her loincloth in place, and the garment fell away to the floor. And Maggie’s eyes fell away from her face. 

Rather than the physical form she had been expecting, the woman had a thick, gently pulsating cock, eleven inches and only semi-erect. To her surprise, the sight of it made Maggie’s mouth water. Her soft pubic hair was the same golden color as her hair. “It’s beautiful,” Maggie mouthed silently, involuntarily. 

What are you doing? She had always thought of herself as fairly prudish. At age twenty-four she’d only had three boyfriends. And now here she was, tied down against her will, shaking with excitement at what this amazon woman was about to do to her. Woman, she thought again. Was she even a she? This being had the attractiveness and proportions of a swimsuit model, aside from the rapidly-hardening phallus level with Maggie’s eyes. Maggie had never had any lesbian inclinations, but did this even count? The musky smell in the air certainly seemed manly. A confused jumble of emotions swam within her, threatening at any moment to be overwhelmed by a tidal wave of lust. 

Did she want this? Her body certainly wanted it but did she? Perhaps sensing her excitement, the woman’s dick hardened completely, to the point where it was just over a foot in length, pointed straight at Maggie’s face. Maggie became slightly bewitched as it bounced gently, with the rhythm of a heartbeat. 

The tip glistened with a just a teardrop of pre-cum. The woman stepped forward; she was tall enough and her dick was big enough that it could reach Maggie’s face, even from her current position. What is happening, she thought, as the beautiful rock-hard member approached her lips. Who cares, she thought, as she gave the tangerine-sized head the most sensual kiss she had ever given, the most sensual she could give, tasting the wet saltiness in her mouth. 

It was ecstasy. Almost hypnotic. Maggie’s eyes rolled back and she moaned, openly and loudly. Her pussy tingled, the way it only had before when she masturbated. She realized she had never called it that before—she was always too reserved, even in her head. “Va-jay-jay” was the most adventurous she would ever get. Now pussy suddenly felt so natural and sexy. She thought she would cum herself if she sucked this woman off for long enough. 

Her captor was not necessarily a woman, she decided, for reasons other than her different equipment. Given the creature’s appearance Maggie could not help thinking of her as a woman, to use the words ‘her’ and ‘she’ in her thoughts. Neither man nor woman fit perfectly, woman perhaps a bit better than man. But there was something undeniably masculine about her scent, about the whispery little moan that escaped her. 

Maggie hoped it felt good for her. She wanted to please this magnificent creature, to have her approval. She thought about asking if she was doing it right, but that would ruin the moment. She didn’t want the woman to leave, to take this beautiful cock away from her. 

As her tongue flicked the tip, her eyes locked on those of the woman, face high above her. She regarded Maggie down her nose impassively, an air of noble condescension about her. Her expression said Maggie was beneath her, less than her, but Maggie was not offended. I am less than this creature. Their bodies were only just close enough that Maggie could just sort of make out with the tip. She used her lips to try to pull it deeper into her mouth, but the woman pulled away from her. No, Maggie thought with a soft moan. 

“You can put it wherever you want,” Maggie said softly, not knowing quite where the words had come from. She would say whatever she had to, to keep her from leaving. 

Suddenly the woman stepped around her chair and slapped Maggie across the cheek with her cock. Maggie gasped when she grabbed her hair. “I know I can put it wherever I want,” the woman said, her voice breathy and strong. “Do you think I need your permission?” Maggie looked up into her eyes. There was no anger there, just calm, confident power. She was not punishing, just clarifying the terms of the relationship. 

She no longer had any misgivings. Any thoughts about how she got here or confusion about the identity of her captors fell away. Maggie only had one thing in her mind. 

Maggie Kennedy wanted this woman to fuck her silly. Until she couldn’t see straight. Until she couldn’t remember her own name.  She considered saying something else that would make the woman cock-slap her in the face again—it had stung a bit, but it just made her want it more. But she didn’t. She didn’t want to delay where else she might put it. 

There was a gnawing hunger building in her stomach, and lower than her stomach. 

“Please,” Maggie whispered. Without thinking, she raised her hips from the chair and rolled them towards this unbelievably sexy creature standing before her. She looked down at Maggie with that same air of noble condescension. A hunter looking upon quarry. And then she turned away, and bent to pick up the loincloth, granting Maggie a lovely view of her supple, shapely feminine buttocks.

Her eyes remained locked on that beautiful ass as the woman sauntered from the room, the wall reforming to close behind her. 

And then Maggie cried herself to sleep. 

~~~
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Minutes or days might have passed by the time Maggie awoke again, how long exactly, she didn’t know. The chair beneath her had changed shape—instead of holding her semi-upright with her legs open, she was now on the most comfortable bed she had ever lain upon. The restraints, from the same material as before, had loosened enough to let her roll from side to side and choose her own sleeping position. She was still naked. 

The white walls of the spherical room were still pulsating with light, but when Maggie awoke, they began to do so more rapidly. The lights flickered and slithered across the ceiling, forming lattices and patterns. Flickers of color appeared here and there. Maggie lay on her back, watching, letting the lights hypnotize her. Before she knew it she felt like she was falling upwards into them. 

Maggie was flying through space, above Earth. She could make out recognizable features, Africa, Europe, part of Asia. The moon and the sun floated against the distant background of stars. Then she began to fly forward, past the sun, past Mars, past Jupiter, out of the solar system. Stars streaked past her, like how it looked in sci-fi movies when they went to hyperspeed. Then she slowed down and finally stopped in front of a planet, somewhere else in the galaxy. From space it looked a little like earth, blue and green and covered with white clouds. But Maggie could tell it was not earth—it was bigger, and the land masses looked different. 

“I am Amastris.” The voice spoke in her mind. She didn’t know how she knew, but it was the woman she met before. “Pay close attention. I’m sure you have many questions, and I will answer many of them right now.”

She flew closer to the lovely blue-green-white planet, so that it soon filled her vision. Maggie had seen pictures of earth from space before, but pictures couldn’t compare to the breathtaking view before her. 

“This is your home now,” said Amastris. “The planet Amaza. My people brought you here, as we have done with many millions of human women over the past several millennia. Many thousands of years ago, we lived among you. We showed you how to build cities, gave you literature, philosophy, medicine. Humans once called us Amazons.”

Maggie was flying down over an oceanside city now. The architecture looked like Ancient Greece, all columns and white stone steps and statues everywhere, except with better technology—there were spaceships and hovering vehicles flying around. Sprawling gardens and fountains and lakes intermingled with giant pyramids lit up along their sides, and impressive arches crackling with electricity on their interior. 

“If you survive your training,” Amastris said, “you will become what we call a doula. A sexual servant, owned by an Amazon. You will be bound to her forever. It will be your duty to sexually pleasure your master whenever they desire, however they desire, and to sexually pleasure any other Amazon if your master desires it.”

If I survive my training, Maggie thought, her head spinning. She was at street-level in the city now, and the view there took her breath away for a different reason. There were thousands of beautiful, amazingly tall women walking in the streets. All of them wore exotic clothes so skimpy it would be illegal to go outside where Maggie was from. Some lounged talking by the fountains, others ate in the shade of a garden scattered with naked statues of women. All those statues, Maggie noticed, had impressive erect phalluses. 

“You may have thought that Amazons look somewhat like human women, and in a sense you are not wrong,” said Amastris. “But we are also different in very important ways.”

Maggie was surprised by what she saw next. A human woman—a doula, she reminded herself—was bent over on an outdoor bed while an Amazon fucked her from behind. Both the faces of the doula and the curly-black-haired, olive-skinned Amazon were pure ecstasy. That the Amazon was a foot taller somehow didn’t seem strange to Maggie already. The doula, she noticed, was startlingly pretty herself. 

Suddenly she realized they were in public. Women walking past them either ignored them or gave them a lusty approving glance. 

Maggie felt that hunger building inside her.

“Amazons will eat and drink for pleasure, but we do not need to do so to stay alive,” Amastris said. “Our bodies must orgasm for us to stay healthy, typically once a day but sometimes more. For our kind that replaces food and drink, as you would think of it. If we do not climax, semen will build up in our bodies and poison us. But our cum happens to be the most nutritious substance in existence, for your kind. In fact, it is all you need to survive. You will come to crave it. It does not matter in which hole on your body your master takes her pleasure, or even if it’s only on your skin, it will keep you healthy and sustained. It is exactly the same relationship as plants and animals on Earth. Plants take in carbon dioxide, and breathe out oxygen, which animals require for life.”

As the black-haired Amazon and her doula climaxed, and Maggie wished for all the world she could trade places with that doula, the image dissipated. 

The walls were plain white again, with the regular pulsating light. She was back in the room. 

“You passed your first test, with me,” Amastris said. “If you survive your training and earn your doula name, you will become one of our pets. You have so much to learn, and there is no time to waste. 

Maggie felt a little thrill at her next words. 

“Your training officially begins tomorrow.”

~~~
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“Oh, I like this one,” said a voice behind her. “She’s got some spirit. You can tell.”

Maggie craned her neck to see who had spoken, and she looked just in time to see the wall closing again, after having admitted Amastris and two other amazons. Amastris wore a pink fish-net top, completely exposing her breasts, which Maggie thought were probably the most perfect she’d ever seen. Her bottoms were a translucent billowy lace white skirt. That purity color was completely at odds with the pure fuck-me sexiness of her eyes and demeanor. One of the newcomers was tall and slender with light-brown skin and jet-black long hair. Her breasts were smaller than Amastris’ but no less perky. She was dressed in a sort of metallic blue suspender bikini with a gold buckle that seemed to hold it on at the waist. 

The other was pale-skinned and red-haired, with full-pouty lips, a little shorter and curvier than Amastris. Her large breasts were “covered” by a string top with two circles of plaid cloth over her nipples, and she wore a plaid skirt so short Maggie could see the tip of her cock at the hem when she walked. She watched it with fascination, hoping she would get a closer look soon. 

Again, she had never before had any serious lesbian thoughts. But they all exuded such sexiness and animal lust, any confusion Maggie might have felt was completely subsumed in her own horniness. Words like lesbian and straight didn’t have any meaning for her in that moment. That intertwined masculinity and femininity was powerfully, impossibly attractive. Maggie felt herself getting wet just looking at them. 

“I am Anaea,” said the brown-skinned one. Her demeanor was serious, a little bit stern. 

“And I’m Helene,” the blond one said cheerfully. “We’ll be your phase one trainers.” Helene was staring at Maggie’s crotch as she spoke, a suggestive little smile on her lips. 
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