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You’re being saved for the Queen. 

Those words echoed through Maggie Kennedy’s mind, as the marble doors before her opened, and her eyes gradually adjusted to the light. 

As she had been since the Amazons had kidnapped her and brought her to their planet, Maggie was naked, except for the soft collar around her neck. She had lost track of how long she had been there—day and night didn’t seem the same length as they were on Earth, so it was hard to judge—but she had been there long enough  that she was troubled neither by her nudity, nor by being leashed. She was a slave, a pet. And she was completely comfortable with being a pet. 

The physical changes she had been undergoing (it was like puberty all over again, really) seemed to have slowed, if not stopped altogether, but they had turned her into an unbelievably sexy pet. Her big tits, curvy body, pouty lips and bedroom eyes all screamed fuck me. She was a fucktoy, and she was damn good at it. 

You’re being saved for the Queen. 

Maggie had yet to meet an Amazon whose cock she did not want stuffed into all three of her holes, but the holder of her leash, Amastris, was first on her list. I don’t care if I belong to the queen, Maggie thought. You will fuck me. Eventually. She could almost feel Amastris’ intent hunger for her, the impatient lust coursing through the Amazon’s body to tear into Maggie and satisfy her boundless sexual craving for her. 

Amastris couldn’t, though. And Maggie at last knew why. 

You’re being saved for the Queen. 

For now, though, she had her final test. The last part of her training before she became a doula, the Amazon word for their formerly human sex slaves. 

What had Amastris said to her? 

If you survive. 

You’re being saved for the Queen. 

Her eyes, at last, adjusted to the bright light. 

She was outdoors, bathed in the magnificent bluish-white light of the Amazon sun. Four moons of differing sizes and shades, each at a different phase of their cycles, hung high in a mostly clear sky. The sky was a mostly soft blue, tinged with pink at the edges, as if it were around dawn or dusk. 

Maggie stood on the floor of what looked to be a sort of small gladiatorial arena, and arrayed around her in a semi-circle in theater-style inclined seats were around a thousand Amazons. Behind her loomed the palace she had just exited, it’s walls all shimmery blue and green marble, and beyond the arena stretched the Amazon city, gardens, wide avenues, and towers of silvery-white stone. 

She took a moment to look around at the faces, looking back at her in intent silence. 

In one special raised area, there sat an Amazon woman with bright fire-red hair styled into a braid. She was dressed in a silky white bra-top that only just kept the tanned skin of her lovely, ample breasts covered, and a matching loincloth skirt which was open on both sides all the way up to the embroidered silvery golden belt holding it in place. The unmistakable air of regality, that commanding presence to the set of her utterly gorgeous face, told Maggie exactly who that was. She felt a little thrill, at last seeing who would be owning her. 

You’re being saved for the Queen. 

She understood why Amastris would not go against the wishes of her queen. The red-haired Amazon was formidable; Maggie had great respect for her even at a distance. 

If you survive. 

Cassidy, the other doula-in-training Maggie had met, emerged from a different set of double doors some distance from Maggie and Amastris. The young woman was naked and leashed as well, her shoulder-length blonde hair framing her lovely face. It had been a while since Maggie had seen her, and her body hadn’t changed much—she still had those strong shoulders and alluring wide hips. I wouldn’t change her much either, Maggie thought, remembering their intimate encounter. Cassidy’s trainer, the black-haired, pale-skinned Tisiphone, stood behind her, holding onto her leash. 
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