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Allen Barrett laid out on the withering grass in the meadow of his family ranch. He gazed up into the starry sky as the fall breeze blew through the grass, cooling the night air. Since childhood, Allen had looked to the stars to find hope for the future. It always worked until now.

Two years previously, his mother and father passed away. They entrusted Allen with the family ranch. Allen had attended a prestigious tech college where he earned his computer engineering degree. He designed a revolutionary new computer chip and took his college friend, Luther Floyd, on as a partner. He took a loan out against his ranch for start-up capital. He would have become the next great tech billionaire! Until he got conned.

Luther Floyd manipulated the contracts' wording, giving him complete control and ownership of the company. He then sold Allen’s design for hundreds of millions of dollars, pocketed all the money, and left Allen with all the bills. Allen fought Floyd in court and got refunded for his investment. But Floyd kept all the profits, leaving Allen in the dust. 

Allen felt betrayed, foolish, and powerless after that debacle. He returned to his family ranch and attempted to get by while he began designing an entirely new computer chip. Things were not going well on the Barrett ranch because, in part, he had little experience ranching. Debts were accumulating, and he was feeling the pressure. 

Not that Allen feared losing the ranch. He feared failure and disappointing his parents, who had entrusted him with their family’s legacy. He could not help but feel like it was his fault somehow. His mother would have explained that plans sometimes go awry and that he should find his footing to try again. His mother and father were the spitting images of a cowgirl and cowboy living on a ranch. His mother was elegant, vigorous, and beautiful, and his father was strong, tall, and handsome. On the other hand, Allen was pencil-thin, short, and relatively weak. His only strength had been his intelligence for all the good it did him.

Allen exhaled a long breath and started rising from the ground when a peculiar star caught his attention. It seemed to get brighter. No! It was getting closer! He stared up as the strange light descended from the heavens. 

As the light approached, Allen made out an arrow shape in the center of the light. “It’s a Spaceship!” he stared in utter amazement as the arrowed head-shaped Space ship touched down in the field before him. It was magnificent and breathtaking. Its surface was perfectly smooth, like white marble, yet it was made of some kind of metal. It did not make a sound or rustle a blade of grass as it came to rest on the ground.

Allen suddenly forgot about his financial predicament or the betrayal of his former partner. It had all been eclipsed by the magnitude of the event unfolding before him. He was about to make history! He was about to contact extraterrestrial aliens. Never in his wildest dreams did Allen believe he would be here. It suddenly made all his woes worth the struggle. 

A ramp extended downward in front of Allen. Then, a door slid open! The light from inside momentarily blinded him. He made out a figure emerging from the threshold and descending the ramp. 

As the figure strutted down the ramp, Allen’s eyes adjusted to the light, allowing him to make out the alien being. It was humanoid with one head, two arms, and two legs. It had a curvy, bell-shaped figure like a young human woman! He hoped it was a female alien.

“Please let it be a woman with pointy ears! Pretty please let it be a woman with pointy ears!” he whispered to himself.

As his eyes came into focus, Allen got a clear glimpse of the Alien! It was a woman and a gorgeous woman! She had long silver hair that was waving in the breeze. She was tall and muscular, like a bodybuilder, but with thick thighs, wide hips, and.... “Holy shit!” Her boobs were enormous, like twin mountains on her chest. Her body was covered in a glimmering silver form-fitting dress that did nothing to hide the curves of her magnificent body. He drooled like an idiot.

The last thing Allen remembered before suddenly losing consciousness was extending a shaking hand in greeting and looking up at her wondrous lilac eyes. She did not seem hostile, but was fascinated by the meek figure beneath her.

Allen shot up from his bed, squinting his eyes as the light from the morning sun flooded his room. Immediately, his mind replayed the events from last night: the bright light descending from the sky that was a spaceship landing, the gorgeous alien woman who emerged from the spacecraft, and the sheer excitement of making first contact. 

“It was all a wild dream!” he sighed as he rose from bed. He still had his clothes from the night before on. “I probably accidentally drank a bottle of Dad’s moonshine.” 

Allen went into the kitchen to make himself some hot chocolate. He causally looked out into the field where he had dreamed the spaceship landed. There was nothing but an empty field. “Only a dream,” he sighed.

He started mentally reviewing the chores around the ranch, requiring his attention today. The tractor needed an oil change; the fence needed to be patched up for when he gained a fresh herd of cattle, and the barn needed a good cleaning. 

Outside the ranch, there was that banker he had an appointment with tomorrow concerning a loan for his ranch. He was considering starting a rafting run in the stream that ran through his property. And that redhead from the organic foods market who proposed to use his ranch to raise cattle for organic meat.

“Maybe I can turn this place around! Maybe I know something about this business!” he considered as the elation from last night's wild dream was converted into a badly needed wave of confidence. 

Allen stepped into his living room, intending to power on his computer to work on the designs for his quantum chip, when a figure reclining in his dad’s favorite chair caused him to freeze solid. Allen was shocked that he had not realized he had dropped his mug, nor heard it shatter on the wooden floor. 

The gorgeous woman Allen thought he only imagined in his dreams was sitting in his living room with his computer in front of her, looking through his files. He stared at her in downright disbelief. He pinched himself three times to ensure he wasn’t dreaming.

Sensing his presence, the mysterious alien woman turned to face Allen. Her lilac eyes met his blue eyes. As with last night, Allen was frozen in astonishment and shock. She rose, stepped around the sofa, and stood before him. She towered over Allen, her body bristled with defined muscles, yet her perfection smothered any intimidation or fear Allen might have felt.

She smiled at him. “I have examined your design for a quantum computer chip. It is quite revolutionary, given your civilization's level of Technological advancement!”

“Did a supernova Hot girl just say my work was cool?” Allen thought to himself.

He looked up at the beautiful Alien whose luscious lips were curled in the sweetest smile he had ever seen. She was like an angel down from heaven. She did not have pointed ears, but that did not matter. The most significant scientific and historical discovery stood before him, and he was speechless. He had to say something! This was literally the most extraordinary historical event ever!

“Um.... Ah.... Thank You!” he said. “Uh.... Who.... Are you? Where are you from? Why are you here?” So many questions swirled through his mind. It was hard for Allen to orate his words in cohesive sentences.

“I am Alydia of Amazonia. I am here on a mission to identify males for procreation.” She brought up a device in her hand that looked like a phone. It suddenly projected a holographic image of a DNA strain. “I scanned your physiology while you were asleep. You are not suitable for my purposes.”

“Fucking Hell!” Allen silently ranted. “It seems I can never win.”

“Ok...what makes a man appropriate? Are you not a different species?” the logical part of Allen's mind knew the entire concept of aliens coming to Earth to breed with humans was science porn fiction.

“Earth was seeded with protohuman DNA many millennia ago, which allowed a native species to develop into homo-sapiens to provide viable males for us Amazonians to propagate our kind,” Alydia explained.

“The alien conspiracy nuts were going to have a field day!” Allen thought.

“Why are you here with me?” He asked curiously.

“I was...curious. I wanted to meet an unchanged human male before my kind invades your world to extract most of its males to serve as our breeding consorts,” she answered in a reluctant tone.

Momentarily, Allen was inclined to run out of his house, screaming to anyone who could hear him that an alien invasion was imminent! But he realized no one would believe him until the spaceships hovered over the White House, beaming people up as they scrambled about in terror. He doubted the military had any weapons aside from perhaps nuclear bombs that could bring down an Amazonian spaceship, anyway. If their civilization was millions of years old, nukes were probably as useless as potato guns.

“I need something to eat!” Allen mumbled as he turned and meandered over to his refrigerator. Some guys liked the bondage thing! He would not mind seeing Floyd chained up and used as a stud horse. He grabbed some leftover pizza and a glass bottle of what he assumed was milk, though honestly, he was apt to drink anything. Feeling thirsty, Allen unscrewed the bottle top, drinking down the milk.

“Wait! Stop! Don’t drink that!” Alydia shrieked.

Out of his right eye, Allen saw her face contorted in fear, and understanding of what she was saying hit him. He flung the bottle away and spat the milky liquid in his mouth. However, he had already swallowed several mouths full of the stuff. 

“Allen, are you feeling alright?” Alydia was instantly at his side, her soft but firm hands gripping his back and arm to balance him. She gazed upon him with eyes riddled with worry. 

“What!” Allen felt a shock suddenly surge through his body. Suddenly, every muscle, organ, and nerve ignited in flares of pain. It was so excruciating he did not realize he was screaming in pain. His vision turned black as he lost consciousness. 

Allen first felt a warm hand on his cheek, followed by a gentle voice. “Wake up, Allen, please wake up!” He felt a lingering soreness throughout his physique, which deterred him from stirring out fear of the pain it would provoke. “Please wake up, Allen!” the voice beckoned him.

Allen forced his eyelids open, illuminating his vision with the artificial lights of the living room. “Ah...shit, what the Hell?” he gasped as he rose from the couch. He shifted his gaze around the room, trying to get his baring. Did the room get smaller? He fixated his eyes on Alydia. Did she get shorter? She stared back at him, her face a mixture of confusion, fascination, and...desire. 

“Alydia, what the fuck is going on?” He focused on her lilac eyes, looking for answers, but finding none.

“I don’t know. None of the records from previous extractions ever described a reaction like this.” The Amazonian beauty pulled out her holographic device and conducted an analysis.

Allen glanced at a mirror mounted on the wall and received a shock. He was enormous! At least 7 feet tall with thick, sculpted muscles. He couldn’t help flexing his powerful physique in front of the mirror. It was a dream come true! A fantasy made reality!

After marveling at himself, Allen returned his gaze to Alydia. “What was in that bottle?”

Alydia glanced up at him. “It was the Milk of the Amazons. Usually, when given to women, its metamorphic properties transform them into Amazons. When given to men, it will either kill them or convert them into a Malakia.”

“Malakia?” 

“They are men who survive drinking the milk of the Amazons! Yet, they become weak, subservient, and frail. They are only suitable for minor work and breeding the next generation of Amazons!” She looked up and down at Allen’s incredibly ripped body, utterly bemused. “The scanner indicates that if you imbibed the Milk of the Amazons, you’d die!” 

Allen had an epiphany. “What if your leaders lied to you?”

“Why would they lie about this? Malakias have reduced fertility compared to base human males. My readings indicate you are highly virile. You could get an Amazonian pregnant with only one copulation!” she gasped. 

Allen rolled his eyes. It was obvious why her matrons went to such lengths to deceive her. “They don’t want to give up their power! Strong males would demand equal rights and positions of power within Amazonian society! Probably even dominance!” She stared at him, lost for words.

After a few minutes of silence, Allen perceived Alydia was staring at his groin. He looked down, discovering his cock had burst through the torn remains of his pants and underwear. It was humongous! As thick as a baseball bat!

“Fucking Hell! Even my dick has muscles!” he said in astonishment. 

“What is that?” Alydia, shakingly, pointed at his erect member.

“That is a man's cock, which he uses to breed his woman. I thought you knew that, being you’re a fancy space scientist.” Allen couldn’t help feeling arrogant.

“Well, yes, I have, but the Malakias’ phalluses are...well...small. It usually requires the combined efforts of 3 dozen Malakia to impregnate one Amazon!” Alydia said.

Allen shifted his gaze up to Alydia. He looked her up and down, admiring her defined muscles, smooth skin, and.... His eyes stuck on her enormous tits. Long had he dreamed of bedding a girl with such glorious tits as those two melons. He felt a wave of desire and lust wash over him. His mind flooded with visions of every position he wanted to fuck Alydia.

Alydia struggled to concentrate on her holographic display, searching for answers that were clearly not in the records. Trickles of sweat streamed down the fissures between her muscles, and the rate of her breaths sped up. She was looking very distressed, which Allen suspected was caused by her unfamiliarity with being so horny at the sight of a man.

Allen had never been in a position like this before. An out-of-this-world gorgeous Amazon woman was right in front of him. Every girl he had ever approached back in high school and college glanced at him once, then brushed him aside. He tried once to ask out Riley, the extremely hot cheerleader captain, but that feeble attempt ended with him becoming the school's laughingstock. 

Afterward, Allen buried himself in his schoolwork and research, hoping that success would grant him wealth and power, which no woman could resist. That hope was shattered by Floyd when he cheated Allen out of his computer chip design.

In the blink of an eye, Allen's dismal quandary was radically changed beyond anything he thought possible. He contacted a hot alien babe and transformed into an incredibly handsome hunk! The light of hope in his soul was just rekindled into a raging inferno, burning all doubt and anxiety, leaving hardened steel confidence. 

Staring down at Alydia, for the first time in his life, Allen was not afraid of what anyone would think if he took a leap of faith. He had a muscular physique comparable to depictions of ancient deities! And what could anyone say to him, anyway? Nothing could hurt him.

“Alydia,” he said in a voice that resonated with authority. 

Alydia stopped typing on her Holo-screen. Her body trembled somewhat, her cheeks blushed cherry red, and her expression confused. She slowly brought her eyes up, meeting Allen’s gaze. “Allen! I don’t understand. What is happening?”

“Have you ever had intercourse with a man?” he questioned, though he was confident of her response.

“No!” she averted her gaze. “I am far behind older Amazons in the breeding order line! Even though I am of age by earthly standards, it will be a hundred years before my turn will come to conceive. I only ever observed recordings of reproductive intercourse. Amazonians are expected to shunt all pleasures of the flesh. All our energies are focused on self-improvement in the physical and mental plains. We cannot be distracted by carnal pleasures!”

The Amazonian matrons sounded like real bitches!

“Am I the first man you ever met?” he asked in astonishment.

“You are the first man I have ever met!” she admitted. “I broke observation protocol by coming down to converse with you.”

Allen had never had an intimate relationship with a woman, but he had always imagined how it would be. Alydia never thought of having a romantic relationship with a man, which gave Allen the dominant edge in their potential relationship. He had a once-in-a-lifetime opportunity to get the girl of his dreams, and he had no intention of hesitating in the slightest. He reached out to Alydia’s left shoulder with his hand running down her arm, reveling in the sensation of her smooth skin. 

The Amazonian beauty seemed to regain her composure with his touch, and a surge of pleasure coursed through her body. “Uh...Oh! that feels...Good,” she purred. She looked up, meeting Allen’s gaze. Her confused expression morphed into lustrous wonder. “Allen, you feel...amazing!”

Seeing his opening, Allen brought his other hand to her right shoulder, then pulled her in for a deep kiss. Alydia did not resist melting into his embrace. Their kissing rapidly became intense, and they devoured each other’s mouths. He gripped her shimmering silver dress, tearing it apart, leaving only her silk lace panties, revealing her spectacularly sculpted muscular back and incredibly bubbly butt. He could not help giving her ass cheeks a good squeeze, causing the Amazon hottie to squeal in delight.

“I don’t know what you are doing, Allen, but please don’t stop!” she gasped between their passionate kisses. 

Allen had no intention of stopping! He intended to go all the way with her. His cock head was rubbing against her labia, which were shielded by the thin piece of silk that was her lace panties. His member went stone-hard at the sensation of her smooth, warm pussy lips. He briefly considered stripping off the minuscule fabric barrier standing between his cock and her virgin tunnel so he could claim her on the couch. But recalled his fantasy of having his first time in his room. He swept her gorgeous body up in his powerful arms.

“WOO!” Alydia shrieked as Allen carried her out of the living room. “Where are we going?” 

He grinned in anticipation as he pushed open the door to his childhood room. He enjoyed many masturbatory fantasies on his old bed. He could not think of a better place to realize his dreams. He dropped the Amazonian beauty on his bed.

“OW,” Alydia gasped as she bounced on the springy mattress before settling down. She stretched out her body, displaying her magnificent figure and enormous breasts before Allen as he stood above her. Her body was soaked in sweat, which shimmered in the morning light shining through the windows. Her face gleamed in the dawn's light sun. 

“So! I suspect you're about to show me something extraordinary!” Alydia cooed as her hands stroked her body back and forth from her large breasts down to her gleaming thighs. 

He ripped off the ragged remains of his pants and underwear, then slipped his hand underneath the lace of Alydia’s silver panties, pulling them down her legs. Alydia did not deter him in any way; instead, lifting her legs, which facilitated the sliding of her panties off. Allen then got on the bed, sitting on his knees before Alydia.

“What will happen next?” she purred, a tinge of excitement in her voice

“I am going to rock your world,” he growled. His innuendo elicited from the Amazonian beauty a shutter of anticipation of what was coming.

He spread Alydia’s legs wide, revealing a landing strip of hair that guided his gaze down to her labia. He brought his member up to her pussy lips, stroking his cock head against her labia. 

“UhUhUh,” she moaned beneath him. Flares of passion and eagerness were perceptible in her lilac eyes. She grabbed a fist full of the bedspread with one hand while squeezing her tit with another. 

Gazing upon her splendor, Allen decided it was now or never! He pressed his hands on her shoulders, penning the Amazon to the bed. He slowly pushed his rock-hard length in between her labia into her tunnel. 

“MMMMMM!” she moaned. Waves of pleasure were overtaking her mental faculties. The adherence to abstinence ingrained in her through years of Amazonian philosophical teaching was being drowned in a flood of new sensations. 

As Allen pushed deeper into her tunnel, he could feel her tighten around his shaft. He was careful to push his member softly and slowly so the Amazonian beauty would have time to adjust to the circumference of his shaft. Still, her moans of passion turned to cries of pain as he pushed deeper into her folds.

“Allen, it hurts. Maybe...you should stop!” she cried as her suffering began. 

Allen caressed her face. “The agony you are experiencing is transitory. Your pain will transition back to pleasure shortly.”

“I trust you!” she whispered, then pressed her lips against his in a kiss.

Allen’s member progressed deeper into Alydia’s folds until his cockhead pierced her hymen, claiming her virginity. She writhed and gasped as her pain morphed back into pleasure, and her desire for Allen became an all-consuming hunger! Allen’s pleasure surged as well, and his body was flooded with the sensations invoked by entering a hot virgin. 

He dispensed with gentleness, pushing and pulling his shaft in and out of her tunnel. Alydia wrapped her muscular arms and legs around his back and waist, pulling his immense physique tight against her gorgeous body. 

Their pleasure built up in unison with each time Allen drove his cock into her depths. Alydia's groans and gasps gradually synchronized in rhythm with his thrusts. The house echoed with the sounds of their intercourse, the creaking of the mattress springs, and the banging of the bed frame against the wall. 

The pleasure within Allen rose to a crescendo. He felt his climax was imminent, and he sensed Alydia was about to explode. Determined his Amazonian hottie would experience one hell of an orgasm, he sped up the rate of his thrusts and plunged as deep as he could into the tunnel.

The pressure built in Allen until he could not hold back any longer. “Uh! I am cumming!” he roared as he squeezed her arms and arched his back. His enormous member gushed thick ropes of cum into her cervix. Sensations of pleasure surged through his body, taking him to the highest level of sexual ecstasy. Alydia came in unison with him, arching her back and screaming out in response to the new sensations of pleasure coursing through her body.

As they came down from the apex of sexual passion, Allen came to rest beside the Amazonian hottie, his cock going flaccid. Their bodies were inundated with moisture they perspired during their heated passion. Alydia was gasping from their exertion, reveling in the ambiance of her first sexual experience. The beads of sweat sparkled in the sunlight, radiating down through the window as they streamed down her porcelain smooth skin. Suddenly, Allen felt his member go rock hard once again.

“Is that normal?” she stared enthusiastically at his fully erected member. “Your phallus ejaculated so much of your seed in me. I assumed you would need time to recover.”

This was unusual, but Allen suspected it was a benefit of his newly enhanced physiology. The how or why did not matter to him. His member was rock hard again and eager to thrust his sword back into Alydia once more.

For the rest of the morning, he was in Alydia’s embrace, thrusting his cock into depths. He ravished her body in a rhythmic waltz, exploring every pleasurable position imaginable and climaxing in unison. Their lovemaking eventually wore Alydia out, and she fell into a deep sleep.

Allen, on the other hand, did not feel exhausted in the slightest. He rose from the bed, taking an admiring glance at his naked Amazonian lover before turning away. He stepped into his kitchen and noticed it was lunchtime on the clock. He opened his fridge, intent on grabbing one of his ready-made sandwiches, when he saw a bottle of Alydia’s Milk of the Amazons, which admittedly changed his life. He grabbed the bottle and drank all of its contents. He immediately felt a surge of euphoric energy coursing through his body, followed by the growth of his muscles and height.

He admired his upgraded physique in a mirror, flexing his muscles in various poses. He made a mental note to visit one of his old high school bullies. He shifted his vision across the room, contemplating his next move, when his eyes locked on Alydia’s holo-device. It was like a cellphone, except it could project an interactive holo-screen. He picked up the device, which scanned him with a light sensor. A green indicator light flashed on the screen, and then the device projected a display screen in front of him.

“It is in English!” He was surprised momentarily to be greeted with English lettering in every information box and icon. “Alydia knows English. This must have been how she could practice.”

Everything was easy enough to figure out. The system resembled Earth computer programs Allen had used in various forms throughout his life. He scrolled down the display, stopping and selecting an icon labeled ‘Invasion Plan.’ He expected an assault on Washington D.C, along with every other capital on the planet, followed by a general military invasion and occupation.

Instead, the Amazonian plan emphasized avoiding direct conflict with the human population. Especially the male population, whose conversion into Malakia for Amazonian breeding was the supreme aim of the invasion. This meant an open attack and conventional warfare was out of the question. Their plan called for detachments of Amazonian warrioresses. To land in selected isolated communities where they would start the conversion of adult men into Malakia. Once their bases were established, they would quietly expand their spheres of control. Conflicts would be incited to draw attention away from their conquest, and select women would be converted into Amazons to oversee the remaining population. There was a complete list of target towns worldwide and timetables and schedules. They even had protocols for disabling the arsenals of WMDs for every country on Earth.

Curious about how they got all this information, Allen scrolled to a report detailing ten years of surveillance. The Amazonians had astonishingly sophisticated observation technology, including sensors that could read a letter still sealed in an envelope from the moon and hacking software generations ahead of any firewalls Earth possessed. They even had continuous updates on all public, restricted, and top-secret military and civilian government plans and operations at every level.

Allen sat down on his couch, looking at the ceiling in contemplation. Warning the government was out of the question because they were compromised. He was not keen on running for the hills or building a shelter to survive the invasion. The logical part of his mind deduced his situation was hopeless. However, his new mentality of confidence, integrity, and strength yelled out in a powerful voice not to accept defeat or the seemingly inevitable fate. But to resist and prevail against his opponents, no matter the odds!

“I need an edge!” Allen realized. As he scrolled down, he found information detailing Amazonian technology. Their advancements were astounding, but not unimaginable. They had fabricator machines that could construct highly complex structures in minutes and organic synthesis machines that could synthesize any kind of compound or organic substance. 

Allen considered his options. He possessed the Amazonian invasion plan, samples of the Milk of Amazons, and examples of their technology, including! He ran into his parents’ room, finding a pair of his father’s pants and a shirt. His dad was a big man, but the clothes were still tight on his new body.

Allen ran outside to the location of the spaceship in his pasture. The field appeared empty at first sight, but upon closer inspection, he spotted leaves that seemed to stand in mid-air, motionless. 

He checked the holo-device, finding the ship’s control app. A bright light in the field denoted the ship’s entrance opening. As he stepped onto the gangway, he was surprised at how soft the gleaming silver metal was, yet he was confident the metal was tough enough to withstand the vacuum of space. Passing through the threshold, the entrance sealed behind him with only the sound of the air pressurizing. The air inside had this indescribable fragrance that was both soothing and sweet. Every surface seemed to glow, which eliminated shadows. 

He proceeded through a passageway that led to an oval room. It seemed empty except for a screen displaying his pasture in front of the ship and a white, glowing chair that hovered in the center. He sat on the chair, and every wall lit up with holographic displays. As with the Holo device, everything was in English. He perused the various ship functions, starting with the surveillance systems, before moving to the fabrication and synthesis technology. He spent hours studying its multiple levels of complexity. He determined humanity was years away from developing a machine on par with an Amazonian fabricator. However, studying the technology could yield revolutionary breakthroughs in conventional computer chip fabrication technology that could be put into practical use in under a year. He spent the entire afternoon scrutinizing and learning how to use the technology aboard the ship. 

As the sun set in the west, Allen called it a day. He had learned enough of the Amazonian technology in a few hours to keep him occupied in R&D for years. He had more immediate concerns to deal with, anyway. That banker was visiting to discuss the loan to get his ranch back in operation tomorrow. He reconsidered that meeting. The ranch would serve as his base of operations and command in control, but it was a waste of time trying to get it into operation again. Whatever loans he received from the bank would be of better use, jump-starting his second bid to become a tech billionaire. And then there was his goal of thwarting the Amazonian Invasion! 

Thinking about the monumental dilemma of the Amazonian invasion, Allen was planning a plan. It would require massive amounts of funds and a dedicated organization of people. Everything he would possess once he had his chip company established. He thought about Alydia; he would need to know where she stood precisely. He knew she was devoted to her people, but he clearly blew her mind during their rump, and there was the possibility the Amazonian beauty might be pregnant with his child. He could not help but feel a flush of excitement at that possibility.

Allen stood from the seat, which caused all the displays to vanish. Once outside, he pulled out the holo-device, accessed the ship control app, and engaged the close hatch function. He’d hope one day to take Alydia’s ship into space one day. Maybe take a cruise around the solar system.  

Thinking of Alydia, she was probably starving after their intense morning sex binge, and he had built up an appetite himself. Allen swept away the foliage atop the cloaked ship before returning to the house. He could not help feeling comfortable in Dad’s old pants because they were tight on his enhanced physique. He noted to himself to order some new clothing.

As Allen entered his house, he cooked Alydia an old-fashioned dinner of ranch-raised cow meat, potatoes, corn, and green beans. She probably never eaten earth food before. As he prepared to cook, he glanced into the living room.

Sitting on the couch working on his computer was Alydia, except she was not wearing her silver form-fitting dress. She was clothed in his mother’s old denim shorts and a white tied-up crop top. Her ample ass stretched the denim shorts to their limit, and her breasts threatened to spill out of the crop top. She’d fit right in as a super sexy cowgirl ranch; he would not mind letting her give him a ride. 

Hearing Allen in the kitchen, Alydia rose and faced him, her lips curled in a big smile. “I finished your computer chip design! I hope you don’t mind. I just wanted to help.”

This was good news to Allen. One less thing for him to do. “Thank You, Alydia! I really appreciate your help. I’ll need to review your work.” 

She jumped in joy, causing her massive tits to bounce. 

“I have been thinking about what you said about the Amazonian Matrons, and you were right! They are power-hoarding liars!” She gazed at Allen, her lilac eyes glimmering with confidence and determination. “The Matrons hardly ever change, do not permit the Amazonians to experience other cultures, and always denounce anyone with divergent opinions. I never realized until you pointed it out!”

Allen grinned, “I am glad you now understand the truth of your Matrons.” 

Alydia nodded enthusiastically, “I do, which is why I want to stop my People’s invasion of your world!”

This was precisely what Allen was hoping she’d say. “Great, I think I might have a plan, but I will need your help.”

Alydia skipped to Allen, embracing him in a hug. Her tits squeezed against his chest, and he reveled in the sensation of her body against his. She then gently pressed her cherry-red lips against his. Allen wrapped his arms around her waist, pulling her gorgeous body tight against his. They held each other, wanting to stay in that moment forever.

“I will stop the Invasion of the Space Amazons!” Allen declared to himself.

TO BE CONTINUED
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