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Aiden Windfield

“Almost wish it was Luther coming in again,” Aiden thought to himself as he looked out upon the city skyline. He had stalled Linda Kelsey’s investigation keeping her in Seattle for last few weeks. He found the former White house aid alluring at first, but her fixation on discovering truly incriminating evidence on the new president soured his romantic intentions.

“My brother can have her,” Aiden groaned.

Over the last few weeks following Christmas, Aiden Investments had established itself as the Windfield Industries and Picotech’s chief conduit for investment capital into the energy sector along with acquiring interest in key tech companies. With the invasion of the Amazons fast approaching, Adrian and the resistance supreme command were pressing him to solidify control of the various firms and organize them for covert research into Amazon technology. It was a daunting task which Aiden threw himself into with zeal.

There were distractions that had come up. Luther Floyd was the first major distraction Aiden dealt with. After Aiden switched sides, he merged his legal team with Adrian’s and pitted them against Luther. They first addressed nullifying his deal with Aiden by explaining the secret meetings he had with Adrian were attempts to recruit him to manage Picotech in violation of his agreement with Aiden. They then used the clauses discovered by the various legal professionals in his old contracts to overturn Luther’s claims to partnership of Picotech.

When Luther found out his claims over Picotech were rendered invalid, he barged into Aiden’s office in rage. Luther yelled at Aiden about reneging on their deal and how his lawyers could bury Aiden with lawsuits. Aiden laughed at Luther’s threats, leaving him bemused and then delivered the bombshell concerning the fraud Luther committed against his former partner. Aiden sent the turd out of his office with his tail between his legs. It was both enjoyable and relieving to see that weasel go. Linda was another issue entirely.

The Former White House Aid was hell bent! She arranged every appointment with Aide she could to interrogate him concerning Picotech and its connection with the mercenary companies that sent combat teams to Ukraine during the war. She grabbed at every little morsel of information in desperation to find evidence of a big conspiracy involving the president. There was a big conspiracy, but the new president was not involved. Aiden gave her enough information to keep her interested, but not enough to expose the secret invasion.

He would have rid himself of Linda sooner, however Adrian insisted Aiden keep her occupied until he had the time to deal with her himself. The night before, Adrian finally called and told his brother that he was ready to receive Linda. That was such a relief to Aiden. Now all he had to do was inform Linda.

“Linda Kelsey here to see you, Mr. Windfield,” His secretary announced through the com.

“Send her in!” Aiden replied

The slim, tall beauty strutted in with her brown hair swaying behind her. She wore her sexy dark brown business skirt and blazer jacket. It was her usual tactic to present herself as a sexy Washington political socialite to defuse the otherwise tense mood of their meetings. It worked at first, but its effectiveness had worn off on Aiden.

“So, Mr. Windfield, can we review your brother’s involvement with the special veteran’s hospice and his campaign contributions?” Linda asked in her casual tone of voice as she took a seat on the opposite side of Aiden’s desk. She crossed her legs in a sexy manner.

Aiden rolled his eyes. Neal, her former boss in the White House and Aiden’s Washington contact, warned him about Linda. She was a diehard believer in her party who also routinely accepted gifts from various patrons for voicing their issues to the president. She may have acted high and mighty, but she was as corrupt as any politician in Washington, D.C. She never shied away from using sexy body posture to subtly weaken Aiden’s defenses.

‘Time to end these games,’ Aiden thought to himself as he rose from the desk. “Miss Kelsey, my brother Adrian, has arranged a meeting with you at his mansion!” Linda went silent and stared up at him suspiciously. “Listen, I don’t deal with semiconductors or political contributions. That is my brother’s domain. My area is nuclear energy development and capital investment. Whatever it is you are looking for, I am sure you will find it talking to him!”

“Ok…Thank You Mr. Windfield!” Linda replied as she slowly rose from her seat and shook Aiden’s hand.

“My secretary has travel arrangements, including our personal jet, to fly you to the airport near his estate. I have a limo waiting outside to shuttle you to your hotel and the airport,” Aiden said.

“Thank You so much,” Linda purred as she grabbed her briefcase and turned to leave.

Aiden did not bother watching her ass. He already seen it so many times. He turned to look out at the city skyline. “Now I can have that dinner with that sexy nuclear physicist!” He said to himself.


Amy Greer

“What the hell is going on?” Professor Greer exclaimed as she watched the students go by in the main college building.

In the weeks after Christmas holiday, something began happening to the student body and faculty on campus. Geeky men who had been subservient and quiet, what Amy and her fellow sisters for the female age believed men should be, seemed to turn into assertive muscular hunks almost overnight. It was strange beyond belief. Yet what was even stranger was no one seemed to be alarmed.

The women on campus not only disregarded the bizarre swiftness of the sudden changes, but indulged in them. Female students were pandering to these hunky men. They held hands going to class, allowed the muscular men to carry their bookbags, and made out. Amy had seen several of her sisters making out with these guys in full violation of their pledge only ever to cavort with their fellow women and refuse all relations with men!

Worse yet, Amy realized women around campus were changing too. She had not noticed initially because everyone was wearing heavy coats to protect themselves from the winter weather. Eventually, as she scrutinized everyone, she noticed. The women were turning into Bimbos!

It started with the faculty. Several women Amy hoped to recruit into her sisterhood seemed different. When she passed by Lacara’s office one day, she saw them without their heavy coats meeting each other. Lacara, Monique, and Michelle were all beautiful women, but now they were dropped dead gorgeous! It took an extreme force of will to pull her eyes away from the trio of gorgeous professors.

Amy held herself as her anxiety rose. As much as she hated the dean, he would do something about the situation. She had gone to him only to find the little balding man was replaced with a muscular stud. Whoever was behind this had reached the highest levels of the faculty on campus. Hardly any students signed up for her class this semester and hardly anyone showed up for meetings of the Sisters of the Female age. Those women who did endlessly talked about how great their new boyfriends were.

In the hallways, women were wearing more revealing clothing, showing off their assets. Amy should have been sickened by these bimbo women flaunting their bodies, but she was not. As much as she denied it, Amy envied those attractive girls with their bimbo bodies and stud boyfriends. Her pussy tingled every time she glanced at one of those handsome studs.

Amy was attractive with her red hair, green eyes, and athletic body. However, she had always been reluctant to flaunt herself before men even though she secretly wanted to. She became so frustrated with her inability to flirt with men that she convinced herself she was a lesbian and devoted herself to extreme feminism. 

The sudden vibration of her phone drew her attention away from the passing throngs. She pulled out her phone, finding a message from Michelle. ‘Come to my office right away! It is important,’ the message read. Did Michelle know what was going on? Did Amy have an ally in this toxic masculine storm that descended on the college campus?

Amy gathered herself and slipped into a side hall. She put on her winter coat and left the main building, following the sidewalks flanked by piles of snow to the mathematics building. She ascended the stairs to the floor where Michelle’s office was. The hallways and offices were empty. Everyone was teaching their classes.

“She definitely has something important to talk to me about! Why else would she cancel a class for our meeting?” Amy said to herself.

Heading down the hallway to Michelle’s office, Amy began picking up the faint moans and gasps. She continued on, undeterred, to Michelle’s office. The lights were on and the door was cracked open. The sounds of gasping and groaning were louder here. Amy had a sinking feeling about what was going on in Michelle’s office, but she continued holding on to some shred of hope. She peeked inside.

“Ah! Fucking hell, ram your thick sword deep inside me!” Michelle yelled out.

Amy’s eyes widened in shock as she beheld the salacious scene in the office.

Michelle was naked and pressed against the wall by a huge muscular stud. He was butt naked as well and driving his cock in and out of the feisty professor’s entrance. Her thin tone legs were spread wide and her arms were wrapped around the macho stud’s back. The pictures mounted on the wall rattled and shook with each of the stud’s thrusts.

Michelle gasped and moaned in pleasure and passion each time the stud rammed his cock into her folds. Her face was contorted into an expression of pure ecstasy. She looked to be having the time of her life. And her Body! Michelle was voluptuous with sizable breasts before, but now her body was insanely curvy and her breasts were massive. Amy had new her body had changed when she was in Lacara’s office, but she was wearing clothes. Seeing her naked drove home to how gorgeous her body had become.

Amy could not pull her eyes away from the scene of debauchery. She was completely entranced by the huge muscular stud ramming his cock into the stunning beauty’s clit. Her green eyes darted up and down the muscular stud’s torso, taking in all his magnificence. She felt her pussy tingling in excitement as she watched Michelle copulate with the handsome stud.

Her hand slipped inside her skirt and panties, finding her pussy lips. She fingered her pussy at a furious pace. Visions of herself constrained against the wall with the stud’s crouch nestled between her legs and his cock buried deep inside her tunnel. Her pussy spasmed with orgasms as she massaged her clit as she spied inside the office.

“Oh, bugger!” Michelle wailed. “I…I am cuming! AH…Ah!”

Michelle’s body quivered as an orgasm surged through her. She dug her fingernails into the stud’s back and wrapped her legs around his waist.

“Ah! You are such a whore!” the stud growled.

“I am your fucking whore,” Michelle cried out.

“Shit!” the stud roared as his body quivered, signaling his climax.

It became too much for Amy. She orgasmed a flood of her pussy juices as she watched in erotic fascination the stud pump Michelle full of his cum. Her panties were soaked with her orgasmic fluids and pleasure surged through her body.

The horny professor locked her green eyes with Michelle, who met her gaze as she panted in the powerful stud’s embrace. The beautiful brit smiled and winked her eyes at Amy, causing the redhead to recoil in shock. She got to her feet and scurried away in a panic.

Was this Michelle’s intention? To trick Amy into watching her fornicate with that handsome stud? Amy could not believe she had sat and watched their debauched display. She could not deny how horny it made her feel.

She rushed back to her office and began packing her briefcase, intent on leaving the college. She had to call the media and get the word out about what was happening in this college. Whether it was a vile bio engineering experiment or some secret mystic cult, they had to be stopped!

She stopped and checked her phone when she felt it vibrate. There was another message from Michelle. She opened the message and received another shock.

It was picture of Michelle and the stud she was copulating with smiling in a selfie. Underneath the picture was a message.

“Did you like what you saw?” the message read.

Without thinking, Amy replied ‘Yes’ to the message.

The redheaded professor stared at the screen until a response appeared. It was a time and address followed by ‘Wear your best party dress!’

In a faint voice in her mind begged her to throw away her phone and run, but Amy did not want to. She was curious how Michelle had changed into such a hot bimbo and she wanted to fuck that stud. She wanted to fuck him badly! She gathered her things from the office at a more sedate pace and headed home.

At her apartment, the redhead professor pulled out a form fitting red dress she had in the back of her closet with matching red lingerie and high heel shoes. She was so enthralled with excitement, Amy did not consider how odd the situation was anymore. She was so fixated on having a go with that stud. She wanted to feel his cock inside her.

She paced in her apartment living room while the minutes ticked by. She did not want to be too early. That would send the wrong impression. But did it really matter? She grabbed her coat and rushed out of her apartment. She did not need to search the address on her GPS because she knew it was Monique’s house.

Amy pulled into the Monique’s driveway, parking next to an SUV. She paid no attention to the fact Lacara’s and Michelle’s car were parked in the driveway as well. She skippered up to the front door and hit the doorbell. As she heard footsteps coming, Amy fixed her dress and curled her luscious lips in smile.

“You came!” Lacara said in delight.


Lacara Cross

Lacara fell into a fit of laughter when Michelle described what had happened in her office.

“She could not rip her eyes away from us until I gave her a wink and a smile. She ran like a child caught with her hand in the cookie jar,” Michelle giggled.

They discussed for weeks how to lure Amy into becoming one of Allen’s women. Originally, they planned to lure her in immediately after bringing Michelle into the harem, but the resistance’s requirements to recruit talented people from the student body and faculty to bolster their efforts to reverse engineer Amazon technology. It was important work, and it was actually to their advantage. When they got around to claiming Amy for Allen’s harem, she had become isolated and vulnerable.

Michelle came up with the idea to lure Amy into observing the feisty professor getting fucked by Allen in her office. That sent Amy over the edge. Now she was standing at Monique’s front door dressed in a slutty red party dress which matched her wavy red hair.

Lacara was wearing Monique’s blue silk robe, which only just went down below her clit and was stretched tight over her humongous boobs. Her boobs were squeezed into the robe and threaten to burst out. She was not concerned. Amy would see her boobs soon anyway so a wardrobe malfunction was nothing to be concerned about. She felt her pussy tingle in delight at the thought.

She saw Amy pull into driveway on Monique’s security monitor. Lacara was strutting to the door as Amy hit the doorbell. When she opened the door, Amy was mesmerized by her striking beauty. Lacara had to admit Amy look hot in that tight red party dress. Her medium breasts were held tight in the dress. She looked forward to see Amy’s body tare through that dress once she took the milk of the Amazons.

“Are you going to stand there all night or are you coming in, slut?” Lacara asked in a causal tone.

“Uh…can I come in?” Amy dumbly asked.

Lacara rolled her eyes and grabbed Amy’s hand. “Get in here, slut!” She pulled the redhead inside, kicking the door shut behind her. The chocolate skinned professor led Amy to the living room and pushed her down onto the couch.

“So, she finally came!” Monique said as she descended the stares.

Lacara turned to face the gorgeous French professor. She was wearing one of her blue silk robes which was open, displaying her magnificent boobs, toned abbs, and snatch, which was dripping Allen’s cum. She was holding hands with Alydia, who also was wearing an open robe displaying her boobs, baby bump, and wet clit. They both looked so sexy together.

“She will make a fine harem sister!” Alydia said in her elegant voice.

“Wear is our man? Does he want to see her transform into his latest bimbo slut?” Lacara asked curiously.

“Oh, he is upstairs fucking Michelle. They will be down in a minute. He wanted to finish Michelle first,” Monique giggled.

“Figures.” Lacara returned her gaze to Amy and furrowed her brows. “You want to have big tits like mine?”

“Yeah,” Amy replied softly.

“You want to have a hot, luscious body like ours?” Monique asked as she approached.

Amy tilted her head in a nod.

“Do want to get fucked by an incredibly handsome and endowed man and get pregnant with his children,” Alydia said as she rubbed her swollen belly.

Amy stood still for minute in contemplation before nodding her head.

“Of course, she wants a baby in her belly! I remember the jealous looks she gave Professor Veal at her baby shower!” Lacara laughed.

Lacara took off her bathrobe, fully revealing her massive tits and luscious bimbo body. She sat her shapely ass down next to Amy on the couch.

“Suck my tit slut!” Lacara demanded.

Amy locked her greens eye with her in confusion.

“You heard me! Suck my tit slut!” Lacara firmly commanded the redhead.

Amy leaned over on Lacara’s lap, enveloping the chocolate skin beauty’s nipples in her mouth. Lacara gripped the back of Amy’s head, pushing her face firmly against her boobs. Lacara quivered as she felt the redhead begin to sucking her tit, ingesting her delicious milk. Lacara gently stroked the Amy’s red hair approvingly.

Looking on at Lacara and Amy, Monique smiled approvingly, as did Alydia.

“I get to nurse the next one,” Monique chuckled.

Lacara smiled and winked at Monique.

“And I get to nurse the one after,” Michelle said as she descended the stairs next to Allen.

Michelle was completely naked. Allen’s semen was dripping from her pussy lips and her body was covered in sweat. She had a satisfied smile on her face. Allen was naked, too. His massive cock and balls swayed side to side with each step down the stairs he took.

Lacara eyed Allen’s cock and licked her lips. Michelle had hogged Allen since she became one of his women. Lacara was getting frustrated with the greedy loud mouth bitch. She needed to do something about Michelle.

Amy suckled at Lacara’s tit until her eyes glossed over and her transformation took hold. Lacara slipped out from under Amy, laying her out on the couch. She rose to her feet and embrace Allen in a passionate kiss. Their tongues twirled around each other and they tasted each other’s saliva. Lacara then broke their kiss and pointed to the redhead laid out on the couch.

“You’re going to enjoy this!” she purred. The chocolate skinned beauty pointed a finger at the beautiful redhead on the couch.

Amy’s boobs were swelling, stretching the fabric of her dress to the breaking point. The hemline of her dress was being pushed up as her thighs and hips grew. She was changing into a gorgeous bimbo beauty for Allen. Lacara curled her lips in satisfaction.

The sound of ripping fabric filled the room as Amy’s growing boobs tore through her dress. Her bra, unable to hold her massive jugs, was forced over them. Her panties were being stretched into a thong. The scene drove Lacara’s pussy wild with pleasure.

Beside Lacara, her harem sisters were fingering their clits as they watched Amy transform. Their pussy juices streamed onto the floor, and their moans of pleasure filled the room. Allen was running his hand up and down his shaft, which was fully erect and dripping precum. Lacara felt a rush of excitement at the thought of that massive cock being forced between Amy’s labia into her tunnel. Fuck! Lacara wanted that cock in her velvet folds.

“Allen…Baby! Come with me,” Lacara purred in his ear as she pulled him over to a chair.

She bent over on the chair and jutted her ass in the air, displaying her clit and asshole before Allen. “Please fuck me hard, baby,” Lacara begged. She shook her ass invitingly in front of him.

The gorgeous computer professor suddenly felt Allen’s firm hands on her hips. She shuttered in elation from his touch. She abruptly wailed when Allen rammed his massive member into her velvet tunnel. Her walls strained against his girth as his enormous cock drove deep inside her body penetrating her uterus. Lacara arched her back and screamed out in a combination of pain and pleasure as sensations shocked through her body. Allen held his member inside for a minute before withdrawing himself.

When Allen pulled out up to her pussy lips, Lacara relaxed and gasped. Allen’s cock was so amazing! It hit all her sensitive spots, eliciting such gratifying sensations. She loved being his woman and was certain Amy would love him, too.

Allen swiftly rammed his member into her folds again, provoking more screams of pleasure from Lacara. She dug her fingernails into the armrests of the chair and arched her back. Allen’s cock felt so good! She loved him so much.

Allen drove his cock in and out of the Chocolate skinned beauty in rhythmic motion. The chair banged against the wall as Allen’s powerful thrusts reverberated through her body into the chair. Lacara’s pussy was stimulated so much by Allen’s powerful member. Her clit was spasming an orgasm every few seconds.

Finally, Lacara felt Allen’s cock quivering, which was followed by an eruption of hot cum. Lacara’s womb was filled to the brim with her man’s cum. It felt so warm and good inside her. It was so delightful. When his climaxed ebbed out, Allen pulled his cock out of Lacara, leaving her panting on the chair.

“Hey, I want a go!” Michelle shouted in anger.

Lacara’s delight and content were quickly replaced by frustration and rage upon hearing Michelle’s words. She shot up from the chair, facing the dark-haired beauty. “You have been fucking him all day, you greedy slut. You don’t need a screwing! You a spanking!”

In a flash of motion, Lacara came before Michelle, gripping her firmly. She bent her over on the coffee table and brought her hand down on her ample buttocks. The sound of flesh slapping flesh filled the room, mixed in with Michelle’s cries of pain and pleasure.

Near them, Allen had Monique bent over in the chair and fucking her doggy style. Alydia came behind Allen, pressing her naked body up against his back and kissing his skin.

“Hey, I wanted to get fucked!” Michelle cried out playfully.

“You will learn to wait your turn, slut. Monique is having her go with Allen.” Lacara slapped Michelle’s bottom furiously. “You need to learn not to be such a greedy bitch!”

“SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!” The sound of Lacara spanking echoed through the room mixing with Monique and Allen’s love making.

When Lacara decided Michelle’s ass cheeks were sufficiently red, she released the feisty professor. She glanced at Allen, who was ejaculating a load of his semen into the gorgeous blonde professor. Monique’s back was arched, and she was howling to the ceiling in rapturous pleasure. She smiled in satisfaction that her harem sister was getting a good fuck.

“MMM…I feel incredible!” Amy moaned from the couch.

Lacara looked down at her, marveling at how her body had changed. She had sexy curves and huge boobs. Her hips were wide and body toned. Her hair was long and lustrous and her skin was smooth and flawless except for her freckles, which were actually sexy. Her dress was ripped down just below her breasts and her red leg hose was torn apart. The only garment that still fit were her shoes.

“Allen!” Allen faced Lacara upon hearing her call his name. She pointed to Amy, who was rising from the couch. “She is ready!”

Allen made a delighted grin, then step before Amy. He cupped the redhead’s enormous tits in his hands, giving them a good squeeze, then fiddled with her erect nipples with his fingers. A shudder of pleasure coursed through Amy’s body and she moaned in delight.

Allen moved his hands down to the rim of her dress and gripped it. In a swift motion, he ripped the red dress apart, exhibiting her glorious body. Amy lifted her bra over her head and toss it away. He looked her up and down, marveling at her new bimbo body.

“You’re my woman now. I am going to fuck you hard and knock you up,” Allen growled at her. Amy smiled in delight as Allen pushed her down on the couch.

Lacara moved forward, gripping the rim of Amy’s panties and pulled them down her legs. When she pulled them over her shoes and flung them away. She then stepped back as Allen came forward and spread the gorgeous redhead’s legs. He brought his erect cock up against her swollen labia, then drove his dick inside the gorgeous redhead.

Lacara squeezed her tit and fingered her clit as she watched Allen fuck Amy. It was so gratifying seeing that slut get thick male cock driven into her tunnel. She watched as Allen drove his cock in and out of Amy’s snatch. Amy looked so sexy to get her brained fuck out by Allen. The redhead was arching back, her red hair was lashing around, and she was crying out in erotic pleasure. Lacara was certain she would get pumped full of his semen.

Lacara looked around the room. Alydia and Monique were in a passionate lesbian embrace. Michelle was still leaning over on the coffee table, panting. The chocolate skinned beauty lifted Michelle up to her feet and locked eyes with her.

“You want to fuck me, slut?” Lacara growled.

“Fuck yeah!” Michelle exclaimed in delight.

Lacara wrapped her arms around the gorgeous, dark-haired beauty, pulling their bodies together tightly. She then pressed her lips against Michelle’s in a deep kiss. Lacara felt Michelle’s hands running up and down her back and around her ass. It felt so erotic, Lacara loved it so much.

The house echoed with the collective sounds of rapturous orgasms.


Michael Sumner

“Please be seated, we are about to land,” the pilot announced over the plane’s com system.

Michael put away his book and fastened his safety belt. He checked the time and made a mental note to call Stacy to pick them up after his plane landed. He looked over at the seat next to him. Laura was stirring in her seat. Yana and Dyomina were stowing their books and buckling themselves in.

After Yatsenko’s forces secured Moscow and a special assembly of the Russian federation declared him the new President, he hastened to call a truce to the war and begin negotiations. Benny and Yatsenko put their intelligence networks to work, eliminating or marginalizing potential rivals and opponents, along with corrupt officials.

The former administration got all the blame for the war. Media on both sides were demonizing them on every broadcast. While, the question of territories taken during the official fighting was strait forward. The Crimea was another matter. In the end, they agreed on demilitarization and a joint administration overseen by the UN and they would revisit the issue in a few years. No one liked it but they all reluctantly signed off on the plan. Yatsenko was able to make the deal more palatable when he handed the Ukrainian government an enormous fortune in crypto currency as a start on reparations. The man had invested a hundred dollars in every crypto-currency since the concept was invented. It made him the richest man no one new about. Michael was glad he let Yatsenko take the money that Drug Lord tried to use to buy those Soviet Nukes.  

European countries were quick to embrace Yatsenko. They agreed with many of his initiatives to reopen economic relations and revive trade. It was motivated in part because Yatsenko reminded them of the importance of giving Russia a vested interest in the peace and political capital for himself to secure his power over the country.

It was quite a rush to walk through the Kremlin, but it was bittersweet for Michael. He long thought it would be with a victorious allied army kicking the Commies out. Instead, he was part of an Army of quasi-reds led by a Soviet diehard in what history may remember as the second Bolshevik revolution.

“We’ll see,” he mumbled.

Michael sighed and mentally file the events away. He did not want to think about world events and politics anymore. He was eager to see his women after being away for so long.

The plane landed without incident and proceeded to its designate gate. When it was time to disembark, Michael and his women dawned their heavy winter coats and retrieved their carry-on bags. He called Stacy when he got off the plane. She was waiting for them in the parking building when Michael and his women got through security.

“Why couldn’t we bring the rifles we collected?” Yana asked as they left the airport building, walking to the parking building.

“Because they would not let us carry them on the plane. Besides, Benny made it very clear we were to remain as inconspicuous as possible,” Laura rebuked. “Your war trophies are on the way by legal and secure special deliver. They have to go through all the proper channels first.”

“Yes, but it will be at least a month before I will finally get them here,” Yana pouted.

“This is the USA!” Dyomina cooly stated. “That says everything.”

“Whatever!” Yana sneered in disappointment.

They walked into the concrete parking garage and spotted a silver Sedan parked near the entrance with a voluptuous strawberry blonde causally leaning against the back wearing a large butternut colored winter trench coat and dark sunglasses. She smiled when she saw Michael and his entourage approaching. The strawberry blonde strutted towards Micheal throwing her arms around his neck and kissing him squarely on the lips.

“Hey Stacy!” Michael said when she broke their kiss. “How you doing?”

“Just fine, you hick!” Stacy grabbed his hand and pressed it against her belly. “Your son has missed you too!”

Michael could not help going red in the face with excitement. He had known Stacy and his other women were pregnant. Laura had told him she was pregnant just before he departed on his mission in to find Yatsenko. He suspected his other women were pregnant from seeing their bellies slowly growing in the frequent nude picks they sent him. He noticed Yana and Dyomina showing the classic signs of pregnancy. Hearing his women admit it always left him speechless and excited.

He pulled Stacy in for another long kiss.

“Your other women all have something to tell you, Michael,” Stacy purred.

“I can’t wait,” Michael replied excitedly.

Once they loaded their things into Stacy’s sedan, they left the airport, driving across an expanse of snow-covered prairie and between some mountains. Stacy had hit it big in the real-estate market, having expected the slumps and the rises. She also invested her profits strategically in tech and energy companies wisely. She accumulating a fortune by the time she was 27 and bought a million-dollar horse ranch. It was nestled up against the base of a hill overlooking a valley.

Michael did not mind horses. His father spent most of his life working on a horse ranch after he retired from the army. It was a good trade, though it did not pay well. He got free horse-riding lessons when he helped on the ranch.

When they pulled up to Stacy’s lavish ranch house, Michael caught the scent of barbecue. His mouth watered. He did not mind Ukrainian and Russian cuisine, but he was craving food from home. He ordered his women to head inside while he unloaded the Sedan and brought their luggage into the living room.

“Hey honey!” A woman with brown hair, matching brown eye, and pale skin called from the kitchen.

“Hey Lexi,” Michael replied.

Lexi stepped out of the kitchen and embraced Michael in a hug. “I’m pregnant,” she said excitedly. Even though she wore a sweater and blue jeans, her baby bump was obvious to everyone looking at her.

She was followed by Paola, Roxanne, and Akako. Paola was from Peru. She had wavy dark hair and bronze skin. Roxanne was from Montana. She had golden blonde-haired and light tan skin. Akako was a Japanese beauty, possessing long, silk black hair and smooth, pale white skin. Despite the jeans and sweaters, they wore, it was obvious they were all pregnant. Michael experienced such a rush of joy when they each told him.

After formally introducing Yana and Dyomina to his harem, they set the tablet for dinner and brought out all the entrees. The table was soon filled with baked beans, corn on the cob, cornbread, Texas toast, collard greens, green beans, and, at the center, an enormous plate of barbecue ribs.

“Fuck, have I missed you!” Michael exclaimed. He quickly did a prayer, then eagerly announced to his women to dig in.

The Barbecue sauce was spicy which he loved and the meat well done which he preferred. As he filled his second plate, he looked up to ensure all his women were getting their fill. They had all forgone table manners, grabbing ribs with their hands and making no effort to keep barbecue sauce from smearing on their faces and clothes. Michael struggled not to laugh with his mouth stuffed with food.

When they were all stuffed, Michael and his women put up the leftovers and cleaned everything up. Micheal wanted to do everything himself. His women were pregnant and had already worked hard cooking him a meal, but they insisted they could get everything done faster working together.

Once the dining room and kitchen were cleaned up from the meal, Michael suggested they all take a shower to clean off the barbecue sauce from their feast. His harem eagerly ushered him into the master bedroom. Lexi turned on the water in the large step in shower, then returned to the bedroom to strip off her clothes with the other gorgeous women.

Michael admired their incredibly gorgeous and pregnant bodies as he stripped off his own cloths and threw them into a growing clothes pile. He followed women into the shower that was to fill with hot steam. His women gathered under the falling water, soaking themselves head to toe. They then worked shampoo into each other’s hair, then scrubbed their bodies down with soap.

Michael stood near the glass wall watching his beauties in awe. Water mixed with soap suds ran down every curve of their magnificent bodies. He fixated on their hands, caressing their pregnant bellies. He felt his member go rock hard. God, he loved his women so much!

Rozanne glanced at him with her blue eyes and curled her lips in a seductive smile. “Do you want us to wash your filthy body?” She extended arm gesturing Michael to come to them.

He stepped forward into the falling water. His women parted way as he came forward into the middle of the gorgeous women. They surrounded him and scrubbed every surface and crevice of his body down. They then pressed their massive boobs and pregnant bellies against his impressive body and hard cock. They kissed up and down his muscular frame. Michael ran his hand up and down their backs and squeezed their asses. He kissed each one of them deeply on their lips.

After a while of lovemaking, the women broke away from Michael. They turned off the water and left the shower. Michael followed them, grabbing a towel from the rack and drying off his body.

“Sweety, can you please light a fire in the living room?” Stacy asked.

Michael nodded and headed out to the living room. He did not bother to put his clothes back on because he had every intention of fucking his women this evening. While he set wood in the fireplace and crumbled up some newspaper to start a fire. His women spread out a mat on the wooden floor before the fireplace, then spread out a plush fur rug over the mat. They also brought out pillows and blankets.

When Michael had the fire going, he closed the fireplace guard and turned around. His women were sitting on or laid out on the fur rug, displaying their luscious bodies. His dick was hard and he wanted to fuck his women’s pussies raw.

“Honey,” Laura spoke. “Before you ram your sword into us, do you mind if we each cum on your face?”

“Hell yeah!” Michael laughed.

Michael was soon spread out on the rug with Laura straddling his face and grinding her clit on his face. When Laura orgasmed her pussy cream onto his face, she quickly got off him and Stacy brought her clit down on his face. She soon orgasmed her pussy juices on his face as well. His other women all took a turn grinding their clits on his face and orgasming on him.

Having his face covered with the orgasmic juices of his women. Michael leaned up and gripped Laura. He got on top of her and drove his cock into her furiously until he climaxed inside her. When he emptied his load into Laura, he got off her and rammed his cock into Stacy’s pussy.

Throughout the evening, Michael copulated with his women in every position. He did each of them doggy style and drove his cock between their breasts, ejaculating his semen in their faces. The house resonated with wails of pleasure and sound of flesh slapping against flesh.

By midnight, Michael laid out on the fur rug. His women snuggled up at his sides. They were covered in wool blankets in the firelight in the fireplace. Content, Michael fell into slumber.


Linda Kelsey

Linda grinned in triumph as she was driven in a limo to Adrian Windfield’s estate. She had a notebook full of questions concerning his funding of South American mercenary units to the mysteries surrounding the sudden deaths of Picotech’s start-up investors. She was determined to blow this wide open and perhaps bring down the president. She giggled at the thought of seeing him escorted to prison.

“We are here mam!” the driver announced.

Linda shifted her gaze from a file she was reading to the window. She admired the expansive fields of flowers and the lavish gardens as they pulled up to the front door of the Windfield mansion. The driver opened the door and helped her out.

“Hello, I am Mrs. Windfield,” a gorgeous Asian woman dressed in a stylish gown and clearly pregnant.

Linda read in celebrity magazines that Adrian, the reclusive billionaire tech mogul, had divorced his wife and married one of his maids. She was surprised it was not frontline news on all the celebrity shows and magazines, but then again Adrian’s ex-wife was a fading light in celebrity circles. Adrian himself was a recluse who shunned publicity. The marriage of the latest superstar singer and the presidential race were far more interesting stories.

Mrs. Winfield extended her hand in greeting, which Linda took. The Asian beauty then led the former White House aid up the stairs, past a line of busty pregnant maids up the stairs and into the house.

“Adrian has to be a titanic sleazy bag!” Linda thought to herself as she followed Mrs. Windfield through the mansion. She led her down a hall, past some old portraits to some ornate wooden double doors.

“Would you like some coffee or hot chocolate?” Mrs. Windfield asked.

“Do have Lattes with milk?” Linda asked.

“Of course, I will have one brought to you!” She smiled before turning to leave.

Linda faced the door and pushed it open.

“Nice to meet you, Linda Kelsey. My brother has told me you’re looking to for evidence of some criminal conspiracy,” Adrian said from his chair. He was turned facing the window. Linda could only see the hair on his head.

Linda did not care. She knew from his few pictures in magazines and social media Adrian was not very attractive. His younger brother, in contrast, was strikingly handsome and after his reconciliation with Adrian was a regular on business magazines and media. She seated herself, crossed her legs and got down to business.

“What I am concerned about is that the current president was involved in sending military weapons and personnel to a foreign government and was involved in the toppling of a foreign government while out of office. If true, he may have been involved in illegal activities,” Linda asserted. “I have a list question I want to ask you and I suggest you tell the truth.”

“Grasping at straws I see. How about I save you time and effort? I am going to tell you everything I have been up to. And I will not spare any details. Nothing but the truth,” Adrian jovially announced.

Linda perked up in astonishment. She had not expected this. Then again, he might feed her a bunch of bullshit. She still needed to make notes and verify facts. She pulled out her notebook and started an old tape recorder in her briefcase. She suspected Adrian had some device to erase her phone and prevent anything from going into the cloud. “Proceed.”

“To begin with. Our president elect had absolutely no idea what has been going on or what my organization has been up to. The only thing connecting him to us is our contributions to his campaign,” Adrian chuckled.

It was obviously a lie, and Linda made a note of it.

“I have your Latte,” Mrs. Windfield announced as she came in and placed it on the side table next to Linda.

“Thank you!” Linda said. She took a sip of the Latte and was struck by its delicious flavor.

Mrs. Windfield laid out on the couch against the wall. “I hope you don’t mind. My feet are feeling sore.”

Linda did not mind at all as she took another sip of her Latte, “Go on!”

“About 7 months ago, a small alien ship landed at a ranch south of here. There was a single alien female aboard who Alien was part of an advanced research team laying the groundwork for an alien invasion. Fortunately for us, this Alien ran into a guy named Allen Barrett. Apparently, these aliens are hyper-develop human females called Amazons. They want to invade our world for our male population. The Amazons produce a substance in their breast milk that triggers hyper evolution in normal humans. Women turn into incredibly tone bimbos. Men, on the other hand, require specific doses depending on the individual. If a man drinks the right dose, he becomes an irresistible muscular stud, but if he drinks too much, he becomes a Malakia. These Malakia are weak, withered, and suffer from low sperm count. We don’t know how, but these Space Amazons have maintained a society ruled by hyper-developed bimbo women by only mating with Malakia. Unfortunately, they need to mate with many Malakia in order to get pregnant. Earth is one of thousands of worlds seeded with human life from which they get their Malakias. Earth is a prize because there are billions of men they can turn into Malakia. Their race is in decline and they’re getting desperate to increase their numbers.”

“Barrett was lucky because he had the rare ability to tolerate any dose of their milk. When he accidentally drank the milk, he became a stud. He was doubly lucky because he had a friend in the CIA who was aware of a secret plan for this situation. With their advanced technology, the Amazons have breached every level of security in every government on the planet. If he had gone to the government, the Amazon would have known and probably launched an all-conventional invasion instead of the secret invasion they planned.”

“Being a tech genius, Barrett went about setting up a tech company using technology he derived from the captured Amazon ship. Of course, he needed financial investment for the company and the resistance he and his associates were forming. He started out selling the Milk as youth potion to wealthy individuals in exchange for half their fortunes. He had many people who took him up on the deal. A demon would have demanded their souls, but he was only asking for half their fortunes for a super ripped youthful body. I have to say he was giving them a discount.”

“When he got to me. Mr. Barrett wanted more than just my money. He wanted to recruit me into their resistance. They needed my resources to reverse engineer Amazon technology and build the organization to support their efforts against the Amazons. The resistance recruited soldiers from Veteran Hospice wards because they were being watched and no one would notice them. They also recruited troops from all over the world. They sent to Ukraine to get them battlefield experience. We recruited Yatsenko and backed his overthrow of the Russian government because the Amazon’s had a hand in starting that war to increase global instability and it was meant to distract our intelligence resources. They have been trying to incite a cold war of sorts between China and the United States for the same purpose. Are you writing all that down?”

“Writing all that down? Of course I am not writing all that down! All that is pure insanity! You’re insane,” Linda exclaimed.

“Is he?” Mrs. Windfield purred from the couch.

Linda looked at her closely and reconsidered. How could this woman be so gorgeous? And what about the maids? Suddenly, Adrian swiveled his chair around to face her and Linda’s eye went wide. Who sat on the chair was not a diminutive nerd, but an incredible muscular hunk of man. It was all true. Every word he said was true.

Linda shot up to her feet, intent on getting out of there. She had to tell the world. However, she fell back on the chair, overtaken by strange sensations flaring throughout her body.

“I hope you enjoyed the Latte. I made it with my milk,” Mrs. Windfield said in delight.

“The milk Adrian was talking about was in the Latte,” Linda realized. She could feel her body beginning to change. As her vision glossed over and her thoughts dimmed, she hoped Adrian would have an opening for his household staff.


Luther Floyd

Luther stood in the brush with his binoculars, watching the ranch house. It really was not that hard to find this place. After hearing that washed up former white house aid rant about criminal conspiracies and corruption, he put the dots together and traced the veterans from the hospice ward to this ranch.

He jotted down some notes in his book, noting the layout and the daily routines of the staff, then headed back to his car. He watched the place like a hawk for several weeks. Men on death’s doorstep went in and young handsome studs came out. He was certain they stored that stud serum on site.

Luther suspected Aiden would eventually wise up and break their partnership. It was a shock, though not unpredicted. What surprised Luther was that he immediately reconciled with his brother and dropped the anvil on his case when their lawyers exposed Luther’s fraud he perpetrated against his former partner, Allen. The case for his ownership of Picotech collapsed and he was facing a lawsuit for most of his fortune. The venture had started out so promising but ended in such a catastrophic disaster.

Luther was undaunted. His eyes were on the prize! If he could find a sample of the stud serum, then he could turn himself into a stud and sell that serum for billions to a pharmaceutical company.

He spent several more days and nights observing the facility and making notes. He made his move when most of the men left and the facility was mostly empty. He breached the security system using a home security hacking app he developed. He used a skeleton key to open the back door and slip inside. He looked around the house, finding a medical room with a medical bed and refrigerators. His eyes gravitated to refrigerator labeled ‘stud serum only.’

“That Thomas was always a buffoon!” Luther laughed as he opened the refrigerator. There were rows of stainless-steel containers. Each container was labeled with a unique batch number. Luther grabbed a container and opened it up. He stared at the white liquid.

“Looks like milk,” Luther said to himself. He was expecting shit that was blue or glowing green.

He shrugged and drank down the liquid. It took a few minutes before he felt strange sensations coursing through his body. He grinned in triumph. Soon he would be a muscular stud. He glanced at the other stainless-steel containers, then grabbed one after another, drinking them down.

“I will be bigger and stronger than Allen,” Luther thought to himself as he drank down every container in the refrigerator.


Grand Fleet Matron Cepeia

Matron Cepeia looked over her fleet orbiting Amazonia prime. It was the largest harvester invasion fleet ever assembled. Of course, the sheer number of Malakias they would harvest from the seed world called Earth necessitated such a fleet.

Over the last several months, the preliminary observers and agitators had completed their missions. The observers documented Earth’s many cultures for the archives and for the first wave infiltrators. The Agitators stirred up controlled local conflict to distract the population. The only hick-up was that observer named Alydia. She set her ship down in a remote area of one of the dominant empires on Earth and was performing in-depth of the local culture. From the data they were receiving, she was doing good work. However, Cepeia still felt it an unnecessary risk.

Earth, with its massive male population, represented an opportunity for the Amazonia to reverse its slow population decline that had plagued her people for centuries. With all the Malakia’s, they would claim, the AI computers predicted the population would triple at the minimum. The hopes of their future counted on the success of this invasion.

Cepeia stepped to the center of her flagship’s bridge then broadcasted her image fleet wide. SHe thrusted her sword forward, “Onward to Earth and our future generations, Sisters of Amazonia!”
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