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“Place your hand on the scanner,” the tall, muscular guard ordered.

Allen placed his hand on the scanner, and the indicator light turned green. A buzzer sounded, and the glass security door slid open. He quickly walked through before the door closed again. He was met by another security guard, who handed him his ID badge.

“Sorry for the heavy security, sir,” The guard said with smile. “Corporate security.” He winked for emphasis. Allen returned his smile, nodded at the guard, then proceeded into the hardened bunker.

When the Resistance counsel was determining the location for the resistance HQ, they settled on an old decommissioned nuclear fallout bunker meant for VIPs. The facility dated back to the late 50s and was old and in ruins. Scans from Alydia’s ship indicated the bunker could be changed to shield against Amazon scanner tech, which settled the decision.

Allen strolled into the crowded elevator and headed down to the HQ. Officially, the bunker was being used to house the Picotech mainframe computers and research for the AI division. It was true the first levels were being used by Picotech, but below the Picotech offices in the bottommost level was resistance HQ.

Around Allen were muscular men in business suits and Picotech uniforms. They were all recruits for the resistance who also working Picotech as a day job. The elevator stopped at level 3, and everyone filed out the elevator to the laboratories and offices of Picotech. Allen veered away from the crowd to a cargo elevator in the far corner with a broken sign on it. A janitor was causally mopping the floor. Allen showed him his ID, and the janitor hit a button on the elevator, causing the door to open. Allen went down another 3 levels, arriving at the lowest bunker floor. He stepped out and was immediately inspected by uniformed security before being allowed to proceed.

The HQ was originally a storage room for weapons to be used to restore order the post nuclear war America that never was. It was 2 stories high, which gave plenty of room for a command center. Allen headed into the maelstrom of people heading to Benny’s office at the far side.

Staff were running about in a storm of activity. The invasion fleet was detected approaching the solar system just a day ago. The Amazon system indicated it would be months for the invasion to arrive. However, what Allen and the analysts had not thought about relativity. It would take several months for the starships to make the journey, but it would only seem like weeks on Earth. The resistance was established, and command, believing they plenty of time, sent most of the personnel home or put them to work on Picotech or Windfield industries jobs to prepare for what came after the secret war with the Amazons. They scrambled to get everyone back and in position when the fleet was detected.

“Si, Senor you must be at the coordinates if you are to observe the butterflies breeding. The university needs those observations to continue its research. I don’t care if you must blaze a path through the jungle. You must be in position, Si!” a man named Jose said through a phone as he looked on a map of the South American rainforest.

There was a section for every region of the planet. Each section had its own commander coordinating ground units as they got into position to intercept the Amazon landing parties. No one wanted to leave any landing zones uncovered. Commanders were constantly sending runners to the communications intercept hub to ensure the Amazons were not making any last minute’s changes to their deployments. 

Allen made his way through the throngs to the end of the room to a stairwell that led up to Benny’s office. When he reached the door, he gave it a gentle knock. Part of Allen feared that Benny would berate him for making such a serious oversight that could compromise their entire strategy. He could easily smash Benny into the ground, but Benny was a friend and intimidating. He could never do something like that to him. 

“Come in, Allen,” Benny called out over the intercom in a friendly voice. Allen took a deep breath, opened the door, and headed inside. “Take a seat,” Benny said as he looked inside a file.

Allen took a seat. “I am very sorry...”

Benny waved his hand, calling for silence. “Don’t worry about it, man. I figured something like this might happen. That why I rushed to get the resistance established.” He looked from his file and gestured at the window overlooking the HQ. “That storm down there would have happened no matter, so don’t worry about it.”

Allen sighed in relief and relaxed in the chair.

Benny rose from his desk and handed Allen the file. Inside was a picture that caused Allen to freeze. It was Luthor Floyd except he was looking shriveled and meek. Allen looked back up to Benny.

“I did not do this! I haven’t seen Luther since the jerk conned me!” Allen exclaimed.

Benny burst into laughter. “Of course you did not. That fool broke into the medical fridge at the ranch and drank every dose of the Milk. He was always looking for the quick and easy route to riches. He forgot that it is more about how you get there and not the destination itself.”

“Hu... can anything be done for him? Don’t get me wrong, I hate that jerk for what he did...,”

“You never would have run into Alydia and learned about the Invasion of the Space Amazons if he had not cheated you.” Benny went back and sat down on his chair. “It is funny how things work out!”

Allen brought his hand to his chin in thought. “We are going to the Amazon home world one day. We will need a treatment to reverse the Malakia condition of any males we find.”

“Agreed, which is why I had him moved to a medical research division under Thomas. They are going to try reversing his condition, but it will take time and research.” Benny sighed. “I have ordered all doses of the Milk of the Amazons to be put under lock and key. This was easily preventable by putting a lock on the fridge and a watch dog patrolling the perimeter.”

“Ok, so, uh, what can I do to help resist the invasion?” Allen asked, wanting to change the subject.

Benny grinned sinisterly. “Glad you asked because I want you to be present at the first Amazonian landing. It is going to be up north. They know Alydia’s ship is at your ranch, but they think she is silently observing and that your community is too close to major cities to serve as an invasion site.”

“They want isolated locations in which they can take their time and get the lay of the land before expanding outwards,” Allen stated.

“It is an excellent strategy for their goal,” Benny acknowledged.

“Um, why do you want me to be there? I have done training, but I would not call myself a professional soldier. Michael and his fellow career soldiers are better suited for handling the Amazons.” Allen clinched his fists. He wanted to fight, but he had to bow to pragmatism.

“We cannot fight them in the conventional sense. They have beam weapons and shields. We cannot match that, and fire fight will tip the leadership off, anyway.” Benny propped his feet up on the desk and leaned back in his chair. “I think, and the professional soldiers agree, that we need an unconventional approach.”

“Unconventional approach? Do you want me to walk up to them and say, ‘High! Welcome to Earth. I hope you enjoy invading my world today!’”

Benny burst into laughter. “Yes, that is exactly what I want you to do, at first at least. Then after the initial introductions, I want you to put the moves on them just like you did with Alydia!”

“Moves? I did not put any moves on her. I fainted from excitement, when she landed,” Allen muttered in embarrassment. 

“It can happen to the best of us, man,” Benny said reassuringly. “You have taken point for every major event of the endeavor. I will put my faith you. I need you to have faith in yourself that you can figure this out.”

Allen thought for minute then gave Benny the thumbs up. “I got this.”

Benny clapped his hands together. “Moxie! Oh...you will have Michael Sumner backing you up for this assignment. He is in the mission briefing room. Meet with him for the mission details before you leave.”

Knowing Michael would have his back gave Allen a surge of confidence. That guy survived dozens of bad situations and got the job done. 

Benny rose from his chair. Allen followed suit, rising from his chair and standing before Benny. Allen towered over him, though Benny had an intimidation factor that made him seem bigger than he was physically. They shook hands then Allen left. He waded back through the chaos in the HQ, heading to the elevator. He veered left at the elevator to the mission briefing room. 

Michael was standing before a map pointing to a location in Alaska. “The Amazons have chosen a suitable location for the purpose. The town of Bill has a majority male population. 97% to be exact. They are mostly seasonal oil workers, lumbers, fur traders, and survivalists. It is isolated. Unless an oil spill happens, no one pays any attention to that little town.”

Michael stopped momentarily when Allen entered the room and took a seat in the back row. He met Allen’s eyes with a reassuring gaze and then continued. “Windfield Pictures has gone into the area ahead of us and rented out the place to film that movie they cooked up to explain why they were renting a ranch in Australia. It was something...scape. I don’t remember the name, but it is a genuine film project with a cast and crew.”

“Will I be a Boom or a Bomb at the box office?” Allen asked in a chuckle.

“Who cares as long as the film crew gets the engagement zone cleared?” Michael laughed. “Good, that you are here, Allen. Listen up everyone. There is going to be no shooting unless they fire first. The plan is to have Allen walk up, greet them when they land, and will see what happens.”

All the train special operations soldiers, starred at Michael, then at Allen then back to Michael. They all bore expressions of shock. 

“Uh, sir, that is suicide!” one soldier spoke up.

“Yeah! It is. However, our weapons are no match for the Amazons, and command does not want a firefight that would tip off the Amazons that their invasion is compromised.” Michael pointed to Allen. “Director Jordan is counting on Allen to put the moves on the Amazons and turn them to our side like he did Alydia. If he can’t, then give them hell, boys. Make those stuck-up bitches pay every inch of Earth they claim.”

A resounding cheer echoed through the room. Allen could not help getting swept in cheers, though he felt an underlying sense of trepidation. He did not want any of these men to get cut down by the Amazons. Their lives were in his hands. He looked deep into himself, finding a spark of courage, which he fueled into a blazing fire. He was going to beat the Amazons.

The next day, Allen was on a flight heading to Anchorage. From there they would drive 90 miles overland to the town of Bill. Alydia sat next to him. He did not want her to come, given her condition. However, the blonde beauty insisted she was in no danger. 

“These are my people. I can help them get oriented to Earth culture when they decide to join the Earth resistance,” She assured Allen. She squeezed his hand reassuringly. “Everything will work out. You will see.”

When they touched down in Anchorage, Allen and his party were hustled to a convoy of trucks and were soon off to the town of Bill. When they arrived, Allen and his team were greeted by a film crew. They were all muscular hunks, having received the milk of the Amazons.

“We got everyone to clear out,” the producer said. “I spent 1 million bribing everyone to clear out for a couple of days and another 15 million for the oil company to cease operations for the duration.”

Allen's eyes winced at the sheer expense.

The producer raised his hands in assurance. “Benny told me to spare no expenses getting this place cleared out. And I am still under budget, so don’t worry.”

Allen came down from his surge of anxiety and made an approving nod. Everything was coming together.
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Eonara relaxed casually on her chair as the transport descended through the atmosphere to the planet. Earth, she believed it was called. The high matrons were excited about this world. They claimed that the Malakia that could be gained from this world would allow their population to grow. She rolled her eyes and sighed in derision as she ran her hand up and down her sword.

The high matrons made similar claims before about other worlds. However, no matter how many Malakia the Amazon’s harvested from the seed worlds, their population continued to wane. The Men turned into Malakia culled from this world would only delay the unavoidable. The Amazons were in decline, and nothing could stop it.

The high matrons could not be challenged. Their word was absolute, and their wisdom was above all others. No one would could speak up against them, even though their wisdom was flawed.

Eonara cracked a smile. It was actually hilarious. The Amazons were supposed to be the apex of humanity. They possessed the pinnacle of human intellect and culture. Yet they were so foolish that they would probably follow their high matrons off the edge of a mountain.

Eonara let out a sigh of derision and refocused her thoughts on the task at hand. She was veteran of many harvests of Malakia on other seed worlds. She was very familiar with the routine of an Amazonian invasion. Dress in revealing clothing, land in an isolated community, and use Amazonian physical perfection and dominating femininity to take control of the locals. From the initial foothold, they would expand outward, taking control of surrounding communities silently. When they got enough power among the population, they would overthrow the governments and install an Amazonian overseer to rule the planet while the fleet harvested the male population to become Malakia.

“We have landed,” the pilot announced. 

Eonara causally rose from her seat and fixed the fur coat she wore. Before the invasion fleet arrived, Amazonian agents facilitated limited conflicts and financial crises among the major governments to distract them the secret invasion. With the agents were also cultural researchers, who gathered information on language and fashion. Eonara and her battle sisters were dressed in pants and coats that women in the region they were landing in normally wore.

Eonara was the first to step down the silver ramp of their shuttle and step on the surface of this world, her briefing indicated was called Earth by the locals. It was not odd for locals to name their world for an ancient term for dirt. The frosty breeze blew into the Amazon, causing her dark brown hair to wave. She felt the sensation of the icy wind on bronze skin. She breathed in the air, not caring about the biting cold. It felt so good not to inhale the perfect recycled air of an Amazonian starship.

“Our target is 4 kilometers South down the road, Lead Battle Sister.” A chestnut-haired battle sister pointed to a road.

“Battle sisters, follow me. Remember, the target is a place for males called ‘the Oily Mug.’ They gather there after their daily tasks are completed to partake in intoxicating beverages. The few women who live in their isolated village work there. The women here are ugly, so they will not be an obstacle to our plan.” Eonara thrust her to the at the town in the distance. “Let us go forth, sisters, and secure Amazonia’s future.”

They dash through the snow to the road. The women possessing super human coordination did not slip on the icy road as they sprinted across the road to the town. As they neared the town, Eonara directed her sisters to slow down and walk at leisurely pace. The Oily Mug was at the edge of town, which meant they could avoid drawing too much attention. It was best to test location before making a full-scale commitment to establishing a foothold.

There were several men outside talking. The intelligence indicated they might indulge in inhaling smoke from burning a substance called tobacco rolled up in paper cylinders. Getting closer, Eonara could see they were not inhaling smoke but simply talking. They were large, muscular, and well endowed from the bulges in their grown areas. The Amazons could easily replace their numbers if they mated with these men, but the matrons decreed mating with a male who was not a malakia was heresy of the highest order. Any deviation from the path mandated by the high matrons was punishable by death. 

Eonara sighed inwardly and focused her mind on the mission and stepped forward. “Follow my lead and let me do the talking!” she whispered to her battle sisters.

The gorgeous Amazon called on her previous experience. She relaxed her body, made her most seductive smile, and strutted up to the men, swaying her hips for impudence. The men reacted just as she expected. When they noticed her approaching, they gave Eonara and her battle sisters their full attention.

“Howdy there, missies. What are you Hotties doing in our far corner of the world in this chilly weather?” The first man said with voice oozing with bravado Eonara found strangely Alluring. 

“Just looking for a good time!” Eonara replied in an absent-minded tone of voice.

“Well! We got a swinging party of sorts in full swing inside. No alcohol being served. Just nutritious!” the second man said.

“Damn goo nutritious milk!” the first man boomed.

“If it is such grand party, why are you two not in there?” Eonara inquired.

“We both needed a breather, but now you fine ladies have graced us this evening with your presence, I think me and pal are ready to rejoin the festivities inside!” the second man laughed.

“Damn right,” the first man boomed. He went to the door and opened for Eonara and her battle sisters. He bowed and gestured inside with hand. “Your adoring public awaits you.”

This was an unforeseen development, but useful. In her experience, males could not wait to get her alone for copulation. Here, the men were inviting Eonara to socialize with his cohorts. This would help facilitate the Amazonian takeover of this village.

Eonara followed by her sister filed through the entrance into the Oily Mug. Inside, music blared from a primitive music machine in the corner. Men stood at the bar and in booth seats conversing. A group of men were throwing little arrows at a target mounted on the wall. Scantily dressed women scurried about serving mugs filled with Eonara recognized as milk she assumed was sourced from the indigenous domesticated bovine species.

She examined the female waitress closely. They were not ugly at all. They were gorgeous. In fact, their beautiful figures rivaled those of Amazons. It was another inaccuracy in Amazon intelligence gathering that should have sent waves of suspicion and unease racing through her thoughts, yet she felt strangely relaxed and at ease. Around Eonara, her battle sisters disseminated among the men in the bar. Things seemed to be moving along as planned.

Eonara stepped forth into the throngs of men. Her aim was to find a man of top leadership status in the community and bring him under her influence. Sitting at the bar was a man wearing clothing that marked him as a man of wealth and influence. The man also had an aura about that stood out from the others. He was definitely a man of tremendous importance. She slid off her white fur coat, revealing the sparkling blue skin tight party dress she wore. It was chosen for maximum seductive potential. Men surrounding Eonara eyed her with lustful gazes, yet they made way for her as she approached the man.

As if on cue, the man swiveled around in his chair, facing Eonara. He was blonde with blue eyes, extremely handsome and muscular, and he radiated such confidence. The gorgeous Amazon could not help but be enamored by his presence. He stood up from his chair and looked down upon her with a disarming smile. 

“High! Surprised to see a new face tonight. I hope you did not get frostbite in the cold weather. Can I interest you in some hot chocolate to help you warm up?” He turned back to the bartender, who gave him a steaming mug. He then turned back to Eonara, offering the mug to her. “Here you go. It has extra chocolate. You’ll love it!”

“Thank you!” Eonara took the mug and sipped it down. Chocolate was a common treat among seed worlds. Though every form of chocolate had its own distinct flavor. “MMMM...delicious!”

“Ha...Everyone loves Hot chocolate,” the stud laughed. He eyed Eonara with an intense gaze that caused Eonara to quiver in delight. “My name is Allen Barrett. What is yours?

“Eonara!” the Amazon beauty blurted. She did not mean to use her real name. It just came out. 

Suddenly, a song blared from the music box, which caused everyone to cheer in delight and gather on the dance floor. The stud offered his hand to Eonara as she sat her mug on the bar table. “Would you like this dance?”

Amazon procedure forbade sisters from interacting with males, but exceptions were made during harvest operations so long as lines were not crossed. Eonara felt that by accepting this man’s offer, she would cross a line that would irrevocably condemn her in the eyes of the Amazons. However, the resentment she kept buried over the years came to the surface, overwriting her caution. She took the stud’s hand, allowing him to lead her to the dance floor. 

“I am not familiar with the dances of your land!” she said. It was not true. She reviewed dances from various cultures of this world, but it was difficult to remember what dances were appropriate for this backwater region.

The stud simply smiled and laughed. “Just wave your hands in the air like you just don’t care and move with the music. Everyone else is!”

Eonara glanced around, seeing no one was following any choreographed dance routine. They were just moving randomly to the beat of the music. She spotted her battle sisters among the dancers throwing inhibition aside and moving to the beat. She threw her own hand in the air and moved to the music. She could not remember ever feeling so free.

“Yeah, just let go!” Allen cheered as he danced with her in random, chaotic moves.

Eonara and her battle sisters lost themselves in euphoria of the evening. They danced till midnight, by which time the men left. Many had an Amazon holding their arm. When Eonara finally tired out, she stepped off the dance floor and looked around. Most of the men were gone, and she could find none of her sisters among those who remained.

“Want to go somewhere private, or do you have somewhere to be?” Allen asked.

He wanted to go somewhere private! Eonara understood perfectly well where this was going. He wanted to lure her into a dwelling so he could copulate with her and potentially conceive offspring. She had been in this position before. It always ended with them sucking the milk of the Amazons from her tits and being transformed into a Malakia. “Take me to your dwelling. I have nowhere to be.”

Allen retrieved Eonara’s white fur coat and slid onto her. He took her by the hand and led her outside, across the icy road, to an Inn. She remembered seeing recon photos of the Inn when she was familiarizing herself with the landing zone. It looked dilapidated in the photos, which contrasted with how it looked now. The Inn had a fresh coat of paint, none of the lights were flickering, and all the windows were clean.

They came up to a room door marked number 24. Allen pulled out key from his pocket and opened the door. “They modernized this Inn last week for the production crew. Everything was upgraded except the door locks. They kept the old lock and keys.”

He opened the door and gestured Eonara inside. The room was decent for the locals’ standards. There was elegant wooden furniture, a viewing screen mounted on the wall with a couch on the opposite side, and an enormous bed in the rear half of the room.

“This room had the largest bed. I like to have plenty of room to stretch out.” Allen chuckled. “I wanted a room with a hot tub, but they did not have one available.”

It was common for males to want large personal hygiene facilities. They were good for convincing females to get naked. Eonara had experienced that tactic before. It was unnecessary because she was going to undress anyway and entice Allen to suck on her breast, anyway.

She looked upon the muscular stud with regret as pulled out a primitive music device. She long dreamed of copulating with a man as magnificently sculpted as Allen. It would truly be a shame to transform this stud into a Malakia. While Allen’s back was turned, Eonara slipped off her fur coat, letting fall to the ground, then pushed down her sparkling blue dress to her feet, fully revealing her curvy figure and massive breasts. She was completely naked, having not bothered with under garments. They were unnecessary.

“Well, I hope you like smooth jazz. I thought it was appropriate for the...” Allen was stunned into silence upon returning his gaze to Eonara, who stood before him in the nude. “Skipping the small talk and getting to the point, I see.” He started taking off his clothes. “You want me to fondle those magnificent mammaries or plunge my cock into your tunnel?”

His reaction was unexpected. Usually, men were mesmerized by the sheer beauty of her exposed Amazon physique. This man was showing remarkable amount of self-control in her presence. Come to think of it, all the men in that bar remained in control of themselves when they gazed upon the Amazons. Something strange was going on here that Eonara could not put her finger on.

She brushed her concerns aside. It did not matter. She had a high-ranking male figure in presence. Once the Amazon Beauty turned him into a Malakia, she could interrogate him later.

“I want you to suck my nipples. I want you to partake my milk,” Eonara seductively purred.

“Ok!” Allen blurted as he pushed his pants and underwear done revealing his massive member.

Eonara stared at Allen, captivated by his incredible physique and massive member. She had seen males naked before, but none could match Allen’s awe inspire physique. She felt her pussy quiver and body tremble. Realization at how much bigger Allen was dawned in her mind, which made her feel smaller.

Allen came before her, his massive dick pressed up against her belly. In that moment, a tense desire erupted in Eonara. She wanted that dick inside her. Fuck the decrees of the high matrons. She wanted that cock inside her womb, filling her up with seed.

“No, I am an Amazon. I am above this man!” She silently said to herself as she struggled to suppress her heretical thoughts. The sexual tension was palpable in the room, and the Amazon beauty felt herself teetering on the edge.

“Your gorgeous!” Allen said as gazed down upon Eonara with a tense gaze. 

Something in Eonara snapped, sending her thoughts into whirlwind of desire. She lunged herself at Allen, throwing her arms around his neck and pulling her face up to his. She pressed her lips against his in a kiss. She witnessed normal human women performing the act of kissing in their courting rituals. It seemed to be the natural act in this situation.

Eonara felt Allen's hands on her back as he wrapped arms around her back. He pulled her body tight against his, and she felt the sensation of his shaft rubbing up against her pussy lips. Sensations of pleasure coursed through her body. It was so incredible. She never experienced such passion in her long life.

This was heresy of the highest degree. Eonara would be condemned and banished to a distant world at the farthest reaches of the Amazon domain or, worse, executed if the high matrons discovered her indiscretions with the men of this world. She did not care about consequences anymore. She already passed the point of no return, so why not plunge all the way in? Eonara wrapped her legs around Allen’s waist and devoured his lips.

Allen carried Eonara over to the bed. He laid the Amazon beauty down on the bedspread and positioned his muscular body on top of her, keeping his lips sealed on hers in their kiss and swirling their tongues around each other. He gripped her arms, pinning her beneath him, and maneuvered his erect dick up against her entrance. 

Eonara felt her erect nipples rubbing against the skin of Allen’s powerful pectoral muscles and the head of his cock pressing up against her velvet lips. The sensations sent surges of pleasure that drove her wild with passion. She felt her pussy spasming with orgasms. 

Allen suddenly pulled his lips away from Eonara’s and kissed down her neck and chest to her nipple. He caressed her areola with his tongue, causing the Amazon beauty to gasp in pleasure. He then enveloped her nipple and sucked on her tit.

Eonara could feel her milk gushing from her nipple. A degree of clarity returned to Eonara’s mind. Allen would turn into a Malakia once he ingested enough of her milk. Her assignment would be fulfilled, and this entire affair would be swept under the rug. Part of her did not want to see this impressive stud reduced to a diminutive supplicant, but she could not bring herself to stop him from sucking on her breast. At the rate Allen was sucking her milk, his body would begin shrinking soon.

However, to Eonara’s growing astonishment, Allen’s incredible muscular figure did not shrivel. Rather, his muscles flexed and firmed up. Allen suckled on her tit more aggressively. Through the haze of pleasure, questions flared in Eonara's mind. What was going on? Why wasn’t Allen transforming into a Malakia?  

The sound of the door opening and the wind outside filled the room momentarily, then the steps of someone walking inside and the shutting of the door. “Hello Eonara, it has been a long time.”

Eonara shifted her brown eyes to the figure who entered the room. She was wearing a lavish white fur coat that came down to her boots. Eonara focused on the mystery woman’s face, and her eyes widened in shock.

“Alydia!” Eonara gasped. “What are you doing here?” 

She was supposed to be in her personal ship. Far south of here, quietly observing the population. How did she get here?

“Long time no see, Eonara! Oh, excuse me for barging in, but I decided it was time I let you in on the plan.” Alydia slipped off her heavy fur coat, revealing her pregnant bimbo body clothed skimpy pearl white bikini. She came beside the bed and gently stroked Eonara’s hair. “The Amazons have lied to us for years. Human men with the proper dose of milk can become physical specimens that rival or surpass Amazons. They are jeopardizing our continuity to safeguard Amazon dominance.” She stroked her pregnant belly. “You can have your heart's deepest desire. Allen’s copious seed can, as the locals say, ‘Knock You Up!' Alydia slapped Allen’s back. “You just have to let this powerful man claim you as his newest fuck slut!”

Conflicting thoughts raced through her mind. She wanted to have progeny badly every Amazon did. But there was never enough Malakia to inseminate everyone, and it so many just impregnate one Amazon. Something in Eonara finally snapped, and in that moment her lingering loyalty to Amazons shattered.

“I want you to fuck me, Allen. I want you to fill me with your seed. I want to be yours!” Eonara enthusiastically cried out.

Allen lifted his face up from Eonara’s massive tit. He stared down at Eonara with a predatory grin. “I am going to fuck Hard and fill you full of my seed. You're going to be my fuck slut forever!” He roared.

He rammed his cock deep into Eonara’s depths. He plunged into her with such force  that the bedstand knocked against the wall. Eonara screamed out in passion and pain as she felt her velvet walls stretched to accommodate the girth of his member. He held himself inside her for minute, letting the Amazon beauty experience the glory of his massive member inside her tunnel. 

Eonara thrashed and cried beneath him. She never experienced such pleasure in her long life. She cursed the High matrons for denying her such pleasure, while praising Allen granting her such an amazing experience. 

After a moment, he pulled his cock out of her, bringing his cock head to her pussy lips, then plunged back in with a forceful thrust. He withdrew and thrust into her repeatedly. The bed shook violently with each of Allen’s thrusts and echoed with Eonara’s wails of pleasure.

Eonara felt her pussy spasming with orgasms as Allen smashed his cock into her tunnel over and over again. Alydia watched on with her hands inside her bikini bottoms. It was so incredibly hot she wanted to be in this moment forever.

Allen made one powerful thrust into Eonara and held his cock in place. He arched his back and groaned to the ceiling. The Amazon beauty felt his enormous member quivering inside her. Suddenly, Allen let a loud roar, and Eonara felt the warm sensation of his seed flooding her womb. She never felt such pleasurable sensations surging through her body.

Allen held her tight beneath him as he pumped Eonara full of his seed. Alydia stood above, congratulating the Amazon for her first time having sex. When Allen ejaculated the last of his load into Eonara, he pulled out of her and stood up from the bed. He came before Alydia, and the two began making out.

Eonara stared up at the ceiling in a daze. Every ounce of loyalty she had for the High Matrons was thoroughly fucked out of her by Allen. She felt a profound sense of loyalty and obedience to her man rising inside her. She was determined to serve him and fuck him in any way she could. Her thought briefly shifted to her battle sisters, who had been with her. They had paired up at the bar with muscular hunks like Allen. She hoped they were all experiencing the glory of an incredible stud fucking them.

The Amazon beauty was stirred from her thoughts when she felt the bed shifting around her. Allen and Alydia were getting back into bed. Eonara felt a rush of excitement and hoped they would have sex.

“Eonara!” Alydia crawled up beside her. “Allen is going to instruct you on all the various positions we can pleasure each other.”

Eonara could not help crying out in excitement.
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“Uh...Uh...Oh!” Eonara cried out as she came on Allen’s face. The delicious taste the Amazon Warrioress’s pussy juices filled Allen’s mouth as he licked her cunt.

“Ah...Ah,” Alydia moaned as Allen erupted a load of cum in her tunnel.

Allen let out a satisfied grunt as climaxed. Above him, Alydia and Eonara were devouring each other lips. When he spent himself inside his Platinum hired beauty, Allen pushed the two gorgeous women off his body and filled his lungs full of fresh air. Both women snuggled up at his sides, gingerly and brought his arms around them, pulling their bodies firmly against his. They relaxed as morning light shone through the window.

After Allen claimed Eonara, he and Alydia schooled her in the various positions of pleasure. The rump went through the night only interrupted, when Eonara had to send a report to her superiors. She guided him along with several intelligence officers to the drop ship. It did not have the sleek refinement of Alydia’s vessel. It was a military craft after all. Once the pilots were claimed by two of the men in Allen’s team, Eonara transmitted her report, dictated to her by the resistance intelligence, to the Amazon fleet commanders. Allen then returned with Eonara to hotel room to continue their sexual escapades with Alydia.

“Last night was extraordinary!” Eonara purred.

“Every night you are with Allen will be extraordinary!” Alydia said in a yawn.

Allen could not help making a triumphant grin. He had many amazing women in his harem, and he loved all of them. As he reveled in good fortune, he felt his stomach rumble. “I am hungry. Let’s get breakfast.” 

He rose from between his two beauties and crawled to the edge of the bed. He picked his clothes off the floor and slid them on. Alydia and Eonara follow him, get up from the bed, and put on their clothes. Alydia pulled out some pants and sweater to put on over her bikini.

They went to the diner next to the motel. The diner was rented out, like everything else in the town, and staffed with resistance personnel. Upon entering, Allen found they were the first to arrive for breakfast. They did not need to wait to be seated or order food. They selected a booth, and a server brought out plates full of bacon, eggs, sausage, fruit, and grits.

Allen and his women were quick to devour the plates of food. The intense night of sex worked up massive appetites. When they cleared their plates, Allen called for a second helping, feeling his stomach still rumbling. His women also called for a second helping.

Around them, muscular hunks were arriving with gorgeous women on their arms. Many of those gorgeous women were Amazons who came down with Eonara. They all bore expressions of satisfaction as they came in.

Allen could not help chuckling as he chewed bacon and almost choked as he swallowed. “The best way to defeat the Amazons is not to fight them, but to fuck them!” He mused silently. It was the only way. Open battle was losing proposition. They would have to seduce each of the Amazon warrioresses and matrons into their harems. It would have done with great caution and secrecy. If the Amazon Leadership discovered their invasion was compromised, they may change their strategy or cut their losses. Neither scenario was good.

Once their appetites were satisfied, Allen guided his women out of the diner, back to the motel. They stopped at the lobby, where a group of resistance intelligence personnel were waiting to debrief Eonara. The Amazon beauty verified what they already learned from monitoring the Amazon information network. The Amazon leadership believed that they maintained total secrecy with their plans uncompromised. They moved on to plans in the event secrecy was compromised 

When the debriefing concerning the invasion was finished, the interrogators moved on to ask questions about Amazon military capabilities and plans in the event their invasion failing. Eonara’s responses left them visibly disturbed. Allen was convinced without a doubt that seducing the Amazons into bed was the only path to victory. He took the interrogators aside and related his proposed plan. The hunky men broke out into laughter.

“Yeah, that is pretty much what we must do. We cannot defeat them on the battlefield. The only way to defeat them is in the bedroom, like we did last night,” the lead interrogator admitted as he loaded his briefcase. “We are going to need a lot more hunks if we are going to invade their home world one day! Oh...here.” The lead interrogator handed Allen a file before leaving the lobby.

Allen opened the file and read it over. To anyone reading the papers inside, it would seem mundane clerical working concerning a movie production. Allen, knowing the code, discerned the message within the wording. He was heading to Australia to advise the resistance team intercepting the Amazon invasion force. Eonara was remain in Alaska to keep up the charade of a successful Amazon occupation, and Alydia would stay with her. 

Allen was excited at the prospect of being with his Australian beauties again, though he was reluctant to leave Eonara so soon after claiming her for his Harem. He turned to his women, who were reclining on a couch chatting.

“Girls!” Both incredibly beautiful women shifted their gazes to Allen, giving him their undivided attention. “I am sorry to do this, especially to you, Eonara. I have to head out. I am going to Australia.”

Eonara stood up from the couch and locked her brown eyes with Allen’s gaze. “I understand completely, my love. You have duty to fulfill, and the Amazons must not be allowed to harvest your world. I fear my sisters would end up destroying our last hope for a future.”

“Eonara is speaking the truth. You must go.” Alydia came before Allen and embraced in a passionate kiss. “And say Hello to my harem sisters in the land down under. I hope to meet them in person one day.”

Allen soon packed his gear. After a good by fuck with Eonara and Alydia, he was off to the bus station. On the way, he passed by men setting up film equipment and movie sets. A Spartan man, he recognized the director who assigned to oversee the fake movie, was barking orders to the crew and actors. Allen remembered from the briefings that they were filming a genuine movie as cover. A thought came to his mind.

He changed course, heading over to the director. As Allen approached, he read the man's name tag. ‘Kevin’ Allen whispered to himself. He waited until Kevin finished talking with his cast and crew, then approached when he saw an opening.

“Hey!” Kevin turned to face Allen. “You may not know me, but...”

“Allen Barrett! The man who stumbled upon the Amazon Invasion and organized the resistance. The man responsible for extricating me from my hell hole retirement condo in Florida. I have heard of you, but I don’t know you!” Kevin replied with an expression that conveyed a snobbish and entitled demeanor made Allen want to beat him senseless.

Allen restrained himself. “I heard you are filming an actual movie, but don’t make something crappy.”

“I have no intention of making crap!” Kevin said clearly offended. He spread his arms out. “One day, people are going to learn about the secret war we are fighting. They are going to know my movie was filmed as the cover for operations. It's going to be a golden piece of history. I want it be a work of art in the way of 70s and 80s classics!” 

Allen smiled in interest. “Limited digital effects, a focus on good acting, and a well-written story.”

“Exactly!” Kevin exclaimed. “I have spent retirement writing a three-part science fiction epic. I drew inspiration from the classics, limiting the computer-generated shit, and I using actor who could be superstars if given the chance.”

“Sounds like you have everything covered!” Allen sighed in relief.

“I do! And you’ll see It before it is released. I want my work to meet and exceed expectations!” Kevin said proudly.

Allen gave him the thumbs up before heading on to the bus station.
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“AH...AH...Oh God...AH!” Laura screamed as Michael pounded her pussy hard with his massive member.

Michael had only been home for a week when he received the coded text message. “My mother-in-law is here! What do I do?” He had not expected to see that message for several months. Someone had made a mistake in the timetable. 

He raced to HQ to get the full story. Someone had forgotten about temporal relativity when traveling through fold space, hyperspace, or whatever they call FTL travel. What seemed like several months to the Amazons was only several weeks on Earth. Fortunately, the invasion was proceeding as the plans on Amazonian data system indicated. Michael was to ship out in several days back to Russia to intercept an Amazonian landing team targeting a town in one of the subject republics in the country’s interior.

When Michael informed his women of the bad news, they were furious. Not at him, but at the fact that he might not be present when the big day came. Intercepting the Invasion was only the first step, it what could be a long drawn-out war of maneuvers and secrets, which could have Michael running all over the world. He assured them he would come home every chance he got, but Stacy pointed out he would spend most of his time finishing the baby's rooms. She demanded Michael fuck them all before he leave which he enthusiastically did throughout the night.

In the wee hours of the morning, Michael was nudged awake. He opened his eyes to find Laura meeting his gaze.

“Can we go one more time?” She batted her eyes, curled her lips in a sweet smile, and caressed her swelling belly.

Michael was on Laura in a flash. He thrust his cock into her like a jackhammer. Her massive tits slapped together, and her body undulated each time he plunged his member into her depths.

“Uh...Uh...Shit!” As the pressure in his cock spiked, Michael arched his back and rammed his cock deep in Laura’s tunnel. They both cried out in pleasure as orgasmed in unison.

Michael held himself inside his Asian beauty until his climax ebbed out. He settled beside her on the bed, panting. Laura rested her head on his chest and pressed her pregnant belly against his ribs.

“Promise me you will come back!” Laura whispered.

“I promise!” Michael assured her.

“If you two are through, we need to get packed,” a Russian accented voice called out from the doorway.

Michael bent up to see Dyomina standing in the doorway. She was wearing a robe that was parted, showcasing her curvy body and bountiful boobs. Her hair was wet, and droplets of water streamed down her smooth skin. He wanted to fuck presser against the wall and fucker her hard like he did Laura.

“No time to play! You need to get a bath and food. We have to get to the airport on schedule. Our team will be there to meet us for the flight to Moscow, then we have 1500 miles of cross country driving to reach the Amazon’s landing site.” Dyomina threw a towel onto Michael. “Let’s go, stud!”

“Don’t worry, you’ll have plenty of time to pound her pussy on the way,” Laura giggled beside.

Michael could help laughing as he pulled the towel off his face and climbed out of bed. After he took a shower and put his clothes on, he went downstairs where his women had prepared a large breakfast. Once everyone had eaten, Michael and Dyomina loaded their bags into Stacy’s SUV. He gave all his women a goodbye hug and assured them he was coming back. He hugged Laura the longest. She was the first woman he claimed for his harem, and she occupied a special place in his heart.

At the airport, they met up with the team assembled for the mission. “We will meet with our Russian counterparts in Moscow. And there is a film crew already in route to clear the zone,” a resistance officer named Charles said as Michael boarded the transport plane followed by Dyomina. 

“Good! Carry on,” Michael said as he settled into a flight seat and buckled in.

The plane was soon rumbling down the runway as it sped up and took off into the air. When the seat belt sign went off, Michael pulled out a mission report from Alaska. As he read, he grinned and then burst into laughter.

To Be Continued 
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