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“So, is this the best deal you ever made?” Allen asked the newly transformed hunk, flexing his muscles in a mirror.

“Fucking Hell Yeah!” the new Hunk exclaimed.

Allen grinned in satisfaction. Harry Moreno, a retired billionaire, was doubtful at first until his Latino maid Marcela took a drink of the milk, turning her into a smoking hot senorita. Harry was stunned and silent for a while. But once he overcame the shock, he could not sign over his ranch and half his fortune fast enough. 

“A billion in the bag,” Riley chuckled as she, Linda, and Heidi typed on their laptops in the dining room. The Redhead was using her accounting degree to liquidate stocks and move the money into the accounts of Picotech Inc., the tech company. All the transfers were perfectly legitimate investments in Allen’s company.

“So, Mr. Moreno, what are you...and your woman going to do?” Allen jokingly asked as Harry began making out with Marcela, whose maid outfit was stretched tight over her gorgeous body.

“Uh...Fake our deaths, get new identities, and move to New Zealand!” Harry replied as he kissed up and down the voluptuous Hispanic woman’s neck. “Always dreamed of moving there. But I was always busy with the company and never had a proper girlfriend to share it with.”

“We can help you with the fake death and new identity parts!” Riley called out from the dining room. 

“How much?” Harry inquired.

“It is included in the New You Package!” Allen replied.

Riley and the others went through the rounds of setting up new Identities for Harry and Marcela. They also gave them contact information for an Estate Lawyer to handle all the legalities of inheritance and an Undertaker to handle the fake deaths. Once business was concluded, Allen shook hands with Harry before he and Marcela dashed upstairs. 

“Those two are going to have one hell of a night!” Riley giggled.

Harry admitted he and Marcela often discussed how their lives might have been if they had met 50 years ago. She had wanted children, but her loser husband did not want any content drinking himself into his grave. Harry had wanted kids, but the women he met were only interested in his money.

“They have all the time and youth to make their deepest dreams come true,” Allen thought as he and his women left the manor house.

It had been several weeks since they began offering the Milk of the Amazons to super-wealthy, middle-aged and elderly clients, and business was booming! Benny outlined all the details before they got started: finding lawyers and morticians to handle the new identities and inheritance, setting up legal and financial avenues to move the funds from the client’s accounts to the PicoTech accounts, and thinking about everything one would not think about when setting up a secret enterprise of this kind.

Allen was fortunate that hardly anyone in town had seen him for years. When he turned up as a muscular hunk, everyone assumed he had a late growth spurt in college, which allowed him to slide back into the community without a problem. 

He immediately exposed the full scope of Linda and Heidi's schemes when he anonymously dropped the evidence at the local newspaper. When the story broke out, everyone assumed Linda, Heidi, and Hayley skipped town. No one realized the voluptuous women installed in the bank by its new owner were the three scheming women.

Once the individualized dosing regimen was established and the legal and financial networks were up, Allen, with Riley and Alydia, approached the first client. This multi-millionaire purchased a ranch from Heidi and Linda. Allen’s two gorgeous women got him through the door. The Middle-aged millionaire was skeptical at first. Again, Riley and Alydia placated the guy into signing an agreement that if the potion worked, he would sign half of his total wealth over to Allen. It worked, and that new hunk was soon off to Hawaii with a new identity, ready to pick up babes, leaving Allen with his first influx of cash.

This was repeated many times among Heidi’s former clients. Riley had administered the return of land to the original owners, who wanted their old ranches back. Those who did not were paid the total value of their property, which was amalgamated into a land reserve. While they were successful, the millions they gained were only a drop in the bucket compared to the waterfall of funds PicoTech required.

Once they had gone through all of Heidi’s clients, Allen and his women moved on to reclusive tech Billionaires like Harry Moreno. That was when the billions he needed to set up the PicoTech fabrication facility began flooding into the accounts.

With the funds, Linda arranged the purchase of the land while Lee oversaw the design of their chip fab facility. Allen granted him the use of the Amazonian computer on Alydia’s ship to develop an optimum design for the building in minutes. He then took it to a design and construction firm. They broke ground on the facility just a week ago, and construction had proceeded.  

As Allen and his women loaded their stuff into their SUV, he pulled out his tablet from his briefcase. He scrolled down a list, stopping at the address for Ophelia Windfield. She was a billionaire Heiress in her early 40s who had inherited her fortune from her wealthy father and mother. The celebrity magazines described her as vain and selfish.

“Yeah, she is perfect!” Riley acknowledged. “She has a husband, but looking at his pictures in the magazine, I think he is with her because he doesn’t have a choice!”

“Well, their mountain estate is only 40 minutes from here,” Allen said as he punched the address on his phone’s GPS.

Benny reviewed each individual to whom they planned to offer the Milk of the Amazons as a youth potion. The Windfields were a particular case because, while Adrian Windfield was a recluse, he was very well connected to companies active in various industries. If he were to sign on as a founding partner, he could be a critical figure in establishing Picotech. Ophelia was well-connected in many elite social circles around the country, which could make her critical later on.

This proposal would differ from the others.

The Windfield Mansion was on the side of a large hill overlooking a valley with a small river running through it. It was a breathtaking view. They had no problem getting through the gate. Allen only had to smile at the female guard, and she was putty in his hands. The staff made way for him the moment they beheld his magnificence. 

“Visitors! I did not have any visitors scheduled today! Which one of you idiots lets some nobody off the streets into my house? Whoever did, I am going to fucking fire and sue you for endangerment!” A beautiful yet fiery voice echoed through the house as Allen and the women stepped inside.

Allen looked up to the top of the stairs overlooking the grand entrance. A gorgeous woman with bronze skin, long blonde hair, and C-cup breasts. She wore a glimmering silver two-piece bikini and a white see-through robe. She looked down from the balcony with the penetrating gaze of an imperious Queen judging her subjects. He understood why her husband would probably want to run as far away from her as he could. She was as intimidating as she was hot!

The moment Ophelia’s brown eyes beheld the handsome stud standing at the base of the stairs in the entry room. Her mood changed 180 degrees. She made her most seductive smile and parted her robe to show more of her cleavage. 

“Sorry for the unscheduled meeting, but we had pressing business with you and your husband. I impressed on your staff the importance of our meeting, which is why they allowed me inside. I hope you understand,” Allen stated in a good-natured voice.

Ophelia’s malice melted away as she descended the stairs. “My hired help knows to bring men with important business to me! So...no harm done. How can I...help you today, sir?” The heiress’s voice resonated with seduction. She looked up at him with needy eyes and bit her lip.

Allen almost laughed at her apparent attempts to seduce him. Before beginning this enterprise, he had Riley and Heidi teach him the art of seductive body language. He became so skilled at reading the signs and signals that women might as well have asked if he would have sex with them.

“I have just concluded an investment deal with Mr. Moreno concerning my new company, PicoTech.” That was not the truth, but it could be verified with a call. “After signing on as an investor, he suggested I see you and Mr. Windfield.” 

“Well, I am glad dear old Mr. Moreno Mentioned us,” Ophelia smiled. “Please follow me to the living room, and I will listen to your proposal.”

“We require Mr. Windfield to be present as well!” Riley stated. 

Ophelia gave Riley a malicious glare.

“Yes, I require Mr. Windfield also to be present,” Allen acknowledged.

Ophelia rolled her eyes and called for a maid to find her husband.

In The grand Living room, Allen sat on the couch with Riley, Linda, and Heidi. Ophelia reclined on a sofa, sipping a martini and staring at Allen’s women, seething with jealousy. It was apparent she was having difficulty not being the most beautiful woman in the room. 

“Who is our guest today, honey?” a man with a somewhat nervous voice asked as he entered the living room. 

Mr. Windfield looked rather unremarkable compared to his wife, with his thin body and ordinary appearance. He wore a rather unremarkable summer sweater and shorts. He had an anxious expression on his face. He clearly did not want to be here.

“These people want to discuss the possibility of investing with their company,” Ophelia said dismissively.

Mr. Windfield immediately fixated on Allen’s women, entranced by their beauty. 

“Honey, please talk to the nice young man,” Ophelia said in annoyance. 

“Uh...Um.” Mr. Windfield mumbled as he regained his composure. “I am sorry, Sir. I do not make investments without my lawyers and accountants present.”

“Mr. Windfield, let's go to your study and speak privately!” Allen said as he rose from his seat.

“Go with him, you fucking moron,” Ophelia scoffed as she drank her martini.
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“And now my peaceful day is ruined!” Sophia sighed as the sounds of her mother's rage reached her ears. The gorgeous blonde rose from her chaise and fixed her two-piece lace bikini.

It had been a relaxing day. Daddy was in his study, quietly reading his books. Mom had slept late because of a hangover from last night. She remained sober for a while after a wild night. All was peaceful in the Windfield house for a change until this sudden outburst of shouting.

Sophia, wanting to save the rest of the day, got herself up to extinguish the fire before it turned into an inferno. Her mother always blew a fuse when someone came to their home unannounced. Dad had once been the one to stand up to mom during her tantrums, but over the years, he was worn down by the bitch.

Dad! Sophia loved her father. He had been a guiding light through an otherwise chaotic family life. As much as she wanted her family to stay together, she honestly wished her father would run off with a housemaid. He certainly deserved to be happy.

At 22 years old, Sophia was the spitting image of her mother. She inherited her mother’s curvy figure, C-cup breasts, and blonde hair. Thankfully, she had inherited her father’s intellect, temperament, and deep blue eyes. In college, she could come out as her own woman, but whenever she returned home, her mother was always waiting to reassert dominance over her. Sophia had recently pushed back against her mother, which had only made the climate in the Windfield house more volatile.  

Sophia exhaled deeply as she strutted through the back door and headed to the living room to see what was happening. Halfway upstairs, she was surprised when Mother’s rants suddenly stopped. 

“Whoever made the unscheduled visit must be a very handsome guy,” the stunning blonde thought as she continued upstairs. “Nothing else could change her mood so quickly other than reporters!”

As the stunning blonde strutted into the living room, she found her mother sitting on the couch, oddly quiet. When Sophia glanced at the three women sitting across from her mother, her eyes widened in astonishment. They were stunning! There was a blonde with bronze skin on the left and a brunette with lighter-tanned skin sitting on the right. In between the two sat a luscious redhead with tanned, freckled skin. All three women possessed the most curvaceous bodies she had ever seen, and their humongous tits were squeezed into their black blazer jackets.

Sophia could not help being mesmerized by the three divine beauties. She would have remained in place staring at the beauties had the redhead not addressed her.

“High! You must be Sophia. It is such a pleasure to meet you,” the redhead said in a voice resonating with sweetness and charm.

“Hum...Yes...I am Sophia. Who are you?” Sophia stuttered in response. 

“I’m Riley, Mr. Allen Barrett’s assistant.” She rose and extended her hand to Sophia. “Allen is talking business in a private meeting with your father in his study. We are just waiting until they finish.”

Sophia was lost for words as she marveled at Riley’s magnificence. It took her a moment to notice the redhead had her hand extended in greeting and grasp it.

“You look a little tipsy, sweety. How about you sit down next to your mom?” Riley suggested.

“Of...course! Thank...you,” Sophia mumbled, barely able to stitch words together in a cohesive sentence. 

Riley guided Sophia to the couch and seated the stunning beauty beside her mother. Then she took her own seat between the blonde and the brunette. Sophia relaxed on the sofa and gazed awestruck at the three beautiful women opposite her. She did not understand or could explain why these women were having such an effect on her, but she loved it!

“UhUhUh,” Sophia moaned as a sensation of warm wetness between her legs. 

“Sophia!” The redhead said. “You are gorgeous, but you could look so much better!”

“How...can I?” Sophia mumbled. She was beautiful. Men drooled over her and threw their coats in water puddles whenever she walked by, but these women were in an entirely different league. She could never hope to compare to these women.

“I know what you're thinking!” Riley smiled knowingly. “There is no way I could compare to the three beauties sitting across from me. But that could not be further from the truth!”

The gorgeous redhead unbuttoned her black blazer jacket, allowing her glorious tits to bounce forth. The freckles on her tits gave Riley an exotic appeal. Erect eraser-sized nipples crowned her half-dollar-sized areolas. Those succulent nipples were spouting white liquid droplets that were streaming down underneath her breasts.

Sophia had experimented in college with lesbians. All the girls in her sorority did at some point. She enjoyed the experience, but did not consider herself a lesbian. Staring at Riley’s tits, she was faintly wondering if perhaps her decision was premature. 

Her attention fixated on the white liquid seeping out from Riley’s nipples. The liquid looked delicious. The blonde was tempted to lick those tits dry. The thought of her tongue pressed against Riley’s nipple felt so sexy.

“You both want to lick my milk off my huge tits, don’t you?” Riley purred.

Sophia nodded weakly, along with her mother. 

As Riley rose from the couch, the blonde who had been silent spoke up. “Riley, can Sophia suck my tits too? I’ve been such a good girl lately, please!” The bronze-skinned blonde tore open her blazer jacket to reveal her massive breasts that rival Riley in size and splendor.

“I’ve been a good girl as well?” The brunette said as she, too, ripped open her jacket to display her magnificent boobs. “Can Sophie suck my tits? Can she?”

Riley smiled. “Of course she can! You all only needed to ask! Besides, we have Sophia’s mother, Ophelia, to suck our tits, too.” She locked her gaze with Sophia’s blue eyes. “First a little taste, then you can have the first choice of boobs to suck!”

Riley swabbed some of the milk leaking from her nipples onto her finger. She then thrust her finger into Sophia’s mouth. Immediately, Sophia felt a rush of sensations on her tongue, which spread through her body, filling her with renewed energy and vigor. 

When the stunning redhead withdrew her finger from Sophia’s mouth, the beautiful blonde heiress lunged forward, engulfing Riley’s nipple in her mouth. She suckled on Riley’s tit hard. Her mouth filled with the Redhead’s delicious milk, and she gulped down quickly. 

The beautiful blonde abruptly stopped when sensations of pain sparked throughout her body. The pain became so great Sophia lost her balance and would have fallen to the floor if Riley had not caught her and settled her body back on the couch. 

As Sophia's vision darkened, she glimpsed her mother, Ophelia, passing out beside her. Something was happening to her body. Her breasts were getting more significant, as were her muscles. Her skin looked more youthful, and small wrinkles hinting at her age were vanishing.

“What’s happening?” Sophia mumbled.

“You're being reborn into a space-age hottie!” Riley said above her before turning to the other two women.

“She didn’t suck my tit!” the busty blonde said in mock sadness. “And Linda hogged the old bitch!”

“Oh, don’t be so dramatic, Heidi! Remember, we are turning all the women in this house. There are plenty of bitches to suck your tits.” Riley smiled and took Heidi and Linda's hands.

“Yeah, we are lucky all the servants in this house are women.” Heidi grinned wickedly. “I hope Allen will get us some new harem sisters!”

In the haze overtaking Sophia’s mind, she briefly recalled overhearing her mother talking to her lawyer about hiring only female servants to lure her father into a compromising situation. She realized that might not have been a good idea.

“You’re a selfish bitch, Mom!” Sophia whispered as she fell unconscious.
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Alone in Adrian’s study, Allen got down to business. “Do you want a new life, Mr. Windfield?”

This took the Billionaire aback momentarily, but Allen’s charisma placated him into telling the truth. “Yes, I want a new life. I may be richer than God, but my wife is a fucking demon bitch who walks all over me. She mocks every decision I make, even if it is profitable. She cheats on me constantly.” 

He leaned into his chair forlornly. “Ophelia never wanted children. We only had Sophia because her family demanded it to secure my fortune. Our daughter was carried to term by a surrogate named Xu Jia.” Adrian cracked a small smile. “Jia is a very loving woman. She stayed with us after birthing Sophia to act as a nanny and raised her.” 

“Why did you not divorce Ophelia and marry Jia?” Allen inquired.

“Ophelia’s family are major shareholders in my family’s company,” He sighed. “Our marriage secured the controlling stake. If we divorce, that controlling block goes up in smoke! And with her lawyers, she could leave me bankrupt.”

Adrian’s gaze went down to the floor. “I’d love nothing more than to marry Jia and share my life with her, but she knows Ophelia will destroy our lives if I try. So, she has always remained at a distance.” 

Allen pulled out a white liquid vial and displayed it to Mr. Windfield. “I can give you the chance. There are no strings attached, and your entire fortune remains intact!”

Windfield stared at the vial. As outrageous as Allen’s claims were, Adrian seemed to believe he was telling the truth.

“What is the price? Nothing in this world is free. As much as I hate Ophelia, I will not damn myself to get rid of her. And I love my daughter,” Adrian said in a firm tone.

“I want you to help my team save the world from an invasion!” Allen had been straight with Adrian. He had enough respect for the Billionaire not to bullshit him. To his surprise, Adrian appeared to believe him.

“Your group stumbled upon their invasion. By accident, I bet. And the government is compromised.” Adrian pointed at Allen. “You have a friend who is a conspiracy theorist, an analyst, or both who insisted on not going to the government instead of forming a resistance. You’re building a company to mask and finance its operations.”

Allen threw up his hands. “You are spot on!”

“Well, I’ve been considering getting into new ventures!” Adrian admitted with a smile.

Allen pulled out a corked flask filled with the milk of the Amazons. “This contains your dosage of the youth potion. We filled it with the optimum dose for the best results.” 

Adrian grinned, “My wife only hired single women, hoping to catch me in a compromising situation. Honestly, I have long since worn my dick out on internet porn!” 

His eyes then furrowed. “How would this potion affect Sophia if she were to take it?”

“It depends on her!” Allen shrugged. “In the presence of a stud like myself, Good, honest women like my wife, Riley, keep all their independent thinking. However, they become very devoted to their men and develop intense desires to get pregnant. The bad girls become subservient and dependent on men. I have a colleague conducting research, and he theorizes that enhanced male pheromones alter women’s mental states to facilitate bonding.”

“As long as Sophia is happy and free to decide, I have no objections if you offer it to her.” Adrian glanced at the flask momentarily, then asked, “Do you have another dose for Jia?”

Allen smiled. “I have enough doses for all the women in the house. I recommend you dismiss the male servants.”

“No male servants! Not even a pool boy!” Adrian laughed.
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Riley gently stroked a cute Latino maid’s black hair as she suckled the redhead’s massive tit. The Maid's name was Maria, and Riley found her vacuuming a hallway. 

“That is right, sweet! Drink plenty of milk, so you’ll turn into a gorgeous beauty with huge breasts.” Riley purred.

The Redheaded bimbo beauty and her harem sisters had been moving through the mansion, finding the maids and changing them into sexy, voluptuous bimbos. Everything went smoothly, mainly because there were no male servants. 

Riley liked Maria. “I must insist Allen claim her as one of his women!” she mused.

When Maria lost consciousness, Riley laid the Latino on a couch. She was admiring Maria’s growing breasts when she felt her phone vibrate. ‘Go to the kitchen and find a maid named Xu Jia. Bring her to Adrian and I..’ 

Riley smiled deviously. Adrian had a lover he wanted to see transformed. It was nothing new. Rich men always wanted a demonstration, usually with their wives, lovers, or both. 

She found Jia in the kitchen preparing lunch. The Chinese woman was gorgeous, with her smooth skin and athletic body. Only the crow’s feet at the edges of her eyes hinted at her age. All it took was a glance at Riley, and Jia was putty in the Redhead’s hands. 

“Your man wants to see you, Jia!” Riley giggled.

Jia stared wide-eyed at Riley and lightly nodded, then allowed Riley to guide her to Adrian’s study. 

Allen was sitting in a chair opposite Adrian, who had a flask filled with Alydia’s milk. Riley smiled deviously. She had discovered that drinking the milk of her harem sisters regularly enhanced her allure, making her utterly irresistible to any of the regular people who saw her. She shared this beneficial discovery with Allen and her harem sisters. It allowed her to bring Jia here with no conflict.

Riley motioned for Jia to sit next to her on a couch. She then gripped Jia’s head and shoulder and pulled her face down to her exposed boobs. 

“Suck my breast, you hot little thing!” the redheaded beauty moaned. 

Jia did not hesitate. She engulfed Riley’s erect nipple, sucking her tit enthusiastically. 

Adrain had been staring wide-eyed at Riley since she first came in. Watching his Chinese maid sucking the gorgeous redhead’s tit, his eye seemed to bulge, and his cock pitched into a tent in his pants.

Riley locked eyes with the middle-aged Billionaire. He resembled Allen before becoming a stud, short and skinny, with gray hair. Yet she recognized an enduring strength in his eyes that Allen had. Jia would soon have a powerful and loving man to fuck her. 

“Drink your milk, Mr. Windfield!” Riley purred, giving him a wink of her eye.

Adrian dumbly nodded and brought the rim of the flask to his lips. He gulped down the milk quickly. He was soon leaning back in a chair and passed out. Jia, too, lost consciousness as her body transformed. 

After moving and laying Jia out on the couch, Riley approached Allen, who stood up from his chair and embraced him in a kiss. “Sophia is going to look incredibly sexy when she transforms! Her mother will, too! However, I think she will be submissive, like Heidi and Linda.”

“Yeah! Adrian said she was a real bitch!” Allen replied.

“Another horrible woman redeemed and converted to the cause!” Riley remarked. “Oh! There is this adorable Latino I want you to meet! You're going to love her.”

“Can’t wait!” Allen cheered.

They left the room holding hands, returning to the grand living room where Sophia and Ophelia were awakening. Riley looked upon them, admiring their enhanced physiques. Sophia's curvy body was even more voluptuous, with massive breasts and bronze-tanned skin. Her thick main of shimmering blonde hair cascaded down to her feet, and her body bristled with firm muscles. 

Ophelia also had completed her transformation. Her body resembled Sophia so much that she could have been mistaken for her twin, if not for her slightly dark bronze skin and brown eyes.

Sophia looked around as she rose, locking her eyes on Allen and Riley as they came before her. Riley could see the desire, lust, and passion sparkling in her eyes. It was what Riley experienced when she awoke from her metamorphosis. Sophia possessed a hunger that only Allen's cock could satiate.

Riley stripped off her skirt, leaving only her black silk thong and matching black hose on. The redhead stepped behind Sophia, running her hands up and down the blonde’s curves. Her nibble fingers slipped underneath the shoulder straps of Sophia’s pink bikini and pulled the bathing suit down to her feet, leaving the blonde completely naked.

Riley rose back up, bringing her hands around Sophie’s waist, gripping her enormous tits, and pressing her pussy against the blonde’s ass. They both moaned as the gorgeous cowgirl ground her clit against the beautiful blonde’s buttocks, causing her to quiver in pleasure.

“You like that, don’t you?” Riley purred in the heiress’s ear.

“Yes! I love it!” Sophia moaned.

“Then you're going to love this!” Riley purred.

In front of them, Allen had taken off his clothes, exposing his massive erect cock. His shaft was thick, and his penis tip was oozing precum. Riley could not help but orgasming her juice all over Sophie’s ass.

“Fuck her hard, Allen! I want her to be my harem sister,” Riley moaned.

Allen gripped Sophia’s ass cheeks, hoisted onto his cock. He drove the gorgeous blonde down hard on his member, driving his cock deep into her folds. Sophia’s screams of delight filled the room as he lifted her up and down on his shaft.

Riley pressed her boobs against the blondes and kissed up and down her shoulder, as Allen lifted her body up and down. She was loving every minute. It felt so good, so right for her man to be fucking Sophia and all the other women. She hoped it would always be like this for as long as they lived.

Sophia suddenly arched her neck as she came. Allen drove the blonde down hard on his cock, penetrating her uterus. When his cock erupted, he flooded her womb with his seed. Riley added her moans of pleasure to the erotic sounds filling the room when she orgasmed.

As they all came down from their orgasmic ecstasy, Riley glanced at the couch where Ophelia stood, staring at them with puppy dog eyes. She was a terrible bitch to her husband and her daughter, but that was in the past. She had been transformed and would redeem herself by helping Allen save the world and getting knocked up with his babies.

Breaking away from their embrace, they surrounded Ophelia.

“Need Cock!” Ophelia cried.

Riley glanced at Sophia, who glared at her mother in fury. Her hunger was satiated, and she was fully aware. The redhead could tell Sophia was about to say something to Ophelia, which she had waited years to say.

“You are fucking bitch, Mom! To me! To daddy! To everyone!” Sophia sneered. “You are about to get what you deserve. You will become Allen’s fuck whore, and you are going to enjoy every minute!”

Sophia glanced to Riley, who nodded in approval, and then to Allen, who grinned savagely. He gripped Ophelia, turning her around and bending her over the couch's armrest. Riley moved forward and ripped her silver bikini bottoms, exposing her moist pussy lips.

Smack! Smack! Smack!

Riley watched with savage pleasure as Allen spanked Ophelia's ass until it was cherry red. Then he rammed his erect cock deep into the folds. Ophelia's back arched, and she cried out in ecstasy as Allen’s girth stretched her pussy walls to the limit. When Allen came inside her, she wailed in rapturous pleasure.

As Allen returned his attention to Sophia, Riley peaked on Mr. Windfield. In the study, A massive muscular hunk had a voluptuous Chinese beauty penned against the wall, driving his cock into her eager pussy. The walls shook, and paintings fell to the floor with each of his mighty thrusts. The hottie's face was contorted in an expression of delight as the hunk fucked her brains out.

“They're getting busy,” Riley giggled.

Riley then went to find the cute Latino she wanted for Allen. As she came back, she caught sight of Adrian with two women over his shoulders, returning to his study.

“Sophia is going to have many siblings soon!” she giggled.

Allen had finished cuming in Sophia again when Riley returned. He briefly glanced at the Latino before stripping off the torn remains of her maid uniform and penning her up against the wall. He then rammed his cock into her pussy. 

As she watched them fuck, Riley thought of the other soon-to-be hotties she and her sisters encountered in the mansion. She felt excited about bringing more beautiful women into their family.
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Heidi, Linda, and Riley spent the afternoon scouring the property grounds, looking for women, and bringing them to Allen. Allen fucked the newly transformed beauties, marking them as his women. In the evening, Allen fucked Riley and women repeatedly, filling them to bursting with his semen.

Adrian periodically walked by as he left his study to claim women for his harem. There were plenty of women lying around fingering themselves, so Allen never came to blows with Adrian over any of the women.

By morning, the women of Allen and Adrian’s harems were busy cleaning up the mansion while Allen and Adrian completed their business. Adrian agreed to invest heavily in Pico Tech and make his industry contacts available to Allen. Allen granted Adrain all of Ophelia’s shares of Windfield Industries, while Adrian wavered all claims to his ex-wife’s other assets. 

“One last thing we need, Dad!” Sophia said as she strutted into the study, wearing a pair of Daisy dukes shorts and a pink tank top. She glanced at Allen, winked her eye, and curled her lips in a smile.

Allen smiled in sinister satisfaction. He was soon standing over Ophelia, looking down on her smooth back and perfect ass. He had her bent over a table, poised to thrust his cock into her wet pussy lips. Sophia stood in front of them with her phone ready to record her mother’s depravity.

“Ah...cock feels so good!” Ophelia cried out in passion when Allen thrust his shaft into her folds.

“Yeah, that's right, Mom! Tell the entire world how much you love that stud cock. Spare no details. In fact, how about you admit your entire scheme to swindle Daddy out of his fortune?” Sophia fixed the camera on her wicked mother’s face, carefully keeping Allen’s face out of view. 

“I hired an all-female staff because I wanted to lure your father into a compromising affair, which I could use to get everything in a divorce!” Ophelia moaned as an orgasm ripped through her body.

“Good! Good! Now, who was involved in your little scheme?” Sophia zoomed in on her mother’s face, glowing in delight.

“My lawyers all knew, and your uncle Patrick helped find the women for the house staff,” Ophelia cried out as Allen came, filling her womb with his potent seed.

Adrian furrowed his brows and clenched his teeth in rage. Allen knew from his research that Patrick was Adrian's ambitious younger brother and a complete sleazebag. Social media buzzed with his affairs with various married women. It seemed he was setting his sights on his brother’s wife, not to mention his brother's fortune. Allen suspected Patrick had made a secret deal with Ophelia that would grant him the run of Windfield Industries once she had a controlling interest. Well, Allen had thrown a wrench into that plan.

Looking at Adrian's expression, Allen suspected the billionaire would soon seek revenge. As much as Allen sympathized with Adrian, he did not want to get distracted from the overall mission.

“What are you doing right now...Mom?” Sophia asked in spiteful pleasure.

“I am having sex with another man in our house. I am going to leave your father to be with this magnificent stud who is ramming his wonderful cock through my wet entrance into my little tunnel. He has put so much of his hot semen inside me! I hope I get pregnant with his baby! That would be so wonderful!” Ophelia panted as she smiled at the camera Sophia had pointed at her face. 

“Uh...Shit!” Allen groaned as he came inside Ophelia again. “OK, Sophia, we have enough to ruin your mother’s schemes!”

“Send me a copy of that footage. I’ll put her lawyers in place and start draining her accounts! Damn it, I have wanted to screw over that bitch for so long!”

Allen eyes Adrian: “Don’t get too distracted by revenge. We aim to prepare Pico Tech and our strike teams before the first wave of Amazonian infiltrators arrives.”

Adrian nodded. “I will get my revenge when I dismiss him from the board of directors. That is as far as I want to go. However, you might have to deal with my brother personally sooner rather than later!” 

A young, gorgeous Chinese woman came beside Adrian, gripping his arm. She was completely naked, displaying her voluptuous and muscular body. Adrian’s semen was streaming down the inside of her leg.

Allen almost wished he claimed Jia for himself. She had transformed into such an impressive hottie. He noticed her hand was on her belly, and she smiled lovingly at Adrian as he met her gaze.

Adrian was a brilliant man. As senior chairperson of Windfield Industries, he tripled his family’s net worth despite his brother’s attempts to oust him. The man was thinking about the future after the invasion of the Amazons. He did not want his hands sullied or his name tarnished dealing with a treacherous family member and his minions. He needed an outsider to come in and clean out the house. And Allen was perfect for the job.

Once they finished their business and cleaned up the mansion, Allen loaded the new additions to his Harem into a Caravan of SUVs that Adrian had signed over to him. Sophia hugged her father and stepmother before entering Allen's SUV and heading out.

Heading home, Allen charted a course to a mansion he had gained several weeks before from one of Linda and Heidi’s former clients. At first, the man refused to hand over the ranch despite the evidence of Heidi and Linda’s fraud against the former owners. Allen sweetened the deal by offering him the milk of the Amazons. Like everyone else, he could not sign over half his fortune, which included his house and estate, fast enough. The family who once owned the property took the equivalent cash value and bought a potato farm in Idaho. 

Allen wanted to stay in his old family home. However, it was too small for his needs and would require serious expansion to accommodate his harem. The mansion and estate bordered his ranch, which made it very convenient. So, he took possession and moved his harem there until his old house was decently remodeled and expanded. 

When his SUV pulled up to the doorsteps of the front door, Alydia ran out to Allen. Her massive tits jiggled in his small tank top as she came down the steps. Allen reveled in the sensation of her erect nipples on his chest as they embraced. They devoured each other’s lips as they held each other tightly. They remained in each other’s embrace until they had to break away to catch their breaths.

“Everything went superbly at the Windfields?” Alydia casually asked. 

Allen grinned widely. “I have two dozen women for my harem. Mr. Windfield is officially signed up for the resistance, and we have Ophelia’s fortune. Good day!”

The gorgeous platinum blonde gripped Allen’s muscular arm and directed him up the stairs and into the mansion. He could smell the scent flowing through the house of delicious food cooking. He could feel his stomach growling for sustenance. Alydia sensed his hunger, directing him into the dining hall where stunning women dressed in revealing maid outfits were carrying plates of food.

Allen soon satiated his hunger with the bounty of food and his women. Riley, Hayley, and Heidi were eager to introduce their friends to Allen, and his harem quickly grew. With the rate at which his harem was increasing, he would need to get the old family home remodeled. He also planned to expand this mansion to make room. He would have many children soon and require as much room as possible. Alydia, Riley, Hayley, Heidi, and Linda were pregnant, and his other women would soon be pregnant. 

Lee Chang and Thomas Green had both taken the Milk of the Amazons and established themselves in vacant mansions. Thomas had set up a laboratory to research various drugs and their applications to earth viruses and diseases. Lee Chang established an HQ in an old strip mall in town and was busy assembling and testing the first chip fabricator's prototypes. 

Sam Watts, Carlos Sanchez, and Demetri Makarov showed up several days after Benny. They were as amazed and shocked as the others by the revelations of the Invasion of the Amazons. They had all taken the milk, becoming muscular hunks. Then, they went to work studying Amazonian power generation technology and helping Lee assemble the prototype fabrication units.

Benny refrained from taking the Milk of the Amazons because he was registered as a man of interest in the Amazonian database. His activities required him to remain his original self, anyway. With the company coming together smoothly, Benny turned his attention to the weightier matters of the resistance. He advised everyone to perform basic military training, running everyone through basic drills to get started.

Allen drank a mug of orange juice, then relaxed in his chair. He eyed each of his women who had their chests jutted forward, displaying their impressing boobs. Allen could feel his cock hardening again.

“Alydia! Riley! Come up to my room and choose some girls to bring along!” Allen commanded.

Allen went to his room, where he took his clothes and turned on the shower. A knock at his door drew him back into his bedroom. When he opened the door, he was greeted by Alydia with the Asian beauty named Mia beside her. Riley stood next to Alydia with the Latino beauty named Elena she found at the Windfield mansion. They were all dressed in black panties and matching leg hose. They all gazed at him with bright eyes and excitement.

“Get in here and take off your clothes! We are taking a shower.” Allen stepped aside, allowing the four gorgeous women to enter the room.

In front of Allen, they slipped off their panties and leg hose, leaving them on the floor. Allen admired their nude bodies. He approached Mia, coming before her and running his hands up and down her body. He reveled in the sensation of her smooth skin, her massive breasts, and her long black silk hair. 

“I am going to fuck you hard!” he growled. 

Mia's face brightened in delight. 

Allen herded his women into the shower. They first scrubbed soap on each other's bodies. After they rinsed off the soapsuds, Allen gripped Mia by her waist, lifted her, and pressed her back against the shower's tile wall. She spread her legs apart, allowing Allen to thrust his erect cock up into her velvet tunnel. Mia arched her neck back, crying out in delight. While Allen drove his cock in and out of her tunnel. The other women surround Allen, pressing their breasts against his body and rubbing them up and down his torso. Moans of pleasure filled the shower.

When Allen felt his climax approaching, he drove his cock up into Mia's womb. He came, his cock erupted globs of cum into the Asian beauty’s uterus. She screamed out in pleasure until Allen shot the last spout of cum into her.

Allen laid Mia on the floor as she gasped. He then turned his attention to Alydia. As he drove his cock in and out of her pussy lips. He remembered how amazed Alydia was at experiencing his cock for the first time, then he thought of the Amazonian women that were part of the first wave.

“Cock could be our most effective weapon!” He considered.
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Michael Sumner stared up at the ceiling of his hospital ward! His health had deteriorated over the last several years, and he was nearing his end. His deteriorating health forced him to check into a hospital. It was not bad at all. He was around other of his generation and would not have wanted it any other way.

A sudden memory flashed through Michael’s mind, causing him to wince. In 1965, before being shipped off to Vietnam, he had proposed to his then-girlfriend Tammy, promising to buy her a wedding ring when he returned. When he returned from his first tour of duty, he discovered Tammy had gotten into the counterculture movement and deserted him for some hippie musician.

Michael looked around at all the chaos at home, thought, ‘fuck this shit,’ and he signed up for another tour of duty in Vietnam. It was the beginning of a military career that spanned over thirty years, ending in the early 2000s. He never regretted his years of military service.

Michael thought about Tammy. She had died in the 1970s from drug addiction. Her parents consoled him by insisting she had been on a downward spiral and she might have dragged him down with her had they remained together. He wanted a family, and for many years, he thought Tammy was the girl he would spend his life with. When she left him, he focused on his military career. Not having a wife and kids was a regret that caused him pain, but like all the injuries he ever had, Michael endured it. 

“Hello, Mr. Sumner. It's time for your meal!” a lovely young nurse said in a sweet voice as she entered the room.

Michael perked up as Laura Tam came in with everyone’s medications and nutrient shakes. The Asian American woman was a comfort to the dying men in the room. Her athletic body, smooth skin, and ample butt made her a sight to behold! Though Michael had always imagined her with enormous tits.

“Here you are, mister Sumner.” Laura laid a paper cup containing Michael's meds and a Nutrient shake before him.

Looking up at her beautiful face, Michael noticed Laura seemed slightly gloomy today. “What's wrong, Laura?”

Laura gazed down at Michael and frowned. “Chad broke up with me! He said I was too humble, not exciting, and...boring! That superficial bastard!” she shed tears.

“Ah, don’t cry over that jackass. Didn’t you say he was making you pay for everything? You deserve way better than that. I know I am old-fashioned, but I still believe a man should be able to provide for the woman in his life.” Michael brought his hand up to brush away her tears.

“No, you're absolutely right! He was not contributing to our relationship. And I think he broke up with me because I stopped lending him money.” She pulled out a cloth to wipe her face. “It still hurts.”

Michael allowed Laura to help him take his medication and drink a nutrient shake before she went to the next patient in the room. He ogled at the hot nurse as she made her rounds and silently wished he was 50 years younger or had the strength to take her on a romantic walk, if only for 5 minutes. 

After Laura left, Michael returned his gaze to the plasma-screen TV to watch the latest update on the world news. He trained for years to fight the Ruskies back when they were called the USSR. It was both satisfying and disappointing when the Soviet Union fell. Fucking hell, he wanted to fight the reds on the field of battle! Michael would have been on the first available flight to Europe to volunteer his services if it were not for his deteriorating health.

“Ukraine is giving those commies a fucking ass wiping again. Good for them!” a man cheered from his bed.

Michael smiled in satisfaction as he laid his head back on his pillow and closed his eyes, wondering if this would be the day he would close them forever.

“Michael Sumner!” Michael's eyes opened wide at the sound of his name and rank. Over him stood a tall young black man wearing a black suit with the baring of government official. His eyes bore the penetrating gaze of a man with serious business to discuss.

“What can I do for you, sir?” Michael asked. He figured the young man was here to present him with some unique accommodation. Michael already felt he had enough awards but would not turn away anything.

“I want to talk to you in private!” the man said.

Some bigwigs probably thought he might have something to offer about the Ruskies. “Of course, turn up the volume of the TV and pull my privacy curtain around.”

Alone, the man got down to business. “My name is Benny Jordan. I am here to recruit you for an assignment of the highest importance to the world.”

Michael began laughing, which turned into coughing. “Son, I am not that delusional yet! But thank you for coming!”

Benny smiled. “Sir, I know about your terminal condition. And as impossible as it may sound, I am here to recruit you for a vital mission. And...I have a way to fix your condition permanently. I need your informed consent before I can proceed.”

Yeah! What this guy was saying sounded impossible. But whenever Michael encountered impossible situations, he would say, ‘Fucking Hell!’ and charge into the fray.

“Whatever it is you got, shoot me up, and I’ll see what happens!” Michael muttered.

Benny nodded and reached into his bag, pulling out a syringe. “You may experience momentary discomfort!” he said.

TO BE CONTINUED
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