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Linda Kelsey

"Its over Linda! We lost. He won. The sky did not turn black, the oceans did not boil, and the sun rose in the east," Neal told Linda when she presented her evidence to him. "No one is going to try prosecuting the president-elect. Hell, we tried for years to put him in prison and failed!"

"Listen Neal," Linda huffed during their meeting. "From what I uncovered, supporters of the president elect may be involved in a clandestine operation to conduct war and overthrow a foreign government!"

"Supporting our ally and trying to overthrow a government hostile to us!" Neal cynically replied. "This General Yatsenko guy has a good chance of overthrowing the current regime in Moscow. Several major governments have formally validated his efforts. He is openly calling for a truce to end the war with Ukraine. You try prosecuting someone for supporting Ukraine and Yatsenko. You are going to be committing political suicide, Linda! Trust me, let it go!"

"I will do whatever I have to do to prevent that tyrant from returning to the White House," Linda shouted at Neal. In a flash motion, she turned her back to him. Her long light brown swayed with her motion. She then strutted out of his office. She sensed Neals gaze admiring her long toned legs and her firm butt clothed in her gray business skirt.

"Your Fired Linda," he shouted after her.

"We are both out of work in 2 months anyway, moron!" Linda snapped back at him as she slammed his office door.

Linda went to her desk and began clearing it out. No one took notice of Linda as she began clearing out her desk. Everyone had cleared out their desks in anticipation of their eviction from the White House after the shocking election results. Linda had remained defiant. But after witnessing the defeatism, her former boss expressed in their last meeting, she resigned herself to truth that the administration was indeed over.

As Linda began clearing out a drawer, she pulled out a file labeled Picotech. She stared at the file for a moment, then stealthily slipped it into her briefcase. The current administration may have gone down with the election, but Linda was determined to strike a blow against the incoming president's administration.

For months, Linda had worked with the president's committee overseeing his efforts to increase strategic domestic industries, especially semiconductor production. They had put out a lot of money to those firms that were in line with the president's agenda, but had not really seen much in the way of results until a startup called Picotech began making phenomenal claims.

Linda suspected it was another fraudulent firm claiming to deliver technological miracles in order to entice gullible investors out of their money. She reconsidered when the company started attracting major tech industry partners and investors. They were breaking ground on a fab facility out west and industry professionals confirmed they could have an operational facility producing midrange computer chips in several months and advance semiconductors in year.

Picotech was potentially the economic miracle the administration desperately needed to shore up support for the election. However, Picotech was already in bed with Windfield industries, which were uncomfortably close to the opposition presidential candidate. The committee withheld subsidies and Linda figured the startup would rapidly lose ground and get bought out by a more politically correct company. That had not happened and Picotech grew and expanded by leaps and bounds.

During the campaign, Linda rattled her brains over the repeated failures by the committee to secure their candidate's election. They failed to remove the opposition candidate by whatever means possible. It was as if the guy had a guardian angel saving him at the last minute from every calamity set in his path. The committee turned the campaign into a big stage performance rather than focusing on mainstream issues, which alienated many voters. Linda sighed inwardly as she picked up her purse and the box of her things, then left the office.

As she turned in her White House ID at the security gate, Linda looked to the sky, half expecting it to turn pitch black or fireballs falling from the heavens signaling the end of days. She was desperate for anything that would vindicate her animosity towards the incoming president and his party. Alas, it was actually a nice day. The sky was clear, and the air was bit warm.

"Have a great day, Miss Kelsey!" The old guard said. "We sure are going to miss you."

'Yeah, I am sure you will miss staring at my ass on my way to work every morning,' Linda thought bitterly.

On the Uber ride home, Linda glanced at the people meandering on the sidewalk. "They should riot before the capitol demanding this election be overturned," she mumbled furiously. Linda winced when she remembered that happened four years previously and it did nothing for anyone.

"Here we are," the Uber driver announced. Linda thanked him and transferred his fee plus tip.

Linda ascended the steps to her stylish apartment building, her ample salary along with private donations paid for. "I'll have to find a new apartment!" the brown-haired beauty groaned as she unlocked and opened the door to her luxury apartment.

A loud thump resounded through the living room when Linda dropped her box on the kitchen island. She collapsed on her sofa in frustration. She did not bother turning on the TV, knowing the stations supporting her party would probably air the latest kitten videos. Then again, there was the developing situation in Russia. She grabbed the remote from the coffee table and switched on her screen and selected a news channel covering the events.

"Today another District in Russia has pledged to the Yatsenko's Red partisans!" The news anchor pointed a map behind him, displaying the Russian federation. The Area from the Russian far East to Ural Mountains was shaded in red while the area still controlled by the government in Moscow was in blue. "Beijing is pushing for economic sanctions against the so-called red partisans, citing their expulsion of Chinese businesses and nationals from Russian territory and their refusal to honor debts to China should they win the civil war. The Ukrainian president has issued a press release supporting Yatsenko's actions against China."

Linda shifted her gaze to a board propped on a stand next to the Tv. At the center of the board was Picotech. Lines streamed out from the center to pictures of wealthy individuals who mysteriously died only to have unknown heirs pop up out of blue to claim their fortunes, then abscond to some tropical destination. In every case, just before they die, the individuals wired enormous sums of money to Picotech accounts. All the transfers were done legally and estate lawyers attested all transactions were for legitimate investments.

"Someone made an offer too good to refuse to these people," Linda said aloud. There were more lines drawn to various mercenary companies from all across the globe that own land near Barrett's old ranch. The land was used as training bases for units that were being sent to Ukraine.

There was another report of veterans being transferred from VA hospice wards to a special end-of-life facility in Barrett's hometown.

A picture of a man named Benny Jordan was a pinned on the board. He quit his job at the CIA several months ago to join his college friends as a partner in Picotech. He was seen at all of those facilities talking to veterans who were sent to a special end-of-life facility.

"What is going on?" Linda said aloud.

Weeks before, during a party with various foreign dignitaries, a member of the Ukrainian delegation drunk on champagne approached her. Linda was beautiful and worked in the White House, which was why she was often invited to Washington parties. He hit on her as many men did at those functions, but what stood out was the fact he asked her in a serious tone how soon would more special commando units arrive in Ukraine. Military command needed more to shore up defenses, so regular forces could be diverted to the Kursk region.

Linda was shocked. As far as she knew, no US combat forces were fighting in Ukraine. There were volunteers, military advisors, and military personnel who wet Awol, but they were not there in an official combat capacity.

Linda smelled a potential scandal! Once she was certain no one in the White House was conducting a black ops operation. She found the commando units in Ukraine, then traced them back to Barrett's home town where Picotech was based. They were all connected. She was certain.

The beautiful politician thought for moment then pulled out her phone. She purchased a ticket for a flight out west.

"I am going to unravel this mystery!" Linda declared as she grabbed her travel bag.


Allen Barrett

"Here, let me fix that!" Alydia said as she adjusted his tie.

"I don't understand why I need to dress up like I am going to a ball. I am just going to Monique's house for a causal dinner." Allen squirmed in the tight suit Sophia insisted he take.

"Sophia told me all about mating rituals. And how the French are renowned across the world for art, wine, and love!" Alydia stepped back from me and made a cute smile. "I wish you looked this good when we first met."

"I was a short and pudgy geek," Allen frowned.

"Well, I wish you were wearing cloth this nice when we first met," Alydia restated.

"Ok! Understandable," Allen chuckled, as he gave Alydia a passionate kiss.

"Get going, cowboy! Your Dansel is waiting for you!" Alydia giggled.

Allen left the hotel room at a brisk pace. He was not nervous in slightest leaving Alydia by herself in the hotel. His harem helped Alydia acclimate to Earth culture and society superbly. Lacara was coming by soon, anyway. She was eager to explore new pleasures with her harem sister. Allen got into his jeep and drove to Monique's house.

Monique lived in an upscale neighborhood. Her parents were supposedly descendent from French nobility and kept an ancestral estate in France. They were also possessed of substantial wealth, having invested significantly in computer and software companies during the 80s.

Allen pulled his jeep into her driveway. He grabbed the bottle of champagne and a small strawberry cake. His mother recommended he take a cake when going to someone's house for dinner because it was more enjoyable than an alcoholic beverage, but Lacara insisted on bringing Champagne because Monique grew up in a French vineyard. He also had a bottle of milk of the Amazons in his pocket.

He walked up the stone walkway to the front door and pushed the doorbell. As the sounds of the door being unlocked reached his ears, Allen held his breath. The door swung open and Allen looked down upon a beautiful blonde woman dressed exquisite shimmering white gown with pearl earrings and a diamond necklace. The dress showed off the elegant curves of her body and her sizable cleavage.

"Nice to meet you, Allen Barrett!" her blue eyes met Allen's gaze, and she smiled, her lips glossed with pink lipstick.

"Lacara said you wanted someone-on-one discussion time with me. I hope you don't mind if I mix a little pleasure in with the discussion. I thought having dinner here at my home was good way we could get to know each other." She glanced down at the strawberry cake and the bottle of Champagne. "Strawberry cake! I love strawberries and Champagne is delicate touch. My family owns a vineyard in France. We have made the finest Champagne in France since the 1300s!" The gorgeous French Professor fluttered her eyes and stepped aside, gesturing Allen in.

The interior of the house was lavishly decorated in the French style. There was French artwork and furniture. An elegant chandelier hung overhead, illuminating the grand staircase. It was clear when Monique moved in she made herself at home.

Monique led him into the dining room where she had the table set and a meal prepared. It was steamy spicy stew with sides of fruit. He did not know what the dish was called, but it looked delicious.

"I hope you were not expecting french fries!" Monique chuckled.

"No, I thought french fries were originally a Belgium dish," Allen chuckled.

"Few people know that!" Monique chuckled. "This is Coq Au Vin with Rosemary and Thyme."

"Looks good," Allen chuckled.

They seated on opposite sides, and Monique did a prayer. They began the meal by popping the cork on the champagne bottle and pouring it into glasses. The food was delicious. Allen devoured every bite while doing his best to maintain proper form. When they finished the main course, Monique cut into the strawberry cake Allen had brought.

"You can never go wrong with strawberries!" Monique commented as she partook her slice of strawberry cake.

"That cake was from a specialty bakery in my hometown," Allen said proudly.

"Excellent choice! My complements to the baker," Monique cheered.

Once finished, they moved to the living room. Soft classical French music played on an old fashion record player. Allen had always dreamed of being in this situation with a beauty like Monique. Unlike when he was in college, Allen had experience and confidence. He exerted all his charm and seductive allure at the French Professor. They were soon devouring each other lips. Monique was fanatically undoing the buttons on his shirt while Allen was pulling down her dress.

Frustrated by Monique's slow progress, Allen pulled away from her. He tore open his shirt, revealing his incredibly sculpted pecks. He then took off his pants, revealing his massive erect cock and balls. Allen had not bothered to wear any underwear, expecting their post-dinner copulation.

The gorgeous French professor had the same idea. As she pushed her shimmering dress down her slim, curvy body, Monique revealed she wore nothing under her dress except for her white leg hose.

Allen stared at her with lust filled eyes. The French professor was incredible. He could not wait to give her the milk of the Amazons and witness her transformation.

"I can not believe I am doing this!" Monique purred.

"What you mean?" Allen asked curiously.

"I…I've wanted a lasting relationship with a man. I want to have children. I don't want a one-night stand," Monique confessed. She looked up at Allen nervously. "I feel so certain you are the one for me!"

"I feel the same way." Allen grabbed his pants and reached into a pocket, pulling out the little bottle of the milk of the Amazons and offered it to Monique. "Drink this!"

The beautiful professor took the bottle and drank down its contents. Her blue eyes soon glossed over, and her body tarted changing. She fell back onto the couch and writhed around.

Allen gripped his cock and watched in erotic fascination as Monique transformed. Her breasts, which were already sizable, became humongous. Her body became curvier and toned. Her pussy was spasming orgasms as she changed. He witnessed this many times, but it always made him so horny seeing his newest woman morph into his latest bimbo beauty.

He stood over her, stroking his manhood. Precum was dripping from the tip of his cock onto Monique's expanding tits. Her blonde hair grew longer and more lustrous. Her skin became smooth and flawless.

Time passed, and the Monique's transformation finished. Her vision cleared, and she rose from couch. Allen stared at her hungrily as she stretched out. She ran her hands around massive tits and down her curvaceous body.

"MMM…I feel incredible!" The blonde exclaimed. She shifted her gaze to Allen. Her eyes traveled down his incredible physique, stopping on the massive member between his legs. She widened, and her breathing quickened. "I need you! I need you inside me! I want to be your woman!"

Allen grinned in triumph, then swept the beauty off her feet and carried her upstairs to her bedroom. He tossed her onto the bed and climbed on top of the beauty. He parted her legs, revealing her swollen and wet pussy lips. He drove his manhood hard into her tunnel.

The Blonde professor arched her back and screamed out in passion. He felt her tunnel walls constrict around his cock as he drove his dick deep into her folds. She writhed beneath Allen. He gripped her arms, penning her down on the bed to keep her in position. He held his dick inside her for a minute, then pulled his cock out and drove it back in.

Allen fell into a rhythmic motion as he drove his cock in and out of the blonde professor's moist tunnel. Her huge breasts slapped together with each of his thrusts. The bed creaked and banging sounds of the bedframe striking against the wall echoed through the room as they copulated.

Finally, Allen felt the pressure on his cock spike. He rammed his cock into Monique's velvet folds in one last massive thrust, just before he climaxed. The blonde beauty let out a deafening scream as Allen's dick exploded hot white semen in her womb. Allen groaned and arched his back as he gushed his load inside her womb.

When Allen fully spent himself in the Monique, he rolled off her, his dick trailing cum as it slipped out of the gorgeous professor's clit. He laid out gasping for a moment before getting up and heading downstairs. He retrieved his phone from the counter and called Lacara.

"What is up, stud? I assume dinner went ok with Monique," Lacara said.

"She is upstairs, laid out on her bed with my cum streaming out of her clit," Allen answered.

"Fabulous, I can't wait to see how much hotter she is now!" Lacara exclaimed excitedly.

"Yeah! You two will have tons of fun together. Listen, I need you to pick up Alydia from the hotel. We are moving in with Monique!"

"On it!" Lacara answered.

"Good! And I want you to arrange a meeting between me and Michelle. I want to bring her into my harem," Allen said.

"Already done! She will meet you at the 'Jumping Dove' down town tomorrow at lunchtime," Lacara cheered.

"Great!" Allen replied.

Allen thought for minute, "Amy Greer! I want to arrange a meeting with her too!"


Aiden Windfield

Aiden stared in utter shock at the information feed on the starship. The Amazons knew everything. They had every government computer system in every country in the world hacked and monitoring all files and transmissions. Every dirty secret any government and anyone had all over the world could be accessed by a mere word.

He was about to criticize his brother for not alerting the world to this threat. However, he realized if Adrian had informed the public, the Amazons would have been alerted to the breach of security and changed their plans. They might have launched all out invasion and swept all the governments and militaries away. It would have been a slaughter. The only path forward was a treacherous one that would be difficult to follow and filled with uncertainty.

"You understand now…why I did not come to you at the beginning?" Adrian inquired.

Aiden frowned in self-derision. Had their relationship deteriorated so much, his brother did not think he could be trusted with something so earth shatteringly important? If Adrian told him about this at the beginning, he would have dropped the hostile takeover bid and moved to support his brother. He never would have even considered that deal with Luther. Aiden shook uncontrollably as the implications of recent actions weighed down on him.

Seeing his brother's distress, Adrian placed his hand on his shoulder and gave him a reassuring smile. "Yes, things have been bad between us as of late, but we are not irreconcilable. My wife was slut and a bitch who is out of my life. She signed over her shares, giving us the majority stake in the company so that threat was neutralized. Luther Floyd is about to get his. We have a nuclear energy start up for you to take the lead on, among other things."

Aiden looked up and met his brother's gaze. Adrian may have become a muscular hunk with a bevy of beauties at his beck and call, but his eyes had that same reassuring glint Aiden remembered when they were kids. Adrian was still himself. The milk had only brought out his confidence and aggressive nature.

"Among other things?"

Adrian led him out of the ship through the snow back towards the Barrett Ranch house where Sophia was waiting with a laptop computer. "We need someone to be the public face of Windfield Industries and, by extension, Picotech. I cannot do it for obvious reasons, but…"

"I can!" Aiden finished. "Don't take this the wrong way, but you were never a looker or a people person. And no plastic surgery or million dollars an hour trainer could explain how you got so ripped."

They took seats in the living room and Sophia prepared them mugs of hot chocolate. Aiden stared out for moment in contemplation then returned his gaze to his brother, "You need a guy who is still normal but appealing and socially savvy!" He gestured to himself.

"Right on!" Adrian admitted. "You must understand, this is a historic opportunity for Windfield Industries. Semiconductors and energy are only the beginning. Mr. Barrett and his resistance may eventually need domestically produced starships when they go up against these Space Amazons. Windfield industries are perfectly positioned to develop the technology. When this war is over, we will market the technology. We will pioneer economically viable space travel, mining, and establishing the first off world settlements."

"We could become a trillion-dollar company!" Aiden mused.

"Exactly!" Adrian smiled. "I need you, brother. We have to do this together. There is no other way."

"I am onboard! No doubts about that. I want a written contract that clearly defines what I am in charge of!" Aiden said.

"That investment company you are setting up, I will transfer funds soon in the amounts of tens of billions of dollars. We will invest in strategic companies involved in developing key technologies require for our projects." Adrian reached for his briefcase and pulled out some folders and handed them to Aiden.

Aiden flipped through the files, recognizing several companies listed. He looked up at his brother, who smiled back at him. "Beautiful," Aiden remarked.

"Beautiful indeed. Now about Mr. Floyd, I assume you have a way of flaying his treacherous hide?"

Aiden nodded, "Yes, I do. Oh! a friend of mine who works in the White House called me today. A White House administration aid may be on the way here to inquire about our business dealings with Picotech."

Adrian nodded, "Thanks for telling me."


Sophia

"The money will be transferred into your firm's accounts in just a minute," Sophia said as she approved the transfers on her computer. The sound of a kettle pot whistling drew her attention to the stove. She removed the kettle from the stove and poured hot water into several mugs on a tray siting on the kitchen island.

"Who wants Hot Chocolate!" Sophia said as she carried the tray with the steaming mugs into the living room. Everyone rose their hands, and she handed out mugs to everyone.

"From what I know you were already planning to invest in many of the companies me and our partners require, so I trust in your background in the nuclear industry," Adrian said as he took a sip of his hot chocolate.

"I will hand over everything I know about Floyd and all of Ophelia's misdeeds." Aiden looked down at his hot chocolate, then he met his brother's gaze. "Honestly, there is no more bad blood between us? You and I are square?"

"We are square!" Adrian laughed. He looked over to Sophia standing in the kitchen, who was showing the signs of pregnancy. "There are things more important than petty rivalries and feuds our parents forced upon us."

"Good!" Aiden replied.

Sophia smiled and sighed in relief. It was so good to see her father and uncle setting aside their conflicts and coming together as brothers. She remembered stories some of the older servants used to tell back home about their childhoods. Her grandparents seemed to think the best way to get the children to succeed was to pit them against each other, which went against her father's caring and brotherly nature. The competition had created a rift between them during their teens and affected their relationship right up to the present. Their conflict was over now.

"Now there are going to be some major events happening across the world. I will give you a head up if they are related to our enterprise. Till then, focus on getting your investment firm organized and in position." Adrian said before drinking the rest of his hot chocolate down.

"Hey!" a guard yelled as he rushed in. "Turn on the news!"

Sophia immediately looked around and found the tv remote on the kitchen counter. She gripped it and turned on the TV, switching it to a news station. The news channel displayed images of Moscow. People had taken to the streets and were waving Russian flags.

"Soviet collapse 2.0!" the guard remarked as watched the news.

Sophia had followed the recent events unfolding in Russia. Allen's friend Michael had convinced that ex-soviet general Yatsenko to organize a coup against the government. From what Sophia heard in the news, Yatsenko was gaining enormous support for his rebellion and had advanced towards Moscow. The regime downplayed Yatsenko's red partisans on the media, but it was becoming increasingly apparent to everyone the regime was losing.

"It is over!" the news anchored announced. "The senior government heads in Moscow have fled. Reports show they boarded a plane to Beijing early in the morning, leaving the government Leaderless."

Sophia smiled in excitement. Allen would definitely want to celebrate after this latest development. She thought about how he would want to celebrate. Definitely a barbecue, but it would have to be in doors. It was too cold for an outdoor barbecue. They had an enormous kitchen with an indoor grill so they could have a feast. Her pussy quivered when she thought about the post feast orgy.

"According to sources on the ground, several generals and officials have claimed to be the new head of state." Images of the rioters in the streets came to the center of the screen with focus on the names written on the signs they brandished. "It seems everyone out here is certain that Yatsenko will be the next head of state in Moscow!"

Sophia had never heard of Yatsenko before she read about him in Benny's briefings. He was well known in military circles for his extensive career spanning the cold war. He served almost everywhere. Michael apparently had a chance encounter with him back in Vietnam. The man was not corrupt, which was an extreme rarity in Russia. The oligarchs had not killed him because he was too big of a hero in the military. They thought with his extreme old age he would not be a threat, but Alydia found a remedy for that in the Amazon database.

"Did not think they would collapse this soon. Then again, they were fighting a disastrous war with Ukraine, which was nearing its third year. Ten years if you count the partisan fighting. The departing regime's position must have been weaker than everyone thought." Aiden commented.

"We are going to have to move fast. This development is going to complicate things," Adrian commented as he looked through some files. "I thought we would have more time to get all the divisions organized. If I suspected this would happen so soon, I would have moved faster to settle our disputes."

"Should've, could've, didn't!" The guard laughed. "Looks like you pencil pushers are going to have to make do!"

"Words of wisdom," Sophia admitted to the guard. She turned to her father and uncle, who were fixated on the news reports. "We should move ahead on all fronts. This is going to have repercussions beyond Russia."

Adrian and Aiden immediately sat their mugs down and rose to their feet. They hugged each other and grabbed their coats. Sophia gave them travel mugs of hot chocolate for their journeys.

"We will have to move forward with military grade chip production as soon as the Picotech fab facility is fully functional. Things may heat up in Asian soon," Adrian told Sophia as he gave her a hug.

As Sophia watched them get into their cars and pull away, she mentally reviewed her tasks. With Allen away on business, she was the one with the authority to make command decisions on his behalf. The gorgeous blonde made it a habit to discuss such decisions with the business savvy women of her beloved Allen's Harem. She grabbed her phone and texted Haley, "All Business women-on deck!"


Allen Barrett

Allen sipped his soft drink as he glanced at the soccer game playing on the monitors. People called it football outside the states. When the British team scored, half the people in the pub jumped up from their chairs cheering.

Allen never had much enthusiasm for sports except horse riding. He had little taste for beer, unless it was a specialty brew. His dad said it was good thing Allen only drank quality beer on the rare occasions he drank and not mass-produced canned shit. Allen had standards. This pub served beer brewed in the local brewery, which was why he had a glass of beer before him.

He did not worry about getting drunk. His body could process alcohol as fast as he could drink it. However, he sipped his beverage at leisurely pace. He was not in a rush.

"11:30 am," Allen said in a low voice. "Michelle should be here at any…"

A gorgeous woman with black hair and bouncing cleavage strutted into the bar. She was lively and her posture exuded excitement. She looked around and stopped her gaze on Allen sitting in booth seat. He waved her over and the beautiful mathematics professor slipped off her black heavy coat and slipped into the seat opposite of him.

"Pleasure meeting you here, Yank!" she curled her luscious red lips in a cute smile and batted her eyelashes. "So, what are you planning on getting out of my department?"

"Future employees who can think," Allen answered with a chuckle.

"Yep! If they can do college level math, then they can think," the feisty British professor laughed.

Allen pointed to the game on tv, "I was never into soccer…uh…football. And I was never into American football either."

Michelle waved her hand dismissively. "don't worry about it, Yank. I follow the sport because my parents were big fans and I support my hometown team. Honestly, I am more into horse racing."

Allen's eyes went wide, and he made a delightful grin. He pulled out his phone and pulled up a picture of his champion horse, Thunder.

"You are the owner of Thunder?" Michele gasped in astonishment.

Allen nodded proudly.

Michelle besieged him with questions about Thunder. Allen felt a bit intimidate by the feisty brit's questions. When her desire for statistics and details about Thunder were finally satiated, they moved back to the matter of his enormous grant.

"I am not the head of a department like Lacara. I am just one of several professors that make up the mathematics department. You need to talk to the department head if you want to discuss how your grants will be allocated," Michelle said. She gave him quizzical look then smiled seductively. "This meeting is not about business, is it?"

I smiled and put my hands up in surrender. "You got me! This is not about business. This meeting was more about pleasure. Who would pass on the opportunity to have an outing with a beautiful professor?"

Michelle relaxed her chair and made a seductive smile. She gazed at Allen with lust filled eyes and she parted her business jacket a little, displaying a hint of generous cleavage. "Waitress! Please get me a glass of your best local brew lager beer. We will have none of that mass produced shit!"

Over the next several hours, Allen and Michelle talked and rambled about horses, the college, football, etc. They kept jumping around to different subjects, not sticking to anything in particular. They sipped their beers slowly, not gulping them down fast. Allen was aware his new physiology could process alcohol as fast as he could gulp it down, but he kept to his old habits of moderation. Michelle seemed to have the same desire to moderate her drinking.

"My place is just down the street! I have an apartment on the second floor. Reminded me a lot of home," Michelle chuckled as she shimmied out of the booth seat and stood up.

Allen followed her out of the booth seat and called for a waitress. Once he paid for the drinks, they headed out, holding hands. Neither of them was drunk, but with how horny the two of them were, they might as well have been. They turned into a stair well heading upstairs.

Michelle had a decent size apartment overlooking downtown. She had a living room combined with the kitchen. The bedroom was separate, with a connecting bathroom.

Allen could have cared less about the apartment because he was in the middle of devouring the gorgeous brit's lips as they embraced each other tightly. They began stripping each other's clothes in the living room. Allen had not bothered to wear an undershirt or even underwear. The gorgeous professor moved her hand up and down Allen's steel pecks and sixpack abbs as Allen moved down to unbutton his pants.

When Allen had undressed, he gripped the edges of Michelle's blouse and ripped it opened revealing her cleavage. The gorgeous Professor unlike Allen, had undergarments on. She wore a black bra that contained her hefty breasts and matching black panties with garter belt and leg hose.

He stepped back and marveled at Michelle's gorgeous body. She was 29 years old and very well endowed. Her body was voluptuous and her skin was smooth. She was a little chubby, but that actually complemented her beauty. He had a bottle of Milk of the Amazons ready to give her, like Monique, the night before. He slipped the bottle out of his pocket and kept it gripped in his hand. He wanted the beautiful professor firmly under his sway first.

"Fucking hell!" Michelle gasped as she beheld Allen's impressive member. She caressed her lips with her tongue. "You are really are packing a large hammer there. But do you know how to use it?"

"Monique and Lacara can attest to that," Allen said proudly.

Michelle frowned, "You've fucked Monique and Lacara? And now you expect me to spread my legs for you like some village whore!"

Allen found himself taken aback a bit from Michelle's statement. However, the beauty soon burst out into laughter. "Glad you got those two to enjoy life a little. Lacara really needed a good lay after she broke up with her husband and Monique. That proper and pampered French bell needs to get out of her comfort zone!"

"Ok, but do you still want to fuck?" Allen asked.

"Fucking hell yeah!" Michael gripped his hand and pulled him into bedroom.

She laid out on the bed, squirming excitedly on the sheets. She had not taken her panties and bra of which Allen did not mind. He got onto her bed and crawled towards the dark-haired beauty on his knees. His cock was at full attention and dripping precum. He slipped his fingers underneath her silk panties, pulling it down between her legs and flinging it away.

Michelle spread her legs, displaying her wet pussy lips. Allen gripped her legs and pushed them against her body. He pressed his dick head against her entrance, which elicited quivers of excitement from the beauty. He leaned down on top of her and pushed her black silk bra up, fully revealing her glorious tits.

Allen pressed his lips down on her areola and caressed her nipple with his tongue. Michelle moaned out and squirmed beneath him. She was loving it! He moved up from her breast, kissing the skin of her chest and neck to her lips.

"Oh, you feel Amazing!" Michelle purred.

"You have felt nothing yet!" Allen growled. He thrust his cock into Michelle's velvet folds.

Michelle's screams of pleasure and passion filled the room. The girth of Allen's member was stretching her tunnel walls to the limit. Allen could feel Michelle's tunnel walls squeezing around his cock like a vise. It felt incredible.

He began pushing and pulling his cock in and out of the beautiful professor. The room reverberated with the sounds of their copulation. He felt the warm sensation of Michelle's pussy juices flow over his cock when she came. It drove him wild with passion and pleasure.

He felt the pressure in his cock building as his climax was nearing. He drove his cock harder and faster into her depths. He held back his climax for as long as he could until finally, he could not.

"AHAHAH…shit!" Allen roar as his cock erupted a load of his hot cum into the Professor.

"Oh! Fucking hell!" Michelle moaned beneath him.

Allen held Michelle's legs in air as he gushed his load into her uterus.

When his climax ebbed out, he reclined beside the dark-haired beauty on the bed. Michelle laid next to him, gasping for breath as she came down from her sexual ecstasy. Once recovered, she brought her arm over his chest and snuggled up to him.

"I love you! Allen," Michelle purred in his ear.

"Fuck! I love her," Allen thought to himself. His mind filled with visions of Michelle, Monique and Lacara frolicking naked with his other women in his harem. He figured it now or never.

"I have a harem of women, Michelle!" Allen whispered.

"Not surprised! You're such a stud. I figure you have a hundred women," Michelle whispered.

"Do you want to be one of my women?" Allen inquired.

"Fucking Hell Yeah!" Michelle said.

Allen brought up his hand, still gripping the bottle containing the Milk of the Amazons over Michelle. "Drink this!"

Michelle took the bottle from his hand, popped the top, and drank it down. She gasped and her body went limp as her body started its transformation. Allen brought his hand around her body and pulled her into him. Everything had gone better than he could have dreamed. He had all three of his dream professors.

"Good day," he said to himself.

Allen rose from the bed and took a minute to admire Michelle as she transformed into a perfect bimbo hottie. Her breasts were growing from big to gigantic, her body was becoming more voluptuous and her muscles were firming. He could not wait to fuck her once she became an Amazon babe.

He imagined how he would fuck Michelle as he watched her transform. He was deep in his musings when the ring of his phone pulled him from his thoughts. He lumbered over to where his pants had fallen on the ground, picked them up, and pulled the phone out of a back pocket.

I turned on the screen and read a message from Lacara. 'Can we come in?'


Lacara Cross

Lacara shivered a little as she strutted down the street in her black wool trench coat and matching wide brim wool hat. The sound of her black stiletto shoes clanging against the concrete echoed around her with each of her steps. A light snow was raining down, and the temperature had dipped below freezing, which required her to wear a heavy trench coat.

It was not necessarily bad having to wear a heavy coat that covered her body. She did not need to put on any clothes aside from her black leather lingerie and leg hose. It made her feel so naughty and horny knowing If she was not wearing her coat everyone would ogle her incredible body as she strutted down the street. However, she did not want anyone eyeing her body when her man was not around.

"Ah!" Lacara grunted. Her thong was so tight! It was digging into her ass crack and pussy lips. She hoped Allen had taken Michelle into his harem. She wanted to be fucked by him and her so badly.

"How much farther?" Alydia asked from beside her.

"The stairwell to her apartment is just around the corner," Monique answered.

Monique and Alydia walked beside Lacara, sporting heavy trench coats. Monique wore a dark blue coat, while Alydia wore a peach-colored coat. Both women only wore lingerie beneath their heavy coats. They were not very conspicuous on the street. Everyone they passed wore heavy coats.

"We are here," Lacara purred as she led her harem sisters through the door and up the stairwell to Michelle's studio apartment. She texted Allen, asking for permission to enter.

'Hell Yes!' his reply read.

When Lacara reached the door to Michelle's apartment, she found it was unlocked. She opened the door and was greeted by Allen standing proud and naked in the middle of room. His cock and balls hung between his legs. She stared at Allen's manhood, licking her lips hungrily. Beside her, Alydia and Monique were also fixated on Allen's cock and balls. The sexual tension in the room was palpable.

"Shut the door! We don't want the hot air getting out," Allen said.

Lacara shut the door behind her with a kick of her foot.

Allen looked at them up and down, grinning savagely. "Take those coats off!"

Lacara and her harem sisters eagerly complied with their man's commands. They enticingly opened their coats, revealing their glorious bodies clothed in their choices of lingerie and leg stockings. Monique wore her preferred white lingerie and stockings. Alydia opted for a peach-colored lingerie and stockings, which Lacara thought did not complement her pale skin or platinum blonde hair. She should have gone with pink or white lingerie, but it was her mistake.

Allen came and stood over the three gorgeous women. Lacara could feel the strength and masculinity he exuded upon them. It made her horny.

When his gaze stopped on her massive breasts squeezed in her black leather bra, Lacara reached up to her shoulders and slowly pushed the shoulder straps off. She dragged the bra down her voluptuous body, letting it fall to her feet. The other women followed her example.

Lacara looked up at Allen, making a cute smile and shaking her boobs invitingly. Allen made a toothy grin as he reached out and cupped Lacara's boobs. The dark-skinned beauty moaned out in pleasure from the sensation of Allen's grip. His hand was so firm and warm on her boobs. She loved him so much.

Allen reveled in the sensation of her boobs in his grip for minute then released them and moved over to Alydia who stood between Lacara and Monique. He ran his hands over her boobs and down to her pregnant belly. He met Alydia's gaze, and the two smiled at each other.

Lacara basked in the sexual radiance Allen and Alydia emitted as they gazed at each other. Alydia told Lacara that she was a Space Amazon, how she and Allen had met. It was a funny and amazing story. Allen reached out, caressing Alydia’s swollen belly.

Lacara could not wait to be pregnant with Allen's child. She wanted Allen to look at her and caress her as gingerly as he did Alydia. The thought of getting pregnant with his children filled her with such exhilaration. She might already be pregnant. Allen ejaculated so much of his baby batter into her. She understood it was better to be safe than sorry, so she planned to get another belly full of his cum.

Allen moved over to Lacara, wrapping his arms around her body and pulling her against him. He kissed her luscious lips deeply and the stunning professor melted in his arms. Their tongues swirled around each other and explored their mouths. Lacara trembled as rapturous pleasure surged through her body.

"I want you to fill my belly with your seed!" Lacara purred.

"I want a mouth full of your pussy cream," Allen growled.

Lacara her body quiver in excitement. "Let's do it!" She moaned.

Allen broke away from Lacara’s body and took her hand. He led her and the other women to the bed, where Michelle was still in the grip of her transformation.

Lacara marveled at how Michelle had changed. Her breasts were growing into peaks on her chests. Her hips were wide, waist thinner, and body muscular. She still had a slightly chubby belly which actually complemented her voluptuous body. It would not be long before she would join Lacara in the sexual bliss of Allen's harem.

"I want you all to ride me!" Allen said as he laid out on the bed. Lacara and her Harem sisters giggled with exhilaration, then kicked off their Stiletto shoes and pushed their panty bottoms down their legs and fling them away.

Lacara and the other women crawled onto the bed. Knowing he wanted her to partake of her pussy juices, Lacara bestridden Allen's face. Alydia straddled Allen's cock while Monique bestrode Allen's abs facing the platinum Amazon beauty.

The chocolate skinned professor brought her pussy lip down on her man's face. She felt her shapely ass cheeks pressed down on his face. Lacara winced when she felt her man's nose graze the sphincter of her asshole.

"AhAhAh," The women moaned in unison as they started grounding their pussy lips against their man.

Alydia bounced her clit up and down on Allen's member. She was careful not to drive him over the edge of pleasure. She intended to work his cock up nice and hard for when it was Lacara's turn to mount her pussy on her man's magnificent member. The faint sound of Alydia's velvet tunnel moving against the wet skin of Allen's member could be discern through the cacophony of moans and groans. Her massive breasts bounced, and her hair flayed around as she moved her body up and down on Allen's shaft.

Monique curled her lips in a smile. She moaned and wailed as she grounded her snatch atop her man. Her blonde hair tossed and turned, and her breasts slapped together as she pleasured herself atop Allen. She locked her blue eyes with Alydia. They stared at each other with lustful gazes. Monique in flash of motion moved forward, embracing Alydia and devouring her lips. Their hands went up and down each other's backs. They looked so hot together.

Lacara gritted her teeth and arched her back when she felt Allen's tongue slither between her labia into tunnel. "Uh…Oh…Uh!" she cried out in rapture. Allen's tongue was finding all her most sensitive spots and sending shockwaves of pleasure through body. She could sense her orgasm was building! It was driving her wild.

"Ah…Uh…I am coming!" Lacara moaned out as she unleashed a torrent of her pussy juices upon Allen. She felt his hands grip her hips and his tongue lapping up her cream.

The chocolate skinned beauty gasped and panted as she came down from her orgasm. Her breasts rose and fell with her breaths and drops of sweat rolled down the smooth skin of her elegant body. She leaned forward against Monique, who was still intensely making love to Alydia. Lacara ran her hand up and down Monique's waist while press her breasts against her back.

Lacara was jostled from her respite when she felt Allen's hands pushing up against her buttocks. She lifted her ass and pussy from her man's face. A string of Alydia's cream extended between Allen's mouth and Lacara's pussy lips as she lifted them up.

"Monique, put your pussy on my face!" Allen commanded.

"Yes, my love," Monique replied in her French accented English. She shimmied up Allen's body, straddling his face with her ass and pussy. He gripped her hips and pulled her pussy lips down upon his mouth.

Alydia moved up onto Allen's abbs. Allen's cock slipped out of her tunnel as she moved forward. His member slid out and stood at attention with Alydia’s pussy juices oozing down his shaft.

Lacara gaped at it cravenly as she crawled around her harem sisters. She wrapped her elegant finger around the hilt of Allen's shaft, holding it steady as she straddled his cock. She pressed her pussy lips against Allen's cock head, rubbing them against his penis head. She winced with the pulses of pleasure she experienced.

Lacara looked upon Monique, who was orgasming on Allen's face and Alydia who kissing down Monique's neck. She loved her new Harem sisters. She ran her hand up and down her body. She loved be a bimbo hottie. She winced as another pulse of pleasure surged through her body. Most of all, she loved Allen.

Lacara dropped herself down on Allen's cock. She pushed her pussy lips down to the hilt of his penis. Her velvet walls ignited with the sensation of Allen's throbbing cock deep inside her velvet folds. She held his cock inside of her, letting his massive girth stretch her tunnel walls to the limit. Finally, she lifted herself to his cockhead, producing a wet sound as the skin of Allen's cock slid again her tunnel walls.

She gasped momentarily while hold her pussy lips on Allen's penis head. She then came down on his cock again and fresh urges of pleasure coursed through her body again. She loved Allen's cock so much! She loved him. He was so much better than her bastard ex-husband.

Lacara bobbed up and down on Allen's cock in rapid motion. Unlike, Alydia, who only intended to work his cock up into a hard erection. The beautiful computer professor wanted Allen to erupt his hot jizz into her depths. When Allen's member convulsed in her tunnel, she bounced up and down on his length faster and faster.

Suddenly, the chocolate skinned beauty felt the first gush of Allen's warm cum inside her. She drove her pussy lips down to the hilt of Allen's manhood. Globs of hot cum erupted from Allen's cock up in Lacara's fold, filling up her uterus. Lacara struggled to hold herself in position as she was overwhelmed by rapturous pleasure and the sheer volume of his load straining the walls of her womb.

When Allen gushed the last of his load, Lacara slid off his massive member onto the bed. She laid out on the bed, panting and looking up at the ceiling in blissful satisfaction. "He definitely knocked me up!" She rubbed her belly excitedly and made mental note to get some pregnancy tests.

"Fuck, I want that!" Lacara turned her head to see Michelle had risen onto her knees. She was fully realized bimbo with massive tits, voluptuous body, and wide hips.

"Go ahead, you loud mouth slut!" Monique moaned as she kissed Alydia While Allen drank down her pussy juices.

Michelle crawled over on her knees, straddling Allen's member. She brought her pussy lips down on his shaft, driving his member into her depths. She wailed in pleasure for a minute before bringing herself up, then down again.

"Yeah! Fuck his cock, bitch, and get yourself knocked up," Lacara whispered. As she was watching Michelle fuck Allen's cock, an insufferable bitch came to mind. "Uh…what to do about Greer?" Lacara sighed.


Aiden Windfield

Aiden looked out at the setting sun with renewed optimism. The revelation of the Space Amazons was a shock, but he and his brother had found themselves in a unique position to profit immensely from it. Neither he nor his brother wanted the Amazons to invade their world, but Amazons were coming regardless of what peace Earth might propose. It was up to Windfield Industries, its partners, and subsidiaries to provide the resistance with whatever they needed to resist the invaders. If Windfield Industries picked up Alien advancements in computer technology, energy production, or Astro propulsion, those were spoils of war!

He furrowed his eyes as the sun dipped below the horizon, and darkness overtook city below. The Invasion was only a few months away. The Space Amazons had chosen to invade in the spring in part because it coincided with the breeding season of most planetary life. It was almost comical given they wanted to enslave the male population to become Malakia. Their term for male breeding slaves.

"Why can't they use dating apps like everyone else!" Aiden joked to himself.

The sudden ring of his phone drew his attention. It was one of his partners in the financial firm probably asking for details about Aiden's decision to drop Floyd's case. "Hello," he said.

"Aiden, what is going on?" A male voiced asked in confusion. "Through Floyd, we were supposed to get access to the lucrative Picotech account. Where are we going to get capital now?"

Aiden grinned. "From Picotech, my brother, and his partners, of course! We have hit the big leagues, Frank."

"What?"

"My brother is bringing us in on his deal with Picotech and he is using us to acquire shares in key companies and for the distribution of investment capital. We have a lot of work ahead of us." Aiden paused for moment, thinking. He would need to bring his partners in on the secret, eventually. The big question was how. He'd worry about it later. The immediate concerns required his attention. "We need to get our staff hired and this office up and running. I want everyone on deck tomorrow!"

There was silence for minute then Frank spoke up in excitement, "You got it, boss! Everyone on deck. Bright and early!"

Frank ended the call, then dialed his brother. "Hey Adrian, let's talk more about tying up loose end!"

TO BE CONTINUED
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