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		Bimbos in Space

		

		It was supposed to be an easy trip. Transporting supplies to the first human colony outside the solar system. Once humans had discovered faster than light travel, such trips were trivial. They still took time, but true interstellar exploration was now possible. And in the case of the colony on Tausedra Prime, the planet was surprisingly perfect for human habitation. However, it was missing one thing.

		From all reports, Tausedra Prime was an idyllic planet—better than earth in many respects. But it lacked one thing. It was missing lysine, an essential amino acid required for human life. For whatever reason, natural lysine could not be created on Tausedra Prime.

		As Martha and Demitria piloted the freighter toward Tausedra Prime, their cargo bay was full of wheat and rice, as well as the genetically modified seeds that had been designed to produce lysine in Tausedra Prime’s atmosphere.

		This was not the first resupply mission to the colony. There had been others to keep the colonists fed until a lysine specific grain could be modified to survive there. But the scientists were nearly certain that the third time was the charm. It would work now.

		However, for Martha and Demitria, this was their first solo mission such as this. They had both logged more hours than they could count in their ship making trips back and forth between the Kuiper Belt and Earth, hauling supplies and ore.

		This trip, however, was significantly different. Rather than the two-day round trip effort with their FTL drive, the trip to Tausedra Prime was supposed to take a month. The good news was the trip allowed them to finally open up their FTL engines and see how fast they could really go. The bad news was their freighter was not designed for such a long haul. It was a good thing that Martha and Demitria were close friends and got along well with each other. Almost anything can happen out in space.

		Getting this job had been difficult. The past supply missions had all been run by the same two guys. They had every intention of making the next trip. The only reason Martha and Demitria managed to get the job was because they could undercut the other freighter with a better price because they had a more efficient engine. Also, the colonists had asked for another supplier. There had been a rumor that the colonists had requested women be in charge of the next supply run. There was no confirmation of that, but neither Martha nor Demitria were going to ignore their luck. They took the job with relish, although they could come to regret that decision later. Still, the money was going to be good when they returned.

		“I’m picking up the Tausedra Prime beacon on sensors,” Demitria announced as she made a small course correction.

		“How far out are we?” Martha asked. She was getting tired of being cooped up in her small living quarters onboard. Given how much of the ship was given over to the cargo bay and the engines, there was little room left over for creature comforts. The bunk room was little more than a closet with bunk beds. The cockpit was roomier, but it made for poor sleeping space given the constant hum of the electronic readouts.

		“Five days,” Demitria answered. “Four nights, actually.” She knew what Martha was really asking about. Their month-long journey to the colony was nearly over. They were both feeling a bit cooped up, although Martha seemed more susceptible to it. She had been moody for a week now and Demitria was certain it was because there was no room to stretch their legs. They could walk around the cargo bay, but even that was getting old. And it was not like there was much space for them there. Traversing every open space took less than five minutes and required some squeezing between large containers of wheat.

		“Almost there,” Martha sighed. “Remind me never to sign on for this trip again.”

		“At least we’re making good money,” Demitria countered. “Remember, this pays double what we would be making if we stayed on the Kuiper route. And we get a whole week of rest and relaxation at the colony before we need to return.”

		“I’m still not sure it’s worth it,” Martha said as she looked down at the instrument panel in front of her.

		It was the next day when sirens started to blare in the cockpit. Red lights flashed everywhere. Something was wrong, but the question was what it could be. They were not expecting anything to go wrong in this part of space. There was not supposed to be anything there.

		“I’m getting a radiation warning on the hull,” Martha said.

		“Anything to be concerned about?” Demitria asked as she sat down in her seat, having just made the short trip forward from her bunk where she had been reading a book.

		“I don’t know,” Martha answered. “I don’t recognize the radiation form. The computer just tells me it’s radiation.”

		“Has it penetrated our shielding?” came Demitria’s next question.

		“Um, I don’t think so. I think we’re fine. At least we know the alert system works.”

		“I guess you’re right. It looks like we’re still on course. Nothing to change. I wonder if the Tausedra sun has had any solar activity. With the right solar winds, a radiation pocket could have formed and been blown out into space.”

		“I don’t know, but the sensors are showing a drop in radiation now,” Martha said. “I think we’re fine.”

		“Good, I’m going to go back to my bunk and continue reading. I had just gotten to a good part.”

		“Have fun.”

		Despite the fact there was usually nothing that happened out in deep space, Martha and Demitria always made sure there was someone in the cockpit, just in case. Demitria was classified as the pilot and she performed most of the course corrections, but Martha was nearly as qualified. However, her bigger talents were in engineering and specifically FTL engines. If something went wrong there, it was she who would be needed to fix the problem.

		Thus far, however, outside of the radiation alarm, the trip out to Tausedra Prime had been completely uneventful and as expected. That was all about to change.

		As Demitria settled back in on her bunk, she suddenly found the interesting book she was reading a lot less interesting. Her attention kept wandering. She would look up from the book and stare off at nothing. The blank wall opposite the bunks was a uniform cold gray color. There were not even any imperfections to note. But that did not stop her from just sitting there and staring nonetheless.

		It was only after an hour of complete blankness that Demitria shook herself out of it with a yawn, deciding she was tired and needed sleep. She turned off her tablet and set it aside before she slipped into her sleeping bag and drifted off to sleep and into a world of fantastical dreams.

		In those dreams, Demitria was not the nerdy space pilot from the reality she had always known. She had always been aware that she did not fit the typical pilot mold. She was not arrogant like so many pilots were. Nor was she an adrenaline junkie. The truth was, she knew her best piloting work came when there was no need for adrenaline, when everything went exactly as planned. Of course, with modern computers in the ships, the computer could land the ship if it was needed. Demitria was mostly there to supervise the computer, although she enjoyed making manual course corrections from time to time.

		Instead of being the woman she had always been, the dream version of Demitria was markedly different. For one, she was blonde. For all her life she had nearly black hair, but this other version of Demitria had blonde hair. And it was not just blonde, it was nearly white, a platinum blonde that almost always needed to come from a bottle.

		Then there were Demitria’s breasts. She had never been a large woman. Her petite frame made spending long periods of time in cramped quarters with Martha easier. But the curves on the dream Demitria were unlike anything she had ever imagined before. Her breasts almost looked like two balloons stuffed under her skin. Her space suit was completely shredded, providing only minimal coverage of her endowments.

		Demitria’s ass was almost as large in her dream. It was something between a bubble butt and a shelf. The way it shifted back and forth as her dream-self walked in her high heels was almost hypnotic. And the way they clicked and clacked against the cold gray metal of the ship was something to listen to.

		It was rare for Demitria to experience dreams like this. It was not just the content, which was definitely new, but the different senses involved. She could feel her body rub against the fabric of her torn space suit, especially her nipples and her pussy. She could hear her heels against the metal decking. She could taste and smell something, but she could not put her finger on what it was. There was a musk that surrounded her.

		There were two odors, actually. The first was sweet and light. It somehow reminded her of herself, although there was nothing about the odor that she could place in her past. But that mattered little in the moment, especially as the second odor was much more powerful. The second odor was distinctly male. It somehow enveloped the dream Demitria, wrapping her up in a warm blanket of safety while also making her achingly aware that she was a woman.

		“Fuck,” Demitria moaned in her sleep as her dream continued. Her hands had slipped down into her pants and panties, gently playing with her clit as her fingers probed between her pussy lips.

		Meanwhile, Martha was having a very different, yet surprisingly similar experience.

		“Ugh, my head hurts,” she complained as she looked over the fuel flow controls. This was supposed to be easy for Martha. This was her area of expertise. Yet, the numbers listed on the screen in front of her almost seemed to swim in front of her eyes. The harder she tried to concentrate, the worse her headache became.

		Martha had never been prone to headaches before. In fact, she was one of the healthiest people she knew. Despite spending more than her fair share of time cooped up on the freighter, she had always found ways to get in some exercise. Maintenance on the engines always kept her working hard. It might not be traditional exercise, but it kept her muscles strong. And with that much heat radiating off the engine, all the times she worked on it while it was running left her feeling like she had gone for a run afterward with heavy breathing and an elevated heart rate.

		But as Martha sat there leaning over the screen in front of her, she failed to notice the slight changes to her body. The muscles in her arms atrophied, slimming down in size, becoming less masculine and more feminine. Her back muscles, however, already strong, continued to strengthen, as if preparing for a future load that did not yet exist. All the while, Martha just sat there, cursing herself as she struggled to perform her routine work.

		“Fuck this,” Martha finally said as she gave up on checking the fuel flow numbers. Instead, she turned on some light music and sat back to watch out the front window, looking toward Tausedra Prime. She could not actually see the planet. At this distance, the Tausedra sun looked just like any other star. All she could see was a field of stars, which on its own was still spectacular.

		That was one difference between being a spacefaring person and a landlubber. Had Martha been stuck on Earth, she would not be able to see nearly as many stars. Being out here in what amounted to the middle of nowhere, she got to see so many more without the atmosphere and light pollution getting in the way. It truly was remarkable and pretty.

		As Martha sat there, she realized she had never referred to the starscape as pretty before. It was not a way she referred to such things, but thinking about it now, the stars were pretty. They were shiny and bright, filling up all that dark and empty space. Although out in space the stars did not twinkle. That only happened on planets like Earth. Still, twinkle or not, the starscape always left Martha in awe, even more so now.

		As Martha cleared her head of anything as complex as fuel flow numbers, or really anything that was more complicated than looking out the cockpit window and listening to the cheerful music, her headache began to clear. The sweet and cheery music was not Martha’s usual genre. She preferred something hard and loud, but she was aware that Demitria was trying to read, or so she thought. Learning to live in tight quarters with someone else was part of what made them such a good team. It was not just their physical and mental skills that mattered to their success. They were psychologically compatible.

		It helped that they were both women. Freighters were usually operated by same-sex crews. That had nothing to do with sexism or perceived ability of women. It had to do with spending long periods together in cramped quarters without letting sexual friction get in the way. It was possible for men and women to work together, but it was easier to make it same-sex pairings.

		Someday, when humans had colonized more of the star systems near the solar system, there might be a time when raising a family on a spaceship was doable, but it seemed unlikely anytime soon. The human race still had a long way to go before such things were possible.

		As Martha sat there mindlessly looking out at the stars, she barely noticed when her hands began to drift under the waistband of her pants. She let out a little whimper when her fingers touched her clit. It had been so long since she had felt any kind of stimulation down there. It felt so good and she did not want to stop. So she kept going.

		Up until this point, Martha had not felt comfortable pleasuring herself in such close proximity to Demitria. Sex and masturbation was not something she had felt comfortable talking about or performing when she was near her crewmate. Their normal Kuiper route had them home on Earth every other day, at least, meaning she got all the time she needed to make sure her sexual urges were satisfied. But almost a month into this voyage, Martha could feel the pressure building up. And it felt so good to finally relieve that pressure.

		“Yes,” Martha whispered as she came the first time. In fact, it felt so good, she decided to keep going for a second orgasm. Although her brain was not in any shape to form such coherent thoughts. Her decision came much closer to “Feels good. Want more.”

		It took a while, but Martha eventually got her fill. She would have lost count of the number of orgasms she had in the best of times. Her brain was not operating at such levels. All she knew was she was finally sated. And with that satisfaction, Martha snuggled into the chair and let herself drift asleep.

		Demitria was all but dead to the world throughout all this time. And in some feat of wherewithal, Martha managed to find her way to her bunk so that she could spread out and sleep properly. Although she would never remember making the move to her bunk from the cockpit. Then again, such a thing would be the last thing on her mind when she woke up.

		That is because, like Demitria, Martha began to dream. And those dreams featured a very different Martha than the one that existed in the real world.Or, at least that was how it was supposed to be. But as each woman slept, their bodies began to slowly transform. Their minds had already begun to change. Martha struggled completing her fuel flow monitoring, Demitria struggled to follow her book.

		However, transforming the mind produces little of visual significance. It is the physical changes that are most noticed. And these physical changes were massive. Like with Demitria’s dream, her breasts ballooned out, quickly growing past their previous handfuls into shapes and sizes that best resembled melons. Her butt, previously flat and unremarkable, grew out even more impressively, until she had an ass as big, if not bigger than her tits.

		But her ass and tits were not the only changes that came to the once plain Demitria. Her waist seemed to shrink beyond its already thin size, enhancing the hourglass appearance of her body. Her lips plumped up to the point there might be some question as to whether she could speak clearly. And then there was her hair. The platinum blonde hair of her dreams became a reality, turning into a golden halo on her pillow as she slept.

		Martha’s transformation was no less fantastic. If anything, due to her larger size, her tits grew even bigger than Demitria’s. Martha would never be able to see her feet again, or really anything below her chest without looking in a mirror. However, her ass did not see the same massive growth. Instead, her ass rounded out into a nearly perfect bubble butt, big enough to draw attention and look fantastic in a bikini or thong, but not wide-load big like Demitria.

		Martha’s face went through a full transformation. Her nose shrunk and her cheekbones rose, giving her an almost doll-like face. The large green eyes only emphasized that point. Her lips plumped up into a nice bow, creating a picture that no man could resist. It was clear what her lips were best suited for.

		The one thing about Martha that did not change was the color of her hair. She remained a brunette. However, her hair did become more voluminous and longer. Hanging freely, it would hang down past the curve of her ass in silky waves.

		The pair slept soundly. Not even the buzzers that sounded throughout the ship as they approached planetfall were enough to wake them. Luckily, the colonists were prepared for this contingency and could remote pilot the freighter to the surface with no issue. After all, the freighter was carrying important cargo. Yes, they needed the food to survive, but the two occupants in their bunks were even more valuable to the colonists.

		It was only when the freighter was safely on the ground and the hatches opened that Martha and Demitria awoke from their long slumber.

		Martha, who now thought of herself as Mari, slowly stretched as she felt her new body for the first time. The first thing that managed to form anything that resembled a thought in her head was the fact she was horny. Little did she know this was her new baseline. Mari was to always be horny from now on. She could experience the most mind-blowing orgasm and she would immediately be ready for and wanting more.

		Demitria, who in her mind was now Demi, was slower to wake. Her hands between her legs continued to diddle her clit, just as they had almost nonstop for the past several days, driving her dreams toward more and more sexual activities. By the time she opened her eyes, it felt as if she had lived a full lifetime as a slut. No sexual activity was out of her wheelhouse. She would gladly perform any act as long as she eventually got to cum.

		Before the food was offloaded from the cargo bay, several men entered the bunk room and carried Mari and Demi away. It was safe to say neither of them would ever fly again, assuming they could find their way back into their ship. The simple act of turning on the engines would be too much for them. Then again, with the plans the men had for the pair, they were never going to want to leave.

		The women were carried out of the freighter fireman style, each of them thrown over the shoulder of a large muscular man. They watched as they were carried past tropical plants and what looked like palm trees. The sun was warm and the breeze felt wonderful on their faces. Their hair blew about.

		And despite all this, the strangeness of the moment, the lack of information provided from the men, Mari and Demi could not be happier. They were being carried by men. And men had something they could not get from anyone else. Men had cocks. And both women knew exactly what they could do with cocks. After all, their bodies were designed to make cocks hard and then fuck them, however the men wanted.

		Before they knew it, both women found themselves in a surprisingly cold metal room, each of them lying on cold metal tables. Considering the sense of paradise they had felt moments earlier, this was a stark contrast.

		“These the new recruits?” asked a deep male voice.

		“This is them,” said one of the men who had carried them here.

		“Good. Let’s make sure they are good stock.”

		Demi and Mari giggled as the man in a doctor’s coat examined them. He checked their vitals, their hearts, their breathing, their temperature. They could have asked what was going on. They could have asked what had happened to their bodies. They could have asked if they were all right. They asked none of those things. It was much easier to just follow directions and not use the limited amount of gray matter that still resided in their heads.

		It was Demi who first realized she was no longer smart. It took Mari a little longer to reach that point. Yet, as scary as that thought should have been, neither woman seemed particularly concerned about it. Any concern that remained was quickly erased when the doctor began probing their bodies. They especially enjoyed his gloved hands pushing up inside them. Demi liked his fingers in her pussy. Mari preferred it up the ass.

		It did not take long before the doctor finished his examination. He left both women panting, wanting more. Despite his probing work, neither woman came. It was all they wanted.

		The men who carried them to the examination building returned. This time they finished undressing the two women. Demi and Mari sat passively and let the men do their work. What had remained of their clothes had been turned to tatters. That was how the doctor had been able to examine them so easily. But they would not be needing clothes of any kind in their new roles in the colony. But in the moment, both women found themselves perfectly happy to be naked. What was the point of having super sexy bodies if they were covered up with clothes? Nudity was much preferred for the both of them.

		After the examination, the men took Demi and Mari by the hands and led them back out. As soon as they were outside, the two women smiled as the sun hit their skin. The warmth felt amazing, which only served to turn the pair on even more than they already were before.

		It was a relatively short walk. The sandy path led out toward the blue-green sea. There were palm trees scattered along the beach, providing bits of shade. And spaced about every 30 feet or so along the beach was a lounge chair. On those lounge chairs were women just like Demi and Mari. They were women with oversexed bodies and without a care in the world.

		The lounge chairs were surpassingly large, big enough for two people. And there were two empty chairs, all ready for the two newest additions to the colony.

		“Time to fuck,” one of the men said as he led Demi to the chair on the end.

		“Goodie,” she cooed as she positioned herself on her hands and knees on the lounge chair. A moment later, the man, she did not even know his name, moved up behind her. His cock was out and he was pushing into her pussy.

		It was like a lightbulb went off in Demi’s head. She had discovered her true purpose. Her old life, before all of this, was just noise in her head. This was what she was meant for. She was just a fuckdoll. She was a bimbo with no other purpose than to have sex and get pregnant. All her other needs would be cared for. She would be fed and fucked. She would spend the rest of her time out on the lounge chair, sunning herself during the day, and playing with her pussy as she slept at night. She would always be ready for sex. It was what she lived for.

		And if there were any remaining worries or thoughts about her old life, they were quickly pushed out of her head, permanently, by the cock filling her pussy. The man’s pace was brutal. He fucked her hard and fast from behind and Demi loved every second of it. She was barely more than a doll now, only able to take the pleasure the man gave her. And he gave her pleasure. Every thrust of his hard cock into her wet and waiting pussy was like pure pleasure shooting through her veins. It was like a drug she would never be able to kick. Not that she would want to. This was her life now. The only variation would be how she got fucked. Nothing was out of the question.

		As soon as the man came, Demi was rocked with the biggest orgasm of her life. Her body had been made for sex and it had been reorganized to make sure she always came with a spectacular orgasm, no matter the quality of her partner. Her eyes rolled up into the back of her head as her vision turned white. Her whole body shuddered under the onslaught of pleasure. Had Demi had much in the way of higher order brain function left, her mind would have been overwhelmed, unable to handle all the sensory input. However, being a bimbo fuckdoll had its advantages. As soon as Demi came, she was ready and willing for more.

		“That’s good, slut,” the man said. “Now turn around and clean my cock.”

		Demi had never given a blowjob in her life, but that did not stop her from following orders. And with her new lips, she was certain she would do a good job. He might even feed her his cum this time. After getting a load in her pussy, she wanted a proper taste too.

		As Demi got to work cleaning her man’s cock, Mari was in the middle of the first and best ass-fucking of her life.

		“Please, fuck my ass,” she begged as the man took out his cock. She had a nice tight bubble butt for just this reason.

		Mari’s request was granted, but it took a moment to find the lube. Mari’s lounge chair had not been fully stocked yet. Her man of the hour had needed to visit another of the colony’s bimbos and borrow lube from her. That woman had been incredibly disappointed not to get any fucking from the man, but she was not about to tell him off or even disagree with him.

		And soon Mari was getting just what she needed.

		“Damn, you’re tight back here,” the man said as he pushed into her ass.

		This was a new experience for the newly minted bimbo. She had never actually been anally penetrated before, but that did not matter after several days with of erotic dreams that saw her ass as a primary focus. Of course, it would not get her pregnant, so there would be times when Mari would need to get fucked in the pussy. She wanted to be bred after all. That was her purpose: sex and breeding.

		As Mari and her man came together, there were similar grunts of satisfaction as Demi brought her man to orgasm again, with him filling her mouth with his seed. It was the start of a beautiful and amazing life for two bimbo fuckdolls.

		“How are Demi and Mari getting settled in their new lives?” the colony’s leader asked the small gathering by the fire that evening.

		“They seem fully converted,” the man who fucked Demi answered. “They seem perfectly happy to just lie out in the sun all day and fuck any man who wants them.”

		“That’s good. I wasn’t sure if the bimboray field was still active. It appears like it may be a permanent feature. We could request a science vessel to map it, but that would only mean future supply and transport ships will avoid the field. None of us want that.”

		All the gathered men agreed. Having all the women turn into bimbo fuckdolls by the bimboray radiation field had been difficult at first, the colony had built a foundation and it was finally beginning to grow. The only problem was the bimborays did not just affect the women. They affected the men as well. The most noticeable sign was the large muscles all the men now sported. Then again, those muscles helped in the manual labor required to build the colony. However, it also left the men only able to father males. For the colony to last, they would need to import more women eventually.

		But with the addition of Demi and Mari, the colony now had equal numbers of men and women. And more women would not be needed until the next generation came of age and were added to the stock of studs. The only question was whether the colony could handle yearly breeding of the bimbos. But that was for the men to decide. If it were up to Demi, Mari, and their bimbo sisters, the answer would have been a resounding yes.

		When Demitria and Martha set out on their supply mission, they had no idea what their lives were about to turn into. But now that they were Demi and Mari, they were completely happy with their new lives. They could work on their tans, they could fuck whenever a man wanted them, which turned out to be often, and they never had to think about anything ever again. They were cared for and they were fucked. What more could bimbo fuckdolls want? To them, their lives were perfect.
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