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Chapter 1: Clarissa

“Target acquired!” an officer said as Clarissa peered at the Cruk ship on the bridge viewing screen.

“Fire!” the fox woman ordered. The Cruk battleship lit up as it was struck by MAC and laser blasts along its hull. It quickly exploded in a spectacle of dazzling light. The remaining Cruk ships supporting the battleship abruptly reversed course, fleeing into hyperspace.

“Congratulations on another fine victory, Third Empress Clarissa,” her 1st officer said at her side. The bridge crew all quickly rose in salute and then resumed their stations.

“The battle is not over yet.” She thrust her hand forward, “Target all remaining orbital dockyards and facilities! Open Fire!” the crew immediately obeyed their empress’s Commands, turning the remaining Cruk orbital structures into space dust. Clarissa smiled savagely as she admired the carnage her monitors picked up in the space battle's aftermath. She could feel her pussy quivering in excitement as she envisioned how her Emperor would reward her for the destruction, she had reaped upon the Cruk.

The campaign into Cruk space had entered its twelfth month. Cruk worlds fell to the United Empire of Humanity Military Forces like dominos. She relaxed in her command chair, reminiscing over the previous few years. 

Bringing the bulk of human worlds under Emperor Evan’s control took a year. Then, he had to find trusted and capable men like Jacob to rule each globe. It had been a herculean task, but once the bureaucratic and organizational disputes were resolved, Evan turned the resources of his new Empire to the reformation and expansion of his imperial army. He commissioned the design and construction of an armada of purpose-built warships.

The Star carrier from which Clarissa commanded her fleet, ‘Enterprise,’ named for a great warship of Earth’s history, was one such purpose-built warship. Unlike the modified civilian ships, Enterprise and the other purpose-built warship classes were designed and constructed for battle, plus they fully incorporated the lessons learned from previous engagements. This space battle exemplified the gross design disparity between Cruk's and human warships. Human warships were better armed, more powerful, and robustly designed.

Per their empress’s command, Enterprise and the supporting battleships reduced the Cruk orbital dockyards and stations to glowing bits of molten slag.

“Any more enemy contacts in the solar system?”

“No, my Empress,” A crew woman responded. “All remaining Cruk Tee clan warships have fled the system.”

The study of Cruk culture without the old matriarchal cultural lenses yielded critical information on effectively defeating them. Chiefly, what was learned was that Cruk society was highly clan-based with a rigid caste system. There was no proper central government. The clans were loosely held together in a confederation. Even then, they often fought each other for dominance. Displays of martial ability meant everything in this society, and with the right displays of force, one could convince Cruk clan chiefs to yield in submission.

Clarissa’s green eyes drifted to the planet beneath them, denoted by its white clouds, blue oceans, and green continents. Evan was on the surface with his Marines, killing off the High chief’s elite hunters. Zea wanted to kill all the Cruk for the near destruction of her race. Still, Evan refused, citing her race’s evolutionary stagnation was broken by the Cruk, the fact many of her race had survived, and that Evan had no intention of soiling his hands or the hands of his warriors with the blood of children. Evan instead defeated the clan responsible for her kind’s decimation, killed their leaders, and forcefully disbanded the clan, ending it forever, which was enough to satiate Zea’s desire for revenge.

The fox woman keyed in a sequence on her command chair’s control panel, causing the monitor to switch to an image displaying Evan with his marines killing Cruk hunters in the Palace on the planet's surface. Clarissa shuttered at images of Evan slaying his enemies. Her mind was filled with depraved desires by what she saw. She couldn’t help unzipping her skin-tight jumpsuit down to her clit and massaging her pussy lips. She writhed and moaned in her chair, desperately trying to satisfy her pussy lips’ aching needs.

“First officer, you have the bridge,” Clarissa moaned as she departed. She desperately needed relief from the burning fury ignited in her pussy, and with Evan absent from the ship, there was only one place she could turn to for relief. She rushed past women at their duty stations, leaving the bridge into the corridor leading to the elevators and the biosphere.

While constructed as a warship, Enterprise retained the biosphere from the previous star carriers of the Matriarchal star forces to serve as the living quarters for the crew and marines during long deployments. However, this sphere included an imperial residence for Emperor Evan and his selected concubines. Clarissa ran briskly through the manicured gardens, past the marine barracks to the gates surrounding the manner house.

Clarissa was greeted by two women of the royal guard marines, who promptly stepped aside, bowing in acknowledgment as she passed them into the Imperial manner grounds. Her hands were stuck inside her suit, massaging her clit while her massive tits jiggled, her ass cheeks bounced, and her fox tail swayed with each stride of her muscular legs.

At the entrance, as if on cue, Julri and Soon-Joo greeted her at the gate. The two sexy women had been among the emperor’s first concubines. Julri was dressed in white lace lingerie with matching stockings. Soon-Joo was dressed in identical lingerie, except it was black, contrasting with her pale white skin. Their enormous breasts were squeezed in by lingerie that was a size too small for their voluptuous bodies.

“Come here and relax your majesty,” Julri said as she patted the cushion of a bed.

Clarissa exhaled in relief as she stumbled to the bed and fell back first on its soft cushion. She gave thanks to Evan’s first Daimyo for presenting him with the idea of putting a bed around their royal residence for quick fucks.

The two gorgeous concubines approached Clarissa as she lay on the bed, panting. Julri brought her luscious lips down upon Clarissa’s in a kiss. “Everything will be alright, your Majesty. We will tend to your needs.” the Asian beauty’s nibble fingers brought an unseaming device to the fox woman’s skin-tight suit at her collar. Julri moved the device down Clarissa’s torso, ending between her legs. The fox woman's enormous breasts spilled out from the suit, glistening with droplets of sweat from her arousal.

The two beauties pushed off their shoulder straps, allowing their pillowy breast to spill forth. Julri once again kissed Clarissa on her lips, then slowly moved down her throat to her breast, where she engulfed Clarissa’s erect nipple, twiddling it with her tongue as she suckled.

Soon-Joo meanwhile came between Clarissa's muscular legs, spreading them wide. Clarissa's swollen clit and bright red tuff of pubic hair were soaked with juices released from her spasming pussy. The sexy concubine plunged her face into the fox woman’s pussy, devouring her pussy and slithering her tongue around her empress’s swollen labia.

“Oh, fuck that is it! That is what I need.” Clarissa moaned in pleasure as she felt herself rising to an orgasmic release. Her hands went to the two concubines’ heads, grasping handfuls of silky black hair, shoving their faces harder against her breast and pussy lips. Julri, in response, nibbled on Clarissa’s fully erect nipple, and Soon-Joo thrust her tongue between the Fox woman's pussy lips deep into her swollen tunnel.

“Oh Fuck! Yes, Deeper Ah! Yes!” Clarissa writhed and thrashed while the concubine held her down on the bed. Having had plenty of experience pleasuring her empresses, Soon-Joo knew precisely where her majesty’s sensitive spots in her tunnel were. Her tongue slithered around the moist walls, touching every spot, sending surges through Clarissa.

Finally, the pressure was too much to hold back. Clarissa’s screams filled the room as her orgasm exploded into Soon-Joo’s face. The Asian beauty lapped her empress’s juices as her pussy splattered Soon-Joo’s face with the delicious fluids. Julri intern gorged herself on scrumptious milk, squirting out Clarissa’s engorged nipple.

As their empress’s orgasm subsided, the two concubines slipped off their lingerie, exposing their wet clits. Julri straddled her empress’s face with her pussy while Soon-Joo straddled the fox woman’s belly. Clarissa extended her tongue up through Julri’s pussy lips into her tunnel. Both women arched their backs, moaning in pleasure as they orgasmed all over the empress’s face and belly, covering her with their pussy juices.

After smearing their orgasmic fluids all over their empress’s body, both women nestled up to either side of Clarissa. The fox woman, in turn, wrapped her arms around their backs, pulling their bodies against her. Occasionally Clarissa squeezed their breasts, allowing their milk to stream onto her body, mixing with their pussy juices which she lapped up, savoring the succulent taste.

She lay there for what seemed to be an eternity, nestled between the two lovely women before the intercom chimed.

“Empress Clarissa to the bridge.”

Her lusts satiated, and the fox woman pulled herself out between Julri and Soon-Joo. She didn’t bother cleaning herself off as she mended her suit and proceeded to the bridge, eager to serve her Emperor husband. 


Chapter 2: Becca

“AhAhAh,” A cruk elite hunter roared as Becca caved in his skull with her battle hammer. Blood splattered on her breastplate. Becca was decked out in marine battle armor, exemplifying her bulging muscles and curvy body. The marine next to Becca scanned her momentarily, checking for any wounds before smashing her hammer into the skull of a dying Cruk Elite hunter beneath him.

“We need to link back up with the Emperor’s Guard marine unit,” Becca ordered.

“Yes, second Empress,” the women said in the chorus as they formed around her. Becca often wished her marines were not so protective of her in battle. She had long since proven herself in combat. The redhead could survive contact with the worst of the enemy and dish out death, but her marines insisted on her protection, even acknowledging it as an honor.

Becca sighed inwardly, “This was to be expected.”

As the lawfully wedded second wife of Emperor Evan the 1st and mother to his 2nd and 3rd heirs, the female marines revered her with the reverence afforded to a goddess. She moved forward to find the emperor and his guard. They shuffled past scenes of mutilated Cruk as they moved through the grounds of the high Cruk chief’s palace. She had witnessed many such scenes as the second empress in the past few years but had never once shunned away. Even before the change as a drop pilot, she had never averted her gaze from the carnage of battle. She had always been a warrior at heart.

When newly bimbofied women began seeking to be claimed by men, they naturally wanted to prove their fitness to bear children through demonstrations of strength and martial ability. However, given their previous existence, none of the women understood anything about hard labor, martial arts, or warfare. That was quickly remedied with intensive military training regimens and drills. Becca began forming her guard from the best of the new female marines. All the women around Becca were battle-hardened veterans of many battles.

As they moved through the palace's inner sanctum, Becca found Her Emperor. Evan was standing before the Cruk High Chief. The Chief stood, his head slumped forward in supplication. He slowly raised his hand to his head, pushing off his ornate headdress, symbolic of his standing in the Cruk society, allowing it to fall behind him. Evan held the chief’s staff up, offering it back to the defeated Cruk chief, who reluctantly took hold of it. Behind the Cruk Chief, his wife and children bore expressions of relief.

Becca understood what was happening. The chief had accepted his defeat and had offered himself in a symbolic gesture to Evan in exchange for sparing his family and tribe from destruction. Evan offering his staff back meant the Cruk chief could keep his life in exchange for accepting Evan's supremacy over him. The Cruk Chief had wisely, if reluctantly, accepted.

Evans's personal Guard all let out cheers of victory. With the supreme chief of the Cruk confederation defeated the war was now effectively over. The Cruk chief was obligated to crush any Cruk tribe who violated Evan’s edicts. Evan most certainly would send forces to keep his new servant victorious in future battles.

“It is time for us to return home to grow our empire!” Emperor Evan proclaimed to his hulking guards, who answered the declaration with riotous cheers.

Becca’s eyes drifted to the massive bulge in Emperor’s crouch. “Yes, it is time, my Emperor.” The redhead beauty stared at the bulge with longing, as a warrior should not go into battle while pregnant. Putting an unborn child in danger was beyond moronic. So, she had only taken her Emperor’s massive cock up her asshole. It had been no less enjoyable, especially when he flooded her insides with his seed, but she longed for the weight of a grown baby in her belly again.

At Emperor Evan’s side, Becca and their guards walked through the destruction they had left in their wake during their advance to the palace. The High Chief’s capitulation was broadcast worldwide and across Cruk space. Cruk warriors pulling themselves from the rubble or being added by healers were all nodding in supplication as they passed. The war was over, and Evan was now the Supreme Chief in their eyes. None could challenge him. They boarded the royal drop ship, which Becca immediately took over the piloting duties of.

As they flew to the ship, Becca reflected on the past few years, following the conquest of the Lorena colony and its subsequent organization as the first world into the Empire of Mankind. Emperor Evan ordered lists of those worlds where the matriarchy had used military force to suppress movements to reintegrate men into society and those worlds hardest hit by Cruk attacks with an overview of their major industries. They were all centers of military-industrial production and possessed huge garrisons and training facilities for male soldiers. New Dublin was at the top of the list.

Taking over the colony had been a cakewalk. The governing council was desperate to defeat the Cruk conclusively, ending their raids. Many genuinely felt the matriarchy was corrupt and stagnant, and nothing less than a complete overthrow of the regime could break the matriarchy’s iron grip on power. Though…the prospect of revitalized youth, sexual libido, and being endlessly pounded by bonified male cock were solid motivators for many of the council women.

The conquest of New Dublin was very orderly, foreshadowing the conquest of the greater matriarchy. Citizens were given several days off while the transformation occurred. Once finished, the hunky horny men were turned loose from their barracks to claim the bimbofied women for their harems. After several days, life resumed for the women as gorgeous big-breasted bimbos under the domination of hunky men.

Becca introduced her Emperor to her entire family after the transformation. He quickly stuck his royal size erection up the eager pussies of both her mothers and all her sisters and their life partners. They were all pregnant with his children after their first fucks. It was an orgy against which she measured every other orgy in the imperial harem.

She brought the imperial dropship into the hangar bay of the battle carrier. She began picking up the faint sounds of enthusiastic cheers as the command and control communicated landing instructions. The women were overly joyed this decades-long war was finally over, and they were free to be fucked by their men.

The other critical military production and barrack worlds capitulated one after another without any combat. The conquest was partly aided by the complete ignorance of the supreme Counsel and the fact that with Lorena, no contingencies existed for compromised female officials. Every Daimyo was chosen from those few men who developed into alpha males on newly conquered worlds. They built their harems and staked positions in the new male hierarchy by demonstrating raw strength or putting rivals to the floor in bloody heaps.

In the aftermath, the emperor ordered new designs of purpose-built military vessels to replace the undesirable converted civilian spacecraft. As well as the conscription of thousands of women into the labor force to meet the production goals and schedules. The fact that so many women were expecting had slowed things down initially, but the populations had rapidly adapted to the situation.

Empress Becca stepped down the loading ramp of her dropship at Emperor Evan’s side. At either side of their path, marines and crew stopped momentarily to kneel as they passed. Through every corridor and airlock on their path to the ship’s decontamination, their faithful subjects kneeled in admiration of their achievement.

In the decontamination chamber, Evan, Becca, and their entourage had their hermetically sealed armored marine combat suits sterilized by laser sanitation sweep. They stripped naked for bio-scan and further sanitation screening. While the transformation had made their physiology superior to their previous forms, Empress Clarissa mandated strict adherence to decontamination protocol. Becca had to agree with her decision. They appreciated Zea’s gift to the human race but did not want to risk losing it in another encounter with an alien entity or organism.

Leaving decontamination and entering the biosphere, the male marines veered off to their barracks while the women followed Evan and Becca into the royal quarters. When Becca formed the female royal guard, she understood the loyalty of women of the royal guard must be beyond question. The only way to ensure their commitment was for Evan to claim them for his harem.

In addition to proving herself through rigorous training and demonstrating exceptional prowess in battle, each woman selected was inspected by the Empresses to ensure they were well endowed. As the women walked, their massive breasts bounced and jiggled, and their wide birthing hips swayed. Their eyes were fixated on Evans's enormous cock and balls dangling between his thighs. They licked their luscious lips, gripped their gigantic boobs, and rubbed their pussies as they stared at Evan’s supremely endowed God-like body.

Entering the royal grounds, Evan led them directly to the extravagant bathing complex. Evan's residences and ships had uniquely constructed bathing complexes for him and his harem. The bathing complexes generally possessed a massive pool-sized hot tub and a massive open shower room, which Evan used when bathing with his harem.

Passing into the great shower, they were greeted by Clarissa. She was standing naked in the enormous shower room, her body glistening with water sprinkling down from the ceiling. She stared at Evan wantonly. Like Becca, she reframed from having more children after her first pregnancy, given her responsibilities as a fleet admiral of the Imperial Starfleet. With the war over, nothing was stopping Evan from putting babies in Becca’s and Clarissa’s wombs.

“Shower off first, then we fuck!” Evan growled to his women.

Everyone grabbed soap and washcloths and began scrubbing themselves down. Becca scrubbed herself, getting in-between and underneath her ample breasts, up and down her legs, and deep in the dark crevice of her shapely ass. Her pussy lips were the last place she scrubbed, giving that sensitive area special attention because that was where her emperor’s shaft would enter her womb.

“Line up and bend over,” Evan commanded.

As the water continued to fall from the ceiling like a terrestrial rain and steam surrounded them, the women lined up and bent over, thrusting their asses and swollen pussies upwards in the air. Evan walked along the line of smooth, shiny butts and glistening pussies. Some of the women shook their asses, inviting Evan to enter them.

As Becca glanced at the other women, all excited to finally be bred after a glorious military campaign, she could not help but feel the tinge of anticipation of her pussy’s imminent penetration. Her hopes were dashed when Clarissa’s shrieks and moans filled the room, followed by the slapping of flesh on flesh.

Becca suspected the fox woman would be the first to be fucked. Evan always bred his women in order of contributions to victory after battles. Unless Becca slayed a High ranking Cruk warrior, rescued isolated units, or masterminded a great win, Clarissa tended to get fuck first. The redhead understood the reasoning. Clarissa was in charge of the fleet. The fleet always cleared space and established air dominance before planetary invasions. Clarissa let out a wail of pleasure, signaling Evan's cum flooding into her womb.

Becca smiled widely, knowing her turn was coming. She heard a pop noise signaling Evan had withdrawn his cock from Clarissa’s velvet folds. She spread her legs out more and pushed her ass further into the air, so her pussy would be in a better position. Feeling Evans's powerful hands on her hips. Becca braced herself.

In a heartbeat, Becca felt Evan’s gigantic shaft slam into her pussy. He penetrated deep into her cervix, stretching her tunnel walls to the limits of their endurance. A surge of pleasure shocked through her entire body. Her back arched, and she let out wails and moans of pleasure as Evan began rhythmically thrusting his cock in and out of his second empress’s tunnel.

With her pussy spasming in orgasms and sensing Evan’s imminent eruption, Becca squeezed her eyes shut and braced herself against the floor. Her Emperor came inside her cervix like a nuclear bomb, flooding her cervix with a gallon of his seed.

When Evan expended the last jet of his semen, he released Becca from his grip. He withdrew his cock out from between her pussy lips, trailing a then thread of cum. Becca collapsed to the floor, panting, white cum streaming from her pussy. She lay beside Clarissa as warm water continued to shower down upon them. Hearing the screams of another woman receiving Evan’s imperial cock, delight swelled up inside of her. “It will be so wonderful if Evans gets us all pregnant simultaneously!” she thought.


Chapter 3: Tamara

“They won,” Tamara murmured.

“It seems so, mam,” Captain Cho replied.

Tamara, as the only remaining senior matriarch not transformed into a bimbo, was the leader of the United women-kind resistance. Years before, she had been fortunate to be aboard a cruise ship on an inspection tour of the long-range colonies. She noticed something was amiss when colonies started going dark or transmitting odd daily reports.

She had diverted her ship to inspect one of these dark colonies covertly. What she saw from visuals and what she picked up from transmission intercepts stunned everyone. The women in the colonies were transformed into bimbos. The Marine garrison troops had all been turned into hulking buff men. The men were copulating with the women openly in the streets, and many of the women were pregnant.

Tamara had vacated the system quickly and contacted the supreme Matriarchal counsel in earnest, hoping to get ahead of the developing crisis. The council summoned an emergency meeting and debate. And debated. Some counsel women called for military action to sterilize the affected colonies. Other women rejected this, insisting on researching why this was happening. Debating and more debating. Meanwhile, colony after colony was falling to the advancing bimbos.

The Counsel reactivated decommissioned automated units and enacted a quarantine so research could begin. The robots were deactivated and destroyed by the bimbofied women using reverse-engineered Cruk energy pulse wave weapons. And all the researchers, even in hazmat suits, eventually yielded to the bimbos becoming bimbofied.

The council continued to debate, unable to decide a course of action. By the time they agreed on full-scale immolation of all affected colonies, the bimbos had arrived on Earth. The End came quickly as people were transforming in the streets, and the marines sent to restore order were themselves transformed and fucking the new bimbos. The final act of this disaster was when Tamara witnessed on monitors the supreme council transform into bimbos while debating on a course of action to deal with the Bimbo invasion of Earth.

Having remained on her ship, Tamara fell back to an isolated outpost and drew unaffected ships to her position. From their remote sector, she began investigating how all of this began. She learned about Elizabeth Griggs's encounter by monitoring transmissions and probing the council database.

Tamara led the resistance and their attempt to find a cure to restore women-kind. It was daunting to keep people fed and hopeful even as the situation became increasingly grimmer by the day. Several years had passed with no progress on a cure, the ships of the resistance fleet were overdue for maintenance, and women were becoming impatient, wanting action.

Meanwhile, Tamara watched as Emperor Evan appointed himself ruler of the Empire of Mankind and proceeded to wage unrestricted war against the Cruk. His Empire’s control over all the women's colonies was effectively consolidated, bringing them into total war production. His armies, armed with flashy new ships and weapons, annihilated the Cruk in every battle, pushing to their home world and demanding peace. By manipulating Cruk's culture, he secured lasting peace and Earth’s dominance for the foreseeable future.

Tamara secretly hoped the Cruk would find a cure for the bimbos, but that hope vanished with their defeat and her scientists’ inconclusive findings. No discernable contagion was found in any bimbos they used robots to examine.

“The Male Imperial fleet is returning home, mam,” the crew woman pulled up a holographic image. “We have been evading patrols because of inadequate ship numbers. With the fleet returning, the emperor will be stepping up their efforts to locate our fleet.”

“We are calling this…MAN, Emperor?” Tamara stared into the captain's frightened eyes.

“Well…I apologize, Senior Counselor. The defective!”

Tamara went back to the projection. “Yes, our fleet won’t be hidden for long. We will have to relocate.”

The captain changed the projection to display images of several worlds. “I recommend our plan of finding a suitable world to establish a colony upon. We can then begin properly refitting our ships. Perhaps even establishing a proper research lab.”

“If we do, all it takes is one bimbo entering the atmosphere, and we’ve lost.”

“We may not have a choice. We cannot continue in space forever.” The captain drop dismissed the hologram. “I will await your decision.” Captain Cho resumed her duties on the bridge while Tamara left for her office to contemplate her next move.

Running was out of the question. Her fleet wouldn’t make it very far without supplies or repairs. They couldn’t drift in space forever. She entered her office and pulled up the proposed worlds for the colony on her computer. She studied each world before selecting the world designated Sigma 9 and sending instructions to the captain.

Tamara peered at herself in the mirror. She had a white streak developing in her curly black hair and wrinkles developing around her eyes and lips. Her smooth, tanned skin was beginning to develop blemishes.

She felt so tired. She stretched out, stripping off her clothes and lying on her bed. The image of those handsome hunks fucking women in the streets entered her mind. Her hand drifted down to her crouch and massaged her clit until her hand was soaked with the fluid released from her orgasm.

She rested for several hours until the captain notified her the fleet was underway to Sigma 9.


Chapter 4: Zea

“Your Highness, the remnant fleet is moving from its anchorage and heading towards Sigma 9 as our spy indicated,” her maidservant said as they watched the screen. Zea had allowed the remnant fleet to persist for years, knowing it would draw all the remaining women not yet transformed to it. And after years on the run, they finally resigned to the fact that they needed to find a safe port.

Zea had long ago planted a spy in the remnant fleet. The spy kept her informed as all the unaccounted-for ships found their way to the fleet. With the war over and the legions of hunky warrior men returning home, it was time to transform the remaining women.

Zea rose from her golden throne in the great imperial throne room. Her enormous breasts squeezed inside her undersized white and gold dress bounced against the swell of her massive baby bump. Along her path, women bowed, displaying ample cleavages in their diminutive dresses.

The Empress looked up, admiring the grand ceiling artwork depicting men and women fucking. Zea designed that painting herself for the great and expansive throne room.

When her Emperor conquered Earth, he destroyed the old counsel building erected centuries ago. He constructed a new grand palace complex on its grounds to house himself and his massive harem. An imperial senate building and new government complexes were erected nearby. The palace was to be the sanctuary for him and his family, away from the dreariness of government bureaucracy.

“Prepare my royal yacht and assigned escort,” Zea commanded as she passed a fleet officer. He bowed in confirmation and relayed the orders. The palace quickly erupted in a flurry of activity as servants and concubines prepared for the 1st Empress’s departure.

In orbit aboard her yacht, which was more like a fancy battleship, Zea ordered her captain to get the Star Diamond underway. On either side of the ship, escorts took position.

“ETA is in 96 hours at standard speed in hyperspace,” the captain said as Zea entered the bridge.

“Excellent!” Zea peered into the deep void of space. It was almost over once the resistance was brought into the fold; she could focus all her attention on making and raising babies with Evan and her harem sisters. She patted her belly. Many of her harem sisters forewent having more children to fight with Evan to bring the war to an end. Becca and Clarissa had no more children since their first pregnancies, while Zea was in her third pregnancy. She could understand the pain they felt not being able to get pregnant. But the war was over, so now, their hiatus from conception would end. Evan would soon spend more time at home than on military campaigns.

Zea left the bridge to the yacht’s biosphere to set herself up in her quarters. Her quarters consist of a lavish estate house with gardens, large staterooms, and plenty of spaces for personal entertainment on long voyages.

Upon entry, her servants guided Zea to the living room while a hologram played an ancient film depicting a dashing male pirate and a beautiful, noble lady falling in love. Standing in the center of the room, three maidservants came forward. She had known Alexis, Sandy, and Adrianna women from the beginning and kept them as her lady servants. They all had developed a very close bond.

Alexis motioned her empress to the center of the room. She then came behind Her Highness, unzipping Zea’s dress, then pulling it down, exposing her gigantic breasts. When they pulled her dress down past her belly, it fell to her feet, exposing her white lace panties and matching stockings.

“Leave them,” Zea said.

They guided Zea to an oversized recliner couch, where she sat and relaxed. Alexis and Adianna came to either side of Zea, sitting on their legs. The two beauties brought their mouths down over Zea’s erected nipples, coating them with saliva and suckling the teats hungrily. Zea's hands traveled to their asses, reveling in their smoothness. Sandy spread Zea’s legs pulling down the fabric covering her wet snatch, then burying her mouth into her pussy.

Zea writhed and moaned in pleasure. Never in the thousands of years she existed as an ethereal entity did she ever experience such joy. She knew that in this physical form, she would eventually die and learn what lay beyond this plane of existence, but knowing she would leave behind many offspring assuaged her fears of the unknown.

The woman bit her nipples, causing Zea to arch her back and moan. She then felt their hands move across her pregnant belly. Sandy’s tongue was skillfully probing Zea’s tunnel while the blonde bimbo’s hands were gripping her butt cheeks.

“Yes, yes, that is the spot! Yes!” she wailed. A mortal life filled with pleasure was worth sacrificing immortality.


Chapter 5: Clarissa

3rd Empress Clarissa was feeling more satisfied than she had in months. She sat on her command chair on the Enterprise bridge as it made its long trek home. The crewwomen were livid as they had been doing long-awaited copulating with their men.

Her Emperor had given her a long-awaited reward. He pounded the shit out of her pussy and bred her. He had done the same to Becca and all his ship's concubines.

Now, they were en route back to Earth. The Cruk were defeated and subjugated, and the Empire’s space was secured. The only thing that remained between Evan and absolute power was being dealt with.

Evan’s arrival back on Earth would be a party worthy of an emperor! All of his daimyo would be present for the victory ceremony and the extraordinary parliament to address the Empire's future. There would be celebrations in the streets welcoming home the brave warriors. She licked her lips as the visions of millions of women getting themselves knocked up by hunky men filled her imagination. She wished they could have mass orgies in the streets. Sadly, things had settled down and become more civil. Society required stability with large numbers of children running around.

She pulled up a live image of the emperor’s location. He was reclining on a bed, an ancient film playing on the holoprojector, and a voluptuous woman with black curly hair and dark skin was riding his magnificent cock. It felt so good and so right knowing how many women Evan was fucking. She couldn’t wait to return to earth so Evan could put his seed in all his women.

Her thoughts shift to Zea and her plan to bimbofy the remainder of the women. They had known there were remnants of women traveling in starships or on remote outposts. Evan’s primary goal was ending the war with the Cruk, so he was unwilling to commit substantial forces to seek out the remnants. Zea, in turn, realized this could work to their advantage. Allowing the remnants to seek each other out, they would eventually accumulate in one place. In addition, the spy she planted in the remnant fleet kept the 1st empress up-to-date on their activities.

Clarissa licked her lips as she envisioned crowds of transforming women. Their newer, better bodies burst forth from the confines of their clothes. Huge boobs full of delicious milk and wet pussies ready to receive cock. All these wild thoughts drove her into orgasm.

“Helmsman change course to rendezvous with the royal Yacht.” She immediately opened a com with her Emperor. “My love, may I ask we make a detour?”

“You want to meet up with Zea as she transforms the women of the remnant?”

“Yes,” she purred.

“Go ahead!” he said, granting her permission.

Clarissa curled her luscious lips in a smile as the helmsman changed course.


Chapter 6: Lena

“Finally, I can get out to play,” Lena thought as she overheard her captors discussing establishing a temporary colony.

She had allowed the human females to think they had captured her for several years. She had played along, letting them perform their tests and experiments on her, though she had not allowed them to become too invasive. Several of the research staff were under her control, and she was eager to transform them into sex-crazed bimbos.

“The specimen is to remain on the ship,” a uniformed woman said to the senior researcher. “If we have a containment breach on the surface, then we have a colony full of bimbos.”

Lena grinned at the tall brunet sinisterly. That bitch was such a hard ass! She had wanted to dissect Lena; fortunately, the scientists under Lena’s influence insisted and correctly that cutting into Lena would not yield any meaningful information. Lena was going to enjoy transforming that bitch into a ditzy bimbo.

Mentally reviewing the plan, she would wait until the fleet had landed and began establishing themselves on the surface. Then, she would use the security window one of her puppet researchers placed in the security system to transform the researchers without setting off security. The new bimbo would change the crew, and they would proceed to the surface.

The Ship’s captain left the lab with the senior researcher, leaving Lena alone with the staff. One of the women came up to the window. “The Empress is on her way! She will be here in several days.”

“Activate our FOF system to recognize all Imperial ships as space debris. I don’t want them to know the game is up until their boobs are expanding and their craving for male cock is growing.” Lena looked into the brown eyes of the desperate researcher. “Don’t worry, Natalie, I will personally fuck you myself, then I will take you to the emperor, and he will make you one of his sluts.”

The researcher smiled and jumped excitedly.

“Just remember you and our friends must remain in character until then…. Ok?”

“Ok,” she whispered.

Natalie was the first to fall under Lena's influence. She was a cute young brunette research assistant. The young brunette had a secret fetish for muscular men and would have willingly become a bimbo had she not been on a research mission commanded by a strong-headed captain. However, it had benefited Lena as Natalie had seduced other researchers and crew, rendering them susceptible to Lena.

Each crewwoman Natalie seduced had fulfilled essential roles in her infiltration. The Latino communications officer set up a secret channel to update Zea. The leggy blonde medical officer had argued against any invasive medical exams conducted on Lena. The ebony-skinned bridge officer kept Lena up to speed on the goings of the fleet, the plans of the fugitive fleet’s leadership, and the progress of the Empire’s war against the Cruk.

Lena relaxed in the recliner chair in her isolation chamber, causally turning on the viewer to watch an old sitcom. Her hand drifted to her clit as Ethan's muscular physique and huge cock filled her mind. “Soon!” she reassured herself, “Soon!”


Chapter 7: Tamara

Tamara stood on the newly constructed command tower overlooking the newly built city beneath her. Everything was proceeding like clockwork. The prefabricated living structures were set up and ready for habitation in a few hours. Women exhausted from years living in starships were eagerly moving into their new houses and out stretching their legs. The male soldiers and construction automata worked together, getting everything built. Men were in the streets completing the city assembly as women moved into their new dwellings.

North of the town, the dockyard was being constructed. It would take a month to be fully operational, though given how much priority the ship captains put on the facility, it would probably be sooner. The fleet desperately needed an overhaul, and given the precariousness of their situation, the fleet needed to be refitted as quickly as possible.

Tamara breathed in the air, savoring fresh, non-recycled air. She looked across the horizon. Sigma-9 was only discovered several weeks before the male usurpation. It had not yet been put into the central database, so it was selected as a potential refuge. It was lush and green, possessing fauna and vegetation analogous to Earth’s early epochs. Insects proliferated the forests, with primitive lizards feeding on them and the vegetation. Nothing on the surface was threatening to humans. Despite this, the fleet council voted to set up colonies in the primarily bare plains regions with minimal environmental impact.

Tamara’s brown eyes scanned over the prairie. She would build a proper colony here once womankind had been freed from the control of men. The images of the bimbofied women flooded her mind. Their huge milk-heavy boobs were jaw-dropping to behold, along with their wide birthing hips and muscular thighs.

“It would not necessarily be bad if we cannot reverse the physical changes,” she said.

Tamara thought about the men. It was not their fault they were changed into hunks with big impressive cocks! It was this alien entity that had changed them. “Perhaps something should be done for them,” she mused.

Visions of big-breasted women with big hunky men next to them walking the streets of Earth’s cities appeared in her mind. Tamara smiled, “The men deserved so much for everything they have done for us. They defeated the Cruk and were working hard to build homes for the women of the fleet. They deserved so much from us.”

Yes, once women were back in charge. They would adequately reward the men not with painless death as was initially planned but with new lives in society. The visions of muscular men holding smiling children with happy pregnant women flooded her thoughts. In the back of her thoughts, a voice screamed out such thoughts were heresy.

However, Tamara was too enraptured by the sensations surging in her body to give that voice a second thought. It soon grew silent and was snuffed out by visions of hunky men fucking bimbo women in her imagination.

As her mind surrendered to debauched thoughts of sex, her body began its transformation. Her breasts grew massive, stretching out the fabric of her jumpsuit. Her hips widened, thighs thickened, and her waist receded, granting her a bell-shaped figure.

Desperately wanting a sexual release, she unzipped her suit, gripping her breast with one hand and her pussy with the other. They grabbed and squeezed her growing titty and massaged her swelling pussy. She did not care if someone below would see her on the balcony, so engorged was she in her sexual ecstasy.

“Senior Matriarch!” a voice behind her screamed. “They found us! There here we have all been exposed to….the…”

Tamara turned and locked eyes with her secretary, who stared at her at first with fear, quickly turning to lustful longing. They were soon in each other’s arms devouring each other’s mouths and grinding their pussies together.

“Everything was fine. This was how it must be,” she thought as she orgasmed in unison with the secretary.


Chapter 8: Natalie

Natalie stood at the airlock, waiting to meet the First Empress Zea. Her pussy throbbed at the thought of finally being inducted into the Emperor’s Harem. Her pussy ached at the idea of the emperor’s cock entering her pussy.

Natalie had been getting impatient. She desperately craved the big tits and voluptuous body of a bimbo, not to mention the satisfaction of a giant male cock inside her tunnel. She considered stealing a shuttle and eloping to the nearest colony when the order finally came.

She and her fellow converts deactivated the warning system and then gathered in the lab where Lena was held. Upon releasing Lena, she felt the change come over her immediately, along with the others. The rest of the women aboard were rapidly bimbofied. They then sent bimbos to the other ships in orbit to meet up with other converts to begin the transformation of the remaining crews in orbit.

A gush of steam sounded through the passage, and the door slid open. Natalie held her breath in the excitement of finally being in the presence of the 1st empress. As the doors fully opened and the figure fully revealed. Natalie and her bimbo sisters gasped in shock. Standing before them was not empress Zea. It was Emperor Evan himself.

Natalie stared at him in stunned silence, her pussy spasming from simply being in the emperor’s presence. He was fully naked. His muscles glimmered in the artificial light of the research ship. Her eyes darted, taking in his sheer magnificence. They stopped at his massive cock dangling from between his legs. Long had she dreamed of sucking off that cock off, but now she was looking at it, she was too stunned to do anything but stare and drool.

In a heartbeat, the emperor stood before Natalie, his cock fully erect. Natalie stared at his immense shaft, wondering if it would fit in her tiny hole. She did not have long to wait. He gripped her suit, ripping it off, leaving her standing in her panties that soon snapped from the strain of her wide hips and massive breasts.

The emperor grinned at the sight of her pussy dripping as Natalie quivered in a mixture of fear and excitement. He gripped her hips, hoisting her up, then ramming her pussy down on his cock.

The passage was filled with Natalie's screams and moans. Evan’s massive member stretched her velvet tunnel to the limits of endurance and penetrated deep inside her cervix. Her back arched, she faced the ceiling, and her eyes rolled back into her head. Evans pushed and pulled the brunette up and down his cock at a furious pace. All sense and thought were fucked out of her brain, leaving only raw carnal lust.

After cuming her fifth time, Natalie felt Evan ram her body down on his cock hard, and his grip tightened. She let out a scream as his cock erupted a torrent of his seed into her womb. He held her firmly on his cock until he gushed out the last of his load inside her. She then found herself on the floor clutching her pussy, trying to keep her Emperor’s precious seed from gushing out. Sounds of moans and screams filled the passageway as the other spies received the emperor’s reward.

As the last spy screamed in pain and pleasure, a woman came over to her. She wore a white and gold dress that hugged her body tightly. Her massive tits rested on an even more enormous belly. Her curled golden air spilled down all around her body.

“Your Majesty,” Natalie whimpered.

“You and your sisters have down well!” Zea’s luscious lips curled in a smile. “Welcome to the imperial harem, sister.”

Natalie began to laugh with joy.


Chapter 9: Emperor Evan

Evan looked upon the passing stars in triumph. He did it! He conquered the Matriarchy, reorganizing it into his Empire of Mankind, defeated the Cruk in a manner that would ensure peace between their species for several generations, and finally bimbofied the last remaining women.

“haha,” he groaned. Looking down between his legs, his gaze settled on Tamara's long, silky brown hair. She had been the last Senior council woman still at large. She had carried on a hopeless search for a way to reverse the bimbofication, not knowing she was being allowed to run free so she would draw all the remaining hold out to her. It had all come to an end.

Evan had found her bimbofied in her tower, grinding her pussy against her assistants in a desperate attempt to reach orgasm. He had, off-course, relieved her frustration by penetrating her pussy with his cock granting her actual sexual release. He gave the same mercy to her assistant. Both women were now part of his harem.

“I love the taste of your seed so much, my emperor,” Tamara mumbled as she swallowed Evan’s shaft. She worked frantically, moving her lips up and down his length, desperately wanting his cum.

Feeling himself coming to his peak, Evan gripped Tamara’s hair, keeping his shaft in her mouth. He let out a groan as he came into her mouth, coating the back of her throat with white goo. Letting loose his grip, she fell backward on her butt and got covered with Evan's seed as his cock continued to gush cum.

“It is so good,” Tamara moaned as she licked her hands.

Evan rose to his feet, leaving Tamara on the floor to lick up his cum. Departing the pleasure room, he sent a message to the female guards to retrieve Tamara. He entered the bridge where his second empress, Clarissa, sat on the command chair overseeing his flagship. The crew were busy performing their duties as they returned to Earth in triumph.

Before leaving Sigma 9, he appointed a Daimyo to govern the colony and an administrative council. The world was perfect for colonization, and they wanted it as a staging area for future expansion into unknown space. With a huge population boom, they would need more worlds for growth soon.

His eyes drifted down to Clarissa's toned belly. She may not have looked it yet, but Evan knew she was pregnant. After their victory, the fox woman got pregnant along with Becca and the rest of her guards in the shower. He grinned in pride, knowing they would soon have more progeny running around.

“We will make Earth orbit in 3 hours,” the helmsman announced.

Evan stopped next to Clarissa, took her hand, met her eyes, and smiled at her before leaving the bridge to the biosphere. He dressed in his most elegant uniform for his triumphant march through his capital. He reviewed his speech concerning the Future Plan for the attending Daimyo at the Imperial assembly. Once the politicking was finished, he could have family time with his harem.

Evan’s arrival in the space over Earth marked the beginning of extravagant celebrations. Victory acknowledgments filled the communications channels as his shuttle landed at the spaceport in the capital. He road, standing on a white tank with Becca and Clarissa at his side, through the streets, followed by the warrior women of his harem and the male Marines of his imperial guard as thousands of people cheered.

Glancing into the crowds, he gazed upon men of many different shapes, sizes, and colors saluting him, which he proudly returned. They all had harems of gorgeous bimbo women around them. Many of the men and women held children in their arms who looked up at him with bright wonderous eyes. Evan could not hide the swell of pride that lightened his face.

The Grand imperial council meeting went off without a hitch. Some modifications had to be made to the plan, but they were trivial. More importantly, interplanetary trade was reestablished, and the planetary economies were reoriented to peacetime production. All the daimyo were at peace and satisfied with their territories and harems. Everyone looked forward to a long and hard-won rest.

In the evening, the street celebrations died quickly as men returned home with their families. Evan entered the grounds of the palace, where he was greeted by a chorus of cheers from his hundreds of children, all eager to see their father. Zea stood at the center. Becca and Clarissa eagerly embraced their children, having been away from them for so long. A grand feast followed at which Evan regaled his progeny with stories of his adventures and victories. When dinner was finished, his women put their children to bed before joining him in his manor of the imperial palace complex.

In his grand royal bed, surrounded by his wives and women ready to obey his every command, Evan couldn’t help but feel content. He had started as a lowly marine destined to serve at the behest of others. He had no free will or control over his life. Now, the destiny of the entire human race was in his hands.

“From absolute bottom to absolute power! Not bad,” Evan thought to himself as he plunged his cock into Alexis, one of the women in his harem. He spent the rest of the night filling his women with his seed until the wee hours of the morning when he finally fell into a much-deserved slumber.
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