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Chapter 1: Evan

Evan watched through his gun site as the massive head of the lizard-like Cruk soldier exploded, spraying the wall behind him with a mixture of brain matter, blood, and bone. “That was the last guard! The bottom floor of the bunker secured,” He sounded through the mic of his communicator.

“Confirmed Master Chief Sergeant. Have your squad search the bottom floor for any intelligence or salvageable equipment, then report,” a feminine voice commanded through the com.

“Affirmative Command!” Evan responded before signaling his squad to proceed. His squad mates went through the motions by instinct, moving through the complex, searching through stacks of papers written in the Cruk language. In contrast, the data slicer specialist attached to his squad began slicing into the Cruk mainframe computer.

Evan stood back, observing his men’s movements when one of his soldiers signaled for him. Coming over to him, the soldier directed Evans into a room. He could immediately tell it was a laboratory, given his familiarity with Cruk facilities. He would have left it to the data slicers had his attention not been drawn to the containment cylinder in the center of the room. Inside was a swirling, sparkling pink light, unlike anything he had ever experienced.

He instinctively tapped on his commlink, “Command, we may have found something in the Cruk Bunker.” He turned on his helmet camera to send an image.

“Hold your position. We are sending down a science team!” his earpiece chimed.

Evan ordered his squad to take up defensive positions and stand by. Everyone returned his acknowledgments and did as he commanded. A tinge of emotion Evan identified as pride surged through him like electricity. All of his men were good marines. They were superbly disciplined after years of fighting the Cruk. Their loyalty to their matriarchal superiors was unshakable and unquestioned.

After an hour, the science team arrived. A petite woman with smooth pale skin and silver-blonde hair led them. She was beautiful, though the crow’s feet at the corners of her eyes hinted at her age. Evan identified her as Alexis Starling, the head researcher aboard the star battle carrier ‘Elizabeth Riggs.’ The women following her were even more beautiful, possessing bodies optimized through genetic engineering and decades younger than Alexis. Their form-fitting space suits displayed their flawless bodies perfectly. 

His soldiers were careful to keep their distance. While their loyalty to the matriarchal superiors was absolute, Evans and his men heard reports of soldiers getting too close to women. It was best they all keep their distance.

“Where is the specimen!” Alexis demanded. Evan motioned with his hand to the laboratory entrance. Alexis and her entourage rushed inside, pulling out their scanning instruments to examine the mysterious entity inside.

Commotion soon emanated from the room.

“It's so beautiful!” a voice gasped in amazement.

“Look at these energy readings,” another voice exclaimed enthusiastically.

“It must be some kind of energy life-form. What a discovery!” a third voice said.

“We’ll transport it to the ship containment facility for further study,” a commanding voice announced, which Evan knew could only belong to Alexis.

Knowing what orders would come next, Evan signaled the two designated engineers in his squad forward and ordered them to unpack their tools.

Soon, Alexis led the science team out. “Sergeant…uh…whatever! Pack that specimen cylinder for transport. We are taking it back to the ship!” Already ahead of her, Evan signaled his engineers to follow him into the room as the science team descended the stairs.

As the engineers prepped the specimen tube for transport, Evan couldn’t help being transfixed by the swirling pink light. It was oddly comforting in a way he never experienced in his life. Even as it was carried to the drop ship and on the trip to the carrier, Evan continued to stare at the swirling light. It was difficult for him to part ways as the science staff took charge of the specimen tube in the hangar bay.

As he reported to his barracks in the ship’s biosphere. He couldn’t help thinking about what he deserved from all these beautiful women for all the years of bloody fighting he had done on their behalf.

Evan froze at the barrack entrance, mentally reviewing his thoughts and actions over the previous few hours. Something was wrong, he realized. He turned away from the barracks entrance, heading to the nearest security hub.


Chapter 2: Alexis

Alexis gazed upon the specimen cylinder. Her eyes fixed on the swirling pink vortex inside. Their scanners' readings indicated a possible life form, but more data was required before confirmation. If yes, it would mean she had discovered a race the Cruk had possibly driven to extinction in their species' imperative to hunt for prey.

“Those fucking lizard bastards,” she said out loud to herself. At 130 years old, Alexis was one of the few women alive who had spoken to a woman who dimly recalled when men ruled the earth. Her great-grandmother had told her stories of street violence, terrorism, and endless wars when she was a child. Then, the great plague created by some deranged male scientists wiped most of them out, and the newly empowered female leaders declared an end to the male gender to stop the cycle of violence.

Womankind ruled with great wisdom. They united the world under a great female counsel and solved the earth's problems. Clean industries were implemented globally, sustainable energy was finally developed, and pollution was ended. Womankind solved the reproduction problem by engineering sperm cells from female stem cells, rendering males unnecessary. They eventually reached out into the stars, discovering and colonizing new worlds.

The future of women was golden until the Cruk arrived. They started with the distant frontier colonies disabling all computer systems and electronics with their pulse wave weapon, then descending upon the defenseless women, stalking them and killing them like animals.

In panic, the matriarchal counsel turned to old, forbidden records of men’s wars. Believing women were biologically unsuited for warfare, the decision was made to create an army of men. Things did not go well at first. No one understood how to raise males, but gradually, with research and experimentation, successful subjects were brought into adulthood.

Training and equipping the army was another challenge addressed with experimentation, research, and battlefield experience. Analog technology not dependent on computers had to be developed, which would be immune to the EMP weapons of the Cruk. Vacuum tubes and organic processers replaced the sophisticated AI computers in their fleets. 

They turned back the tide of the Cruk onslaught and saved womankind. But Alexis could not help fearing her society was regressing and that the current generation was being contaminated by male violence. She was determined to develop effective shielding for AI computers that could allow automated units to replace the males as foot soldiers of the United Women's Defense Force.

Despite her efforts, Alexis had made no progress in her twenty years of research and development. No matter what she attempted, nothing besides vacuum tubes or organic systems could withstand the Cruk pulse weapon. All silicone-based processors were utterly fried. Not even Cruk technology could withstand their superweapon.

“Mam! Are you alright?” Her research assistant’s inquiry broke Alexis from her train of thought. Shifting her gaze away from the specimen, her eyes met her assistant’s, which were full of concern. “Senior researcher Alexis. You have stared at that specimen for an hour! You did not move a muscle for so long. I was worried you were in ill health.”

Alexis brought her hand up to her head as a throbbing headache overtook her. “I’m going to the infirmary. Restrict access and suspend study on the specimen until I am medically cleared.” The assistant nodded in understanding before Alexis left.

Heading to the infirmary, Alexis mentally reviewed her encounter with the specimen. She considered every thought and feeling she experienced while gazing upon the strange pink light. It was as if something was probing her mind. A sudden spike of pain pulled her from her contemplation, and she quickened her pace to the infirmary.

As she approached the medical complex, Alexis found herself ogling a group of soldiers in their formfitting body suits and armor. Her mind filled with thoughts she never experienced before. By the time she reached the infirmary, Alexis felt a warm wetness between her legs!


Chapter 3: Zea

In all her years of captivity, Zea had never felt such joy. After years of confinement, freedom was within reach. The means for ultimate victory against the Cruk and her species' salvation was also at hand. It had been so long since the light of hope glowed within her.

Before the Cruk arrived in her home world, Zea and her race freely moved about in their ethereal energy forms, experiencing the sensations of the physical world. It had been a carefree existence until…they came.

The lizards were at first of no threat to Zea’s kind. Their weapons did nothing to harm her race while Zea’s people subtly turned the Cruk against each other in orgies of slaughter or preferably sex. It was all fun and games in their initial encounters. But the Cruk returned repeatedly, eventually bringing those accursed energy weapons and shields. That was when the killing started.

The lizards hunted her people like animals. No matter where they hid, whether in stone or flesh, the Cruk found them and ended them. Zea herself was to be killed, except they wanted a specimen for study and imprisoned her in this charged polarized cylinder. She spent years in that lab, watching Cruk researchers come and go. Their numbers gradually dwindled, and the anticipation of her ultimate demise began to creep into her soul, filling her with dark gloom.

The sudden commotions of fighting pulled Zea’s soul from the darkness, consuming her back into the light, and after years of only sensing Cruk, her senses were flooded with the sensations of a new sapient lifeform. The bipedal mammal had no shields to protect him from her influence, though Zea exercised restraint, not wanting to scare her potential liberator. He was an open book to her as he gazed upon her light.

At the end of probing his mind, Zea pitied her savior’s plight. An enslaved person who did not know he was enslaved, serving his mistresses without question or reason, risking his life every day yet receiving only contempt from his superiors.

The females of his species were as arrogant and vain as the Cruk. Their arrogance was so toxic, especially from their leader. The one called Alexis was the worst, radiating arrogance as the sun shines light. It did not matter; they would soon be freed from their selfishness and remade to create new lives.

In their ship’s lab, Zea reached out with her energy probes, exploring the great starship of her liberators. She marveled at their ingenuity in utilizing antiquated technology unaffected by the Cruk energy pulse waves.

Her reverence wavered as her attention turned to the minds of the inhabitants. The females, with a scant few exceptions, were smug to a fault, ultimately convinced of their innate superiority and contemptuous of their male warrior servants. The male intern felt only fear and loyalty to their mistresses. It disgusted Zea, fueling her resolve to enact her plans upon this species.

In the ship’s lab, Zea thoroughly probed Alexis’s mind, then gave her an excruciating headache, sending her to the infirmary along with unlocking some impulses buried in her psyche. Alexis did as Zea anticipated, suspending the study of her ethereal body.

Zea then turned her attention to the assistant named Sandy. She was a young blonde with a petite body. Her body was well sculpted, given her race’s advances in genetic engineering. However, nothing of her body stood out. She had muscles, but her chest was flat, and her hips were relatively small. She was fresh from the earth science academy on her first assignment.

Zea probed her mind further. Sandy lacked Alexis's iron will, making her mind more easily bent. Sandy soon packed Zea’s cylinder onto a cart and moved her to the biosynthesis lab as Zea instructed.

In the biosynthesis lab. Sandy transferred Zea into a culture tank filled with bio-growth nutrient solution and human genetic material. Zea immediately went to work using the raw materials to craft herself a physical human form. She vaguely remembered in her distant memories when she had a material body, but that was long ago, and that original form was ancient history. She carefully sowed her core ethereal energy into the DNA, then crafted her genetic structure to perfection.

After an hour, Sandy gazed in wonder at the figure that stepped out of the culture tank. Her silky, golden-blonde hair cascaded down past her shoulders in shimmering waves. Her skin was tanned with a glimmering sheen, and her titanic gravity-defining breasts were hypnotizing to gaze upon as they bounced with each step she took. She had a fantastic bell-shaped body with a tiny waist, wide hips, and long legs. Her entire body was toned with defined muscles. Sandy could only compare the vision of feminine beauty before her to the fertility goddesses of ancient faiths. Sandy fell to the floor, awe-struck as the figure stood before her.

Zea looked down upon Sandy with her pink eyes. Now merged with this new human form, her ethereal energy had changed. She could feel the primordial drive to find a mate, copulate, and procreate flood her mind. It was exhilarating to experience these emotions once again. She ran her hands around the twin mountains on her chest, caressing the saucer-sized areolas, erect nipples moving down along the curves of her bell-shaped figure ending at her pussy marked by a tuff of blond pubic hair. Her hands moved around her thighs, resting on her bubbly ass cheeks. They felt divine!

“W…What are you?” Sandy managed to mumble. Zea curled her luscious pink lips in a devious smile. “I am the shape of the future. A future I will share with you.” Zea bent down, guiding her tit into Sandy’s mouth. The blond research assistant began to suckle furiously.

Soon, Sandy’s body began to grow and contort. Her hips widened, and her waist shrunk. Her small breasts expanded into enormous mounds, and her hair grew down to her knees. Her muscles developed, becoming more prominent. The form-fitting body suit conformed to her changing physique. Zea admitted it was unfortunate one size fitted all for human space suits. She truly wanted to see Sandy’s sexy new body burst forth from the confinements of her garments.

“Mistress!” Sandy purred as she buried her face in Zea’s mounds and grinded her pussy lips against Zea’s clit. “I love you.” Zea stroked Sandy’s hair gingerly, savoring the moment of human sexual contact and the sensation of the ethereal energy emanating from Sandy’s body, signaling the completion of her transformation. However, Sandy’s pussy action became more desperate, and her demeanor shifted to frustration. “Something is wrong!” she cried.

Zea gave her a reassuring smile. “My body cannot pleasure you as you desire. You need a male cock inside you to experience true satisfaction.”

Sandy met Zea’s gaze, smiling, “There are thousands of male warriors on the ship and in the biosphere. Their barracks are at the edge of the sphere.”

“Excellent! But first, let us share my gift with all the women aboard this vessel. Let them all crave submission to males,” Zea cooed. She looked around the room, spotted a glass closet containing folded body suits, and sighed. “I will require clothing.”

“One size fits all!” Sandy cheered.

Zea soon retrieved a body suit and slipped it on. She found herself amazed. It felt as if she was wearing nothing at all. Sandy retrieved a device that triggered the fibers to stitch together, forming an airtight seal. The seal started at Zea’s pussy traveling up her six-pack abs. “Stop!” Zea commanded,” Her fiber seal stopped just above her areolas. She gave her enormous cleavage a bounce, “I at least want to display these.” Sandy giggled and undid the seal on her suit to display her newly grown breasts.

“Lead me to the biosphere ventilation hub; I can share my gift with everyone immediately.” Zea motioned to Sandy to guide her, though she already knew the way. They passed several research staff on the way out of the Science Bay. They were all entranced by their beauty. Zea and Sandy kissed them, sowing ethereal energies into their bodies and initiating their transformations into their new sisters.

The hallways were primarily deserted except for the night watch. Most female personnel in the science block returned to the biosphere for the night cycle. Both women leisurely strolled down the halls swaying their hips and asses, seducing and transforming the occasional female they came across. By the time they reached the ventilation hub, Zea’s entourage had grown by two newly reborn bimbos.

Zea proceeded to the air filter output. She and her bimbo sisters stripped naked and stepped into the flow of outgoing air. The current would have blown normal humans away. However, it was like stepping into a windy meadow for Zea and her sisters. Their hair pulled up into the current, and a pink mist emanated from their skin. They huddle together and enjoy the sensation of feeling their nude bodies in contact.

“My gift will be shared with all humanity, and a new age will begin for our kind!” Zea proclaimed in glee.


Chapter 4: Becca

“Fucking Shit!” Becca shouted as she wrestled with a bolt-on her pelican drop ship.

“Language Becca! Does everyone in New Dublin have a filthy mouth,” the hangar director snapped as she walked along the hangar inspecting the drop ships.

Becca rolled her emerald green eyes and pulled herself out of the maintenance hatch to confront her nagging superior. “Yeah, we all do. Fuck and shit are the first words our toddlers say, matter of fact!” Becca retorted in her thick Irish accent. The Director scoffed in derision before walking away, resuming her inspections.

Becca looked upon her transport in pride. She had always dreamed of being a pilot as a little girl, watching the mining shuttles come and go to harvest the wealth of minerals in the emerald system. New Dublin had always been an oddity. They had always been more hands-on, down-and-dirty than other colonies that rapidly conformed to earth culture and living standards. It was why they were consistently ranked among the black sheep colonies. They relied on computers and automation as little as possible. Their culture was a byproduct of being a neglected colony for nearly a century.

Becca ran her hands up and down her body suit, caressing her voluptuous body. ‘Your breasts are a little too big! You're too tall and too muscular! Why don't your people cut your hair? Why can’t you let the computer do the job for you? Why are you always cussing?’ Becca had heard every kind of snide comment about her appearance and behavior during her stint of duty as a drop-ship pilot. She smiled, knowing, in truth, they were jealous of her body and her freedom.

When the Cruk attacks began, new Dublin and other black sheep colonies took the initiative of building volunteer defense forces and rediscovering how armies were constructed and operated. The warrioresses of the emerald system won the first victories against the Cruk and led the first formations of the mother world’s slave army to victory, if reluctantly. The mighty women of earth knew how much they owed New Dublin for kickstarting the war effort with their hands-on approach. So, they permitted the emerald warrioresses to continue serving in combat roles even as large numbers of their slave soldiers were coming out of the Bio factories.

Sighing, Becca finished her maintenance work on her combat transport before packing everything up and heading out for the day. This stop on their year-long trip had just been another minor Cruk outpost—nothing the Marines could not handle.

At 28 years old, Becca had been at war her entire adult life. Even as the Cruk suffered one horrific defeat after another against the superior numbers of Earth force, they continued their pointless incursions. Many New Dubliners and their supporters had called for an all-out invasion of Cruk space to end the war. Instead, the supreme matriarchal counsel held to the pacifistic principles of their foremothers, forbidding any invasion of Cruk space except to secure their borders as was the mission of the Elizabeth Griggs deploying marines to secure border worlds in this sector.

Her thoughts shifted to that handsome marine, Evan-274. She bit her red lip as dreams of him sweeping her off her feet and flying away in her transport to some unknown world filled her imagination. The two of them would frolic naked on a beach together. Evan’s muscular form glistened in the sun, and his massive Warhammer cock dangled between his legs. A woman could dream.

Walking through the corridors of the carrier to the biosphere, Becca could not help scoffing, “Why couldn’t they build a purpose-made warship instead of putting guns on a civilian colony ship!” the answer was simple! “The higher-ups keep thinking the war will be over in a year; therefore, all the warships can be converted from civilian models so the government can limit its expenditures.”

She rounded a corner, stopping dead cold as two figures dressed in bio-containment garb stood over a woman on the floor propped against the wall. Becca realized her breasts were absurdly huge, as were her hips. She seemed not to be in distress, having a serene smile on her face.

“Keep back!” an authoritative male voice commanded from behind her. Turning around, Becca’s green eyes met the deep blues of Sergeant Evan. She immediately relaxed and regained her composure. “Some kind of Bio contaminate escaped from a specimen cylinder we brought back from that Cruk science lab!” he pointed to the crew woman on the floor. “It is causing some change in the women who encounter it! Keep clear of her.” Becca nervously nodded. It was not the first bio scare the ship ever had, but she understood the need to be on guard.

“Becca, I examined the Cruk files retrieved from the site. That cylinder had some energy alien inside, running loose in our ship. The captain has been alerted and is sealing the ship. But I believe it is heading for the ventilation hub.”

Becca’s eyes bulged, “Releasing an agent in the hub will spread it across the entire biosphere and eventually the entire ship! The captain can cut air ventilation to the crew decks of the ship. But it will not be foolproof. This ship was not designed for biocontainment. It was meant to carry colonists and cargo between worlds.”

“Can you lead me to the ventilation hub? The guards will automatically order me back to the barracks if I’m alone,” Evan said. Becca nodded in approval, and together, they headed for the ventilation hub, passing several more women in the throes of the transformation. Becca immediately reported them to biocontainment as they moved past. Running hard, Becca glanced at Evan, admiring his stiff arm muscles not concealed by his armor. He was so strong; given everything he had done to protect her and the rest of womenkind, he deserved every inch of her body. She hoped he was admiring her ass as they ran. Everyone always said her butt was a bit too big. Like always, she knew it was because her ass was so sexy like the rest of her body which was a showcase of femineity.

With each glance at Evan, her eyes drifted down to that big lump between his legs. Licking her red lips, Becca felt an itch in her clit that pleaded for satisfaction. Unlike most of the other women on board, Becca was intimately familiar with the male genitalia. She possessed black market pictures from the time when men ruled and prosthetic male penises hidden in her quarters. Such things were easy to get in the New Dublin red-light districts. She could not help fantasizing, forcing his cock into her wet pussy.

“We are here!” Evan yelled, snapping Becca from her musing.


Chapter 5: Evan

The ventilation hub control center had not been forced open. The door was simply available. On the floor, the technicians had their hands buried between their legs. Their bodies were utterly transformed.

“I’ll take a point from here!” Evan said in his authoritative tone.

“Okay!” Becca replied. Even in the best circumstances, Evan found himself grinning, something he hardly ever did. The redheaded New Dubliner had faired troops to and from the battle zones, often under fire. He knew few women willing to risk their lives and keep their focus in combat.

Moving into the ventilation block, they followed the path of open doors and the occasional masturbating technician sprawling on the floor.

“They went to the primary outgoing vent from the filter,” Evan yelled as they raced through the passage, arriving at the vent. Evan looked through the glass window of a maintenance door, spotting a group of naked women huddled together in the air current.

Evan immediately found the emergency shutdown for the air current, killing the airflow temporarily. “We only have a few minutes before the redundancies re-engage the airflow,” Evan shouted as he drew his sidearm and kicked open the door. He was pointing his weapon at the group of nude women.

The lead woman, a tall, gorgeous blonde with oddly pink eyes and matching pink lips smiled, displaying her perfect white teeth. “As you command,” she purred. The other women smiled and followed her as she walked out.

Evan looked over the three women following her. He recognized the shorter blonde as the research assistant, Sandy Baker. The Latino woman with brown skin, matching brown eyes, and long, wavy brown hair was Adrianna Lima, a botanist he had escorted on several planet-side survey missions. The Asian woman with black hair, magnifying lens glasses, purple lipstick, dark eyes, and pale white skin was Computer technician Mae Sook-Joo. She had been on several intelligence-gathering missions with him. They proceeded to a pile of clothing in the corner and dressed their nude bodies.

Evan found himself momentarily entranced by the spectacle of these women. Their bodies were unlike any of the women he had ever seen except for Becca and some of the other crew. However, Becca’s breasts and hips were minuscule compared to these women. He felt something strange growing in his crouch. Something he couldn’t explain was rising in him. It was wild and hot. He wanted these women but couldn’t understand why or for what purpose. He just wanted them.

“Evan! This is Captain Clarissa. Have you secured the specimen?” crackled his communicator, snapping Evan back to awareness. From glancing at the security footage earlier, he knew the alien had somehow assumed a human form. And it was the tall blonde. “Confirmed! And three were affected! They were standing in the vent!”

“Take them to the guest lodging. We are setting up a containment area for the affected. Please drop them off and rejoin your unit. We are in full quarantine locked down!” Captain Clarissa commanded.

“Understood!” Evan chimed into the mic. He then turned to Becca. She looked a bit weak but was still alert. “Lockdown is in effect. We will take them to the containment area, and then you need to go to your quarters.” Becca nodded in understanding. He then commanded all of the women forward. They all giggled among themselves as they complied with his orders.

“Fucking shit, what happened to them. I have heard of cosmetic surgery, but this is on an entirely different level. There fucking bimbos. Shit, I need my phone. My sisters back home are going to love this!” Becca laughed.

“This is no laughing matter! The life form took on a human form, and then it proceeded to mutate the crew. For what purpose?” Evan pondered.

“If you want to know, simply ask!” the lead bimbo giggled as she sauntered forward, swaying her hips in an exaggerated motion.

“That one likes you!” Becca snickered with a hint of jealousy in her voice.

“DO NOT! Say such things, Becca!” Realization hit the redhead, and she said nothing else as they continued to the biodome.

The guest area was practically a luxury hotel built into the biosphere. All starships built on Earth were almost luxury yachts, for that matter, and the Elizabeth Griggs was no exception. In the driveway, women in hazmat suits bearing the symbol of the ship's medical staff were busy corralling the bimbos like cattle through the hotel entrance.

“Good, you brought the last ones from the life support block.” A medical officer came closer, eyeing Evan. “Ah! sergeant Evan-274. Which of these is patient zero?” He pointed to the tall, copper-skinned blonde. “Excellent! We will want some blood samples from her for analysis.” She pulled a needle and syringe from her bag. The blonde bimbo happily complied, not even flinching when her arm was stuck. Blood sample in hand, she turned to Becca, “You will need to go into quarantine as well! Everyone who comes near the affected without protection begins experiencing symptoms.”

Becca frowned, “Well, at least I get to stay in a luxury hotel. Hey! What about Evan?”

“There has been no effect on the male units! However, our personnel are adequate to deal with the outbreak. All male units must return to the barracks until this crisis is resolved.” In Evans's opinion, the ability of his female superiors to quell the outbreak was overrated. But it was not his place to question their wisdom.

“Can he at least escort me to my room?” Becca plead. “I’ve been on quite a few missions with Sergeant Evan and…well, I’d like a familiar face to take me up. I’m terrified.”

The officer shrugged and turned to Evan, “Take patient zero and those three with you. Please put them in a separate room from Lieutenant Becca. An administrator takes a list of the affected and assigns rooms at the front desk.” Evan nodded and hustled the group into the hotel, with Becca following them. He logged the women in and took the elevator up to the 4th floor to their rooms. He could hear the laughing of women confined in spaces as they moved through the hallway.

“We have arrived,” Evan announced as he opened the door and hustled the women inside. To Evans's surprise, Becca followed them inside. As she passed him, he noticed her breasts had grown larger, her hips had expanded, making her curvy figure more pronounced, and her body seemed more muscular in her body suit. His eyes stuck on her swaying ass as she strolled into the room. Without thinking, he followed the redhead in.

Evan found himself in awe of the luxury on display in the room. It included a kitchen, bathroom, living room, and bedroom. The room's splendor was beyond the barracks he had lived in his entire life. Everything was so shiny, elegant, and colorful. He stood at the entrance, stunned into silence.

“This is a killer place to hang out and fuck for a while,” Becca cheered. Evan came out of his awe and shifted his gaze to the girls. The Bimbos were stripping naked in the living room. “What do you think, hot-stud,” Becca purred as she flung her suit away and then ran her hands down her gorgeous body. Patient Zero came up to her, gripping Becca’s massive jugs. “Your boobs are as big as mine, Becca. You’re so fucking hot, please stay with us.” They embraced each other in a passionate kiss, and Becca’s mutating body completed its transformation. Becca pulled away from patient zero, smiling joyfully. She undid her hairclip, allowing her curly red hair to tumble down her back, glimmering in the room's light.

“Becca…I think we should…” Evan’s mumbling was stopped when patient Zero placed her finger on his lips. She gazed into his blue eyes with a penetrating gaze of her eyes. “Do you want to know the why and the what of my master plan?”

Evan weakly nodded.

“I want revenge against the Cruk who destroyed my race, and I want my liberator to get what he deserves,” she giggled as she grasped Evan’s hand. “And what you deserve is everything, my love! Oh…and you can call me Zea!”

The other women surrounded him and began removing his armor and space suit. Evan was too stunned to stop them. The mental conditioning in his head said this was wrong, and he should return to the barracks and report his transgressions. Yet, he recalled all the battles he had won and his suffering.

He achieved so much in the 15 years he had served in the army of womankind. However, he never received any kind of recognition. He was sometimes given commands. He once commanded a battlecruiser for several weeks, but that token was taken away and replaced with a marine unit.

Evan wanted so much more. He wanted command of a ship, an army, a fleet, an entire world. Yes, he truly wanted everything, starting with these women! But staring at their naked bodies, he found himself lost as to how he was supposed to claim them.

“I know the female body is a mystery to you!” she guided his hand to her bosom. “We will teach you.” She smiled her pink lips reassuringly.

Evan felt an electric surge of energy course through his body, ignited by the sensation of Zea's breast on his hand. He was so enraptured that he did not notice that Becca and the three unnamed women had stripped him naked.

“Fucking hell! It's bigger than I imagined,” Becca cooed from beneath them.

Evan glanced down at his massively swollen penis. It had extended out from his groin area, and it was hard like the barrel of his combat rifle. “What’s happening…to me!”

Becca looked up at Evan with her sparkling, emerald green eyes. “You're ready to fuck, that’s what!” she giggled. Her gaze shifted to Zea’s pink eyes, “I’ve wanted this cock inside me since I first saw him get on my dropship!”

Zea smiled at Becca, nodding approvingly, then moved her gaze back to Evan. “Stand still and let it happen!” Her soothing voice purred.

Evan grunted as Becca grasped the hilt of his cock then he felt warm wetness envelope his cock. “UUUHHH,” he groaned. Surges of electric sensation jolted through his body from his dick as the redhead beneath moved her mouth up and down his cock. “UH!” he groaned as he strained to hold some building force in his cock.

Unable to hold back any longer, his penis erupted in gushing sensations inside Becca’s mouth. The redhead’s eye rolled back and fell onto her ass, pulling her mouth from his cock and leaving a trail of white goo. He glanced down, realizing the white goo was what was gushing out his penis, soaking Becca in a lair of whiteness.

The redhead seemed to mind. She was licking her hands and arms fanatically. An expression of bliss was edged on her face as she licked herself. “SHIT! This stuff is so good,” she squealed.

“I want some!” Sandy shouted.

“I want a taste too!” Adrianna cried’

“Don’t hog it,” Mae Sook-Joo shouted.

They began racking Evan’s white ooze of Becca's body. The moment it touched their lips, their bodies relaxed, and they moaned how delicious and favorable it was on their tongues.

Zea casually swiped some white goo on her fingers and placed them in her mouth, “MMMM…Your seed is truly divine, Evan.”

“My Seed?” he gasped.

She smiled, “It is what males use to impregnate females so we can have babies.”

“Natural reproduction!” Adrianna gasped. “The Supreme Matriarchy has outlawed that for centuries. It is a crime to even clone a male without expressed permission of the Matriarchy!”

“Fuck those cunts! I want to have Evan’s baby!” Becca shouted!

“Me too!” Sandy exclaimed

“I want to be the first,” Mae Sook-Joo growled.

Hearing the arguing by these women over who would be the first to bear his babies sparked a surge of fury in Evan. Why should these women whom he had worked so hard to protect dictate to him the order of whom he impregnated? That was his decision alone. “Enough!” he shouted. Everyone immediately fell silent. They fixated on him and waited for his commands. “I will decide!” His declaration elicited immediate nods and acknowledgment from all the women, and the matter was settled.

A sudden wave of dizziness came over Evan, and he began to stumble. The women frantically came up to his side, balancing him.

“Zea, what's wrong with Evan,” Sandy cried.

The beauty gave her a reassuring smile. “He is famished. His body is already Your Master needs nourishment and rest. Let’s take him to bed.”

“I’ll cook him a feast!” Becca announced. “If there is anything us New Dubliners know, it is how to make fucking good food!” She stormed into the kitchen, throwing open the refrigerators and pulling out packs of ultra-preserved food to prepare a feast. “Thank the fucking verse. Most women still like to cook their meals.” More banging came from the kitchen as she pulled out pots and pans.

Evan felt the women take hold of each of his arms, helping him to the bedroom. As they laid him on the bed, he found himself astonished by the softness and comfort of the bed. He felt more relaxed than at any point in his life. He was disturbed when he felt the sensation of a warm body slide next to him.

“Evan,” Zea said with her sweet voice. “Your body is changing. You need nourishment.” He was starving. He felt like a hole was burning through his stomach. He suddenly saw Zea over him pushing her tit into his mouth. Warm, delicious liquid flooded his mouth, and he felt his energy returning. Soon, Evan was aggressively suckling her breast and gripping her waist, pressing her breast tight against his face. Mae Sook-Joo and Adrianna lay on either side of him, stroking his rapidly growing muscles.

“I will have it all!” he growled as he gorged himself on Zea’s breast.


Chapter 6: Alexis

Alexis stared in disbelief at the images on the monitors. It had been 2 hours ago when Master Sergeant Evan raised the alarm of the escaped specimen. She had to give him credit for his initiative. She mentally beat herself for not realizing something was wrong after the lifeform’s glow transfixed her.

Upon returning to the ship, Evan immediately began crunching through data files and carbon paper documents, learning what the Cruk was up to in that facility. He quickly realized it was a lifeform, then pulled up the security monitors for the science bay, discovering the lifeform had hypnotized her assistant, using her to create a human form. He alerted the captain, who placed the ship under lockdown. When he discovered the mutating crew women, the alert was upgraded to Bio quarantine.

Alexis had received one hell of a chew-out from Captain Clarissa concerning her complete incompetence and utter lack of adherence to procedure. Evan, who was listening, pointed out that the lifeform most likely manipulated her mind and the fact procedures were not entirely clear concerning taking bio-specimens from planets or enemy bases. As much disdain she had for the male units for their violent and destructive tendencies, Alexis was thankful for Evan ending the chew-out, allowing them to address the crisis.

The woman on the monitor, a ship technician, Xie Shu, was in the throes of the transformation. Just minutes ago, her body conformed to the optimum standard of physical proportions all women in the adequately civilized worlds espoused for maximized productivity and social conformity. Now, her body proportions were grossly distorted. Her waist was tiny; her hips were wide; her breasts were enormous, and body her musculature had grown. Most disturbingly was her need for sexual satisfaction. She fingered clit frantically and cried every time she failed to reach orgasm.

“Mam,” an assistant addressed her. “Analysis complete on the blood of patient zero.” She looked to the assistant hopefully. “Her DNA is Human, though it is mutated. And we found identical new genetic sequences as the affected but..”

“No Viral or bacterial vectors. Nothing except variations of that energy signature!” Alexis finished.

“It's not killing anyone. It just turned them into…well…” she pointed to the monitor.

“Bimbos,” Alexis scoffed. “The ancient term is bimbos! Get back to work. Keep analyzing the samples.” The assistant returned to her monitors, and Alexis left the command truck. Thankfully, hazmat suits were shielding the medical personnel from the contaminant. Unfortunately, it was too late for the women in the biosphere. Women experiencing symptoms were popping up everywhere in the living area.

So many were affected, and the captain ordered everyone to their homes. The male units, which thus far showed no signs, were ordered onto the streets to gather and quarantine Bimbofied women. The main sections of the ship were sealed when Evan sounded the alarm, and thankfully, none of the on-duty crew showed any signs.

Looking upon her medical staff moving about the courtyard, the wheels in her scientific mind turned. Why were men not being affected by the contaminant? Why were only women being affected? None of this made sense! Unless. She returned to the command APC and accessed the laboratory's security monitor footage for patient zero. “It all started with her,” she considered. “An energy being. It was her. She was controlling the outbreak.” Alexis told her Asian assistant, Julri.

“How could she possibly be controlling the outbreak she’s been in captivity,” the assistant asked, perplexed.

“She is a life form we’ve never encountered before. A being of pure energy! Somehow, she is controlling it,” Alexis pondered. She turned to her assistant, “Has she been interrogated?”

Julri shook her head.

“Go to the room of patient zero. I will send questions for you to ask her on the pad. I’d go myself, but I want this to look routine so we can keep the mood relaxed,” Alexis instructed. “This is an interrogation.”

The assistant gave an affirmative nod.

Alexis was soon on her computer looking up patient Zero’s location as Julri was headed up to Zero’s room. Her monitor was quickly filled with images of the living room. All the women were seated around the dining table. They had got into the preserved food storage and prepared food to eat. This is a good indication they still had cognitive ability. However, they were all naked, displaying their bimbo bodies.

A flush of heat washed over Alexis’s body, and Perspiration quickly followed. Images of the nude woman caressing her body flooded into her mind. Her hands drifted to her pussy, massaging her wet pussy lips. The door was closed, and the APC soundproof, so she didn’t make any effort to restrain her moans of pleasure.

After an orgasm surged through her body, Alexis refocused on the monitor, where she received a shock. At the end of the table sat the towering, muscular male figure. He had to be twice as tall as the women around him. It was as if a god of old sat in the center of the room.

Her eyes down along his pectorals, stopping on a head of bouncing blonde hair Alexis realized belonged to Patient Zero. Her body moved up and down on the male figure's lap. The male had one hand wrapped around her back while he gripped a turkey leg in his other hand. Suddenly, patient Zero arched her back, and her head came back as she let out screams of pleasure. She lifted herself off his lap, revealing a massive erected penis covered in white goo in the male figure’s lap. White goo streamed out from the pussy of patient zero as she stepped away from the male figure panting with a look of exhilaration plastered on her perfect face.

A redhead woman quickly took her place. She positioned herself over the enormous male long shaft rubbing her pussy lips against his penis head before plunging her pussy down, enveloping his rod in her tunnel.

Alexis found herself in another bought of masturbation and orgasm. She couldn’t keep her eyes off the scene of sexual depravity unfolding on her monitor. She only managed to refocus herself when Julri saw the camera.

The research assistant stood frozen in place as the nude woman rose and approached her. She did move a muscle as they came to either side and began caressing her. Julia still had her hazmat suit and was entirely shielded from the surrounding environment, yet the contaminant somehow affected her.

The male figure seemingly ignored them until he came inside of the redhead. He then hoists her off his member, shifting his gaze to Julri. He rose from his chair, swaggering to the assistant. He towered over her like a giant looking upon a rodent. His massive hand gripped her hood and ripped it off, revealing an Asian woman’s beautiful face. Her black eyes stared up at the male in a stupor. The bimbos beside her immediately ripped her suit and clothes off, leaving her in white lingerie.

Julri’s body suddenly began to change. Her bra snapped as her expanding breasts burst forth. The rear of her panties disappeared between her ass cheeks as her butt grew. The male came forward, gripped her by the ass, lifting her onto his massive member.

Alexis killed the feed and sank back into her chair. Gradually, rationality seeped back into her mind, allowing the realization to set in. “Males are affected. Another monumentally cataclysmic oversight!” In her haste to contain the contaminant, she did not consider the soldiers to be ordered to wear hazmat suits to protect against possible disease. They had shown no symptoms, so she had assumed they were unaffected.

She scrambled for her commlink. Captain Clarissa had to know this ASAP.


Chapter 7: Clarissa

Clarissa watched the unfolding disaster from her bridge viewers with derision. Why was the specimen not cleared before being allowed onboard? Why was a sentient test not done when it was first discovered? Her tail twitched as she thought.

Master Sergeant Evan-274 had reported and investigated his suspicions immediately. He caught the contaminant before it spread through the entire ship, buying the bioresearch division time to rectify their blunder.

Clarissa’s tail twitched when she thought of Evan. She long admired the male unit soldier. Before his assignment aboard the Griggs, he demonstrated stunning leadership, taking charge of that battleship after the captain and the supervising women were killed. He commanded the ship brilliantly, completing the mission. The Vixen admiral left him in charge for several weeks until the supreme command ordered him relieved. In her opinion, it was gross misjudgment to cast him down to unit command. It was another example of the matriarchy’s ineptitude.

Clarissa exhaled as she relaxed in her captain’s chair and gazed upon her bridge crew at their duty stations like many of them were from the Vixen colony. Home of humans whose genes were spliced with foxes which was why Clarissa had fox ears on her head, claws on her hands and feet, and a fox tail protruding from just above her ass.

The colony was founded when a colony ship went off course and crashed. Too few people remained for a viable genetic base; however, a group of pet foxes survived the crash. Seeing no alternative, the geneticist spliced in fox DNA to ensure the population's viability. One hundred fifty years later, when Vixen established contact with the matriarchy, they refused to remove the genetic modifications because they had become part of their identity. Clarissa’s colony became another pariah in Womankind space. However, like New Dubliners, they quickly mobilized their population for war, developing alternative technology and outfitting their civilian space liners and exploratory ships for combat duty.

They had fought alongside the male units in the early battles, learning together and developing mutual respect. People in her world began talking about reintegrating males into society. The supreme matriarchy quickly crushed the movement as they began using their newly built military to tighten their control over the wayward colonies.

A chime from her com pulled Clarissa from her thoughts. She clicked the accept button, “Captain Clarissa, go ahead!”

“Captain, this is Alexis. The male units are affected!” Clarissa shot up to attention.

She already suspected the men were being affected by the contaminant somehow. It was why she decided not to allow male units in decks to go to the biosphere at the time of the alert. “Well, I suspected that. So, what is happening to them? Are they turning into bimbo women, too?” she asked sarcastically.

“See for yourself!” Alexis sneered.

An obscene image Clarissa had only ever seen in back ally sleaze shops appeared on her screen. In front of her gaze was an overly muscular and oversized male mounting a bimbofied woman’s pussy on his erect cock. Clarissa would have been shocked had she not seen ancient black-market porn videos already. What took her aback was that Evan was the male fucking the bimbo in her screen.

A surge of rage went through her, but not anger against Evan. She was furious at Alexis for bringing the specimen onboard. She was angry at the Cruk for keeping a dangerous lifeform in such a remote system they were assigned to sweep. Most of all, Clarissa is angry that she wasn’t the woman getting her brains fucked out by that massive cock of his.

“Have you found a cure, Genius?” Clarissa growled.

“N…No, we’re still looking,” Alexis muttered.

Clarissa cut the communication, then shot her hand to her clit, eager to masturbate at the vision of masculinity Evan had become. “Hopefully, the cure won’t reverse the changes,” she whispered after silently cuming. She reached to open a commlink to the male troops to recall them to their barracks, though honestly, she believed it was pointless now. They all probably had their cocks buried in pussy fucking women stupid.

“Captain, incoming Cruk ship! Battlecruiser! Oscar-class!” She snapped to attention. Oscar class battlecruisers carried large contingents of Cruk stormtroopers. Engineering analysts believed it was designed to capture enemy warships! “Red alert! Disengage all digital electronic systems. Engage Analog systems.” Soon, all digital computer systems powered down, leaving only the buttons and nob panels active.

Hoping the male units in the biodome were still lucid enough to fight, she got the intercom for the biodome. “Attention Marines! The Cruk have arrived in an Oscar class battlecruiser. We suspect a boarding attempt. Please report to barracks and arm yourselves accordingly, then proceed to your action stations and await further instructions.” She signaled the com officer to transmit the recorded images over the viewing screen broadcasting system. She then switched the viewing screen to the barracks and soon breathed a sigh of relief as the males began to arrive at the barracks.

Looking at them, Clarissa knew they had all been transformed. They were all naked and very muscular. She glanced around the bridge, recognizing her crew’s eyes were locked on those handsome, muscular men. Some of the women had their hands between their legs.

Shifting her eyes back to the screen, a shutter of pleasure from her orgasm traveled through her body when she beheld a tall, hulking figure at the center of the screen. Towering over the others was Evan. His muscles glistened in the light of the barracks and exuded masculinity. The other men made way for him as he approached a commlink.

When the communicator chimed in, Clarissa answered it without a second thought. She was ready to support her man in any way possible. She had hopes about what it may be.

“Captain! I suspect they are here for Zea, the lifeform we rescued from their prison,” He growled with anger in his voice.

Clarissa did not ask about who Zea was or anything concerning the lifeform; instead, she could only think of the Cruk. “What is your plan to kill the Cruk?” They all had to die. No more holding back or allowing to escape.

“Send out alerts that a lifeform has broken containment and the crew has been disoriented. Send a signal to the Cruk ship claiming biohazard. They suspect this is another feeble attempt to establish such diplomacy through mutual crisis.” He began issuing orders to the men before returning to the comm. “Do not fire on them. It will aid the deception. But have the gunners manually aim the cannons at their ship and hold fire until I give the order!”  

Clarissa grinned, her red lips displaying her fanged teeth, “They will think we are easy prey! They will not pass up a chance to capture a battlecarrier.”

He grinned at the camera, “You are very perceptive, Captain Clarissa!” Clarissa shuttered in excitement when Evan called her by name instead of Mam. Thought of him fucking her filled her horny brain. At that moment, the fact her ship was under emergency quarantine had slipped out of her mind.

They did as Evan commanded. The cannons were aimed at the battlecruiser, but safeties were held as it came aside the Elizabeth Griggs. The crank then deployed boarding transports targeting the dropship hangars. Clarissa relayed all this information to Evan, who turned and commanded her relay squad deployments accordingly. Without thinking of the contaminant, Clarissa ordered the seals opened between the Biosphere and the hangar bay so the soldiers could deploy.

She watched the soldiers squeezed into armor and uniforms that were stretched to their limit take up their positions as the truck approached. Clarissa did not bother closing the hangar doors, leaving them open and continuing to broadcast the biohazard signal. As each transport landed, Cruk, dressing in containment suits and bearing the logos of elite combat groups, disembarked and secured the hangar.

They seemed to be making a beeline for the biosphere and the bridge, but she was not worried because Evan was just waiting for them to be fully deployed. Clarissa only worried about staying out of the ship systems, which was easy. She watched as the lizards opened a blast door, only to be confronted by Evan and his hordes of massive men armed with heavy weapons, lasers, and projectile weapons. The Cruk were turned into bloody smears on the walls and the floors. It was as if they were being run over by a transport truck; they were killed so fast. Evan was at the front line, killing the lizard's shoulder-to-shoulder with his men. His uniform was covered in the blood of his enemies.

Clarissa could not help jerking herself off at the display of masculine strength. She was feeling so horny, and her clit was so wet from her masturbation. Glancing around, she realized her bridge crew were all staring at the monitors, their eyes fixed on Evan. She thought about how much they should all be thankful for Evan's hard work protecting them from the aliens. She could only think of one way they could all repay him.

The counter-assault teams resecured the passageways to the hangar decks, where they linked up. They took over the landing ships, disposing of the self-destructive bombs inside the transports.

“We are finished, Clarissa. Open fire on the cruiser,” Evan commanded. Clarissa ordered the gunners to turn the battlecruiser into Swiss cheese. It was rapidly turned into a drifting hulk by the Mac guns. Everyone on the bridge cheered, and Clarissa could not wait to learn how Evan would reward her.


Chapter 8: Zea

Every minute of her newfound freedom, she seemed to find new reasons to be grateful. As she strutted through the blood-soaked passageways, Zea revealed the gory remains of her former Cruk captors.

“Mistress, watch your step. I do not want your skin sullied by even a drop of the savage remains.” Zea glanced at Adrianna. The Latino bimbo expression was entirely of concern.

“They were nothing to me. So, it is no concern to me,” Zea replied proudly. She still burned with fury over the Cruk extermination of her kind, yet they granted her the opportunity to be reborn. As energy beings, they could experience life through others but never firsthand. And her species seemingly had reached the end of their evolution. They were no longer reproducing or changing; they had existed. The crank changed everything.

Zea was fortunate these humans had advanced artificial birth technology. It allowed her to build and be reborn into a physical body. Her species merged with these humans could thrive again, spreading to the vast stars. Humans, the females of the species, thought so highly of themselves, yet they turned to the males they looked down upon for protection.

She gazed at the human Becca, brandishing a battle rifle and taking up a defensive posture next to her. Becca and her breed of humans were different from many of the others. She had accepted her attraction to males as natural, even fantasizing about having sex with them. It was why her independent intelligence remained after her transformation, unlike Adrianna, Sandy, Julri, and Mae Sook-Joo, who tended to act dimwitted outside of their specialties.

Around them, bimbofied women cleaned up the mess and repaired the passageway after the firefight. A man claimed each and was utterly subservient to their men. But when the ship alert went through, they went into work mode and performed their duties.

Reaching the drop ship bay, Zea looked upon the Cruk boarding shuttles. “I am the hunter now!” she murmured sinisterly.

Looking around, she spotted muscular males picking up Cruk weapons, checking the Cruk corpses, and scanning for booby traps. Their battle armor and suits were stretched to the limit, covering their enormous muscular frames. Their giant balls and cocks formed huge bulges between their legs. They stopped for a moment, admiring her body.

Zea knew they would all be tempted to claim her. She was the original bimbo, and her well-endowed body was on full display. Her massive boobs were barely contained by a white silk bra that only covered her areolas. Thong panties that disappeared in her pussy lips and the crack of her ass. Her white stockings covered her muscular legs midway up her thighs, and she stood on matching white high-heeled shoes. She was thankful these women still felt a need to keep slutty clothing around.

The males did not act on their primordial inclinations if they were tempted. Evan’s scent was all over her body, marking her as his. They all knew Evan was the Alpha male on this ship, and none dared challenge him. So, they satisfied themselves by staring at her wantonly.

Zea turned her gaze, looking out upon the destroyed battlecruiser, reveling in the death reaped upon her enemies. She could not wait to reward Evan and that sexy Captain Clarissa for a well-done job. Thinking of Clarissa, it was time to share her gift with the rest of the crew. She left the hangar with her entourage following behind her.

Arriving at the barracks, Zea's eyes met the supremely masculine vision of Evan. He was completely naked from head to toe. His body glistened from the water droplets still on his skin from the showers. She felt herself cum from just looking upon his six-pack abs and pectorals.

“We are going to the bridge!” Evan stated firmly. Zea quivered with excitement. Evan got on the commlink to Clarissa. “Clarissa! End the quarantine and unlock all doors between the biosphere and the ship decks.”

“Of course, Evan,” Clarissa purred. “Please come to the Bridge. We need you…here!”

“Let us go Fuck fox girls!” Becca cheered.

The quarantine alert was ended, and doors were unsealed along with the ventilation shafts. As Zea and the rest of the harem followed Evan, the past women were already gripped by the change. Fights among males over women were beginning to break out, and some were having sex in the hallways. Zea admired Evan for not allowing the newly made bimbos they passed to distract him; instead, he kept his eyes on the prize waiting on the bridge.

When they arrived at the entrance, the bridge entrance was still sealed. Zea turned to Evan, finding his expression unphased. He instead activated his intercom and waited for a reply. “I have been waiting for you. I wanted to be here when I change,” the captain purred over the com-link.

Zea smiled with anticipation. Captain Clarissa was a rare woman like Becca who desired a male above her to pound her pussy into submission. Given Clarissa’s position as captain of the ship, she was a game-change catch. The door slid open, and they stepped through the threshold.

The women on the bridge were all seated, panting from their masturbation. Clarissa swiveled her chair, facing them at the entrance. Her boobs and hips were beginning to grow along with the rest of her body. Zea licked her lips in anticipation of what was about to happen,

Evan stepped up to the fox woman, his cock standing to attention as he drew closer to his prize. He gripped the edges of her suit and then tore it apart, exposing her torso and pussy. He grabbed her hips, lifted her, and sat on the chair. He lowered Clarissa onto his cock, causing the fox woman to squeal in delight. It seemed closer proximity to the male accelerated Clarissa’s transformation as her tunnel was able to accommodate Evan’s enormous cock.

Zea found her pussy inflamed by the obscene display. She turned to Sandy and Julri to her right. “Suck my tits!” Zea commanded as she pulled down her bra, allowing her massive breasts to burst forward. The two bimbos eagerly complied, taking Zea’s nipples into their mouths. Zea gripped the backs of their heads, pressing their beautiful faces into her breasts. “By the stars! This feels so exhilarating! Yes, suck my tits, you adorable whores,” Zea moaned.

“Oh fuck!” Becca groaned from beside her.

Zea glanced over at the lovely redhead. One of the bridge officers stripped naked and buried her face in Becca’s clit. Next to the redhead on the floor, Adrianna and another bride officer had their faces buried in each other’s pussies. She could see the Latino’s tongue extended into the fox woman’s folds.

A roar thunders through the bridge as Evans's seed erupts into Captain Clarissa. This elicited orgasms and moans of pleasure from every woman on the bridge. Even found her pussy spasming in orgasm.

“Oh…Shit,” she cried as an orgasm surged through her body. She felt the sudden sensation of warm moisture in her cum in her panties.

Silence quickly descended upon the room as everyone came down from their orgasms. A communicator chime suddenly broke it. 

Zea peered at the communication board, where a light flashed, indicating the transmission originated from the Hotel in the biosphere. She immediately recalled senior researcher Alexis was still locked in her command APC parked at the Hotel. She grinned sinisterly. It was time to reward her liberator.


Chapter 9: Alexis

When the Cruk arrived, Alexis was sure they were doomed. The Cruk only took prisoners so they could feed on live flesh. She had huddled in the corner of the APC in utter terror, though her eyes remained glued to her monitors watching the unfolding disaster. She doubted the males would obey Clarissa if she tried to order them into action.

The captain’s voice over the intercom and the images she transmitted deepened her sense of doom. Then, the APC surveillance cameras displayed pictures of Evan running out of the hotel.

Curiosity overwriting her gloom, Alexis got up and accessed the remote monitor feed. Men, all of them butt-naked and overly muscular, were heading for the barracks. Bimbofied women, all naked and dripping white goo from their pussies were also leaving their dwellings to their battle stations. Alexis was relieved and aroused by the unfolding scenes.

Alexis switched the video feeds to the passageways, watching the Cruk get massacred and the subsequent destruction of the Cruk battleship. She was relieved beyond words the men still responded to orders.

Then, to her utter shock, Alexis watched as the captain ended the quarantine, allowing the contaminant to spread across the entire ship. She accessed the bridge monitors, managing a combination of morbid and aroused fascination as Clarissa surrendered herself entirely to Evan. She could not keep her eyes off Evans’s massive cock as the captain’s wet pussy moved up and down its extended length. She huddled back in the corner, her imagination fixed on the vision of Evan’s masculine body and monstrous cock and frantically fingering her clit in a hopeless effort to satisfy her growing need for sexual stimulation. As hard as she tried to resist, Alexis was succumbing to the growing desire for cock.

Thinking of Evan, Alexis thought of all the times she had causally dismissed him after doing so much to protect her and the other women. “Of course, he deserves to own my pussy…No! This isn’t right…it isn’t!” Alexis’s mind went back and forth between her old selfish self, which was withering away, and her new self, which only wanted to please her man.

“Alexis!” a commanding voice sounded from the intercom.

Alexis immediately rose to her feet, standing at attention. She even managed to force her hand away from her aching clit.

“Open the door!” Evan growled through the comm.

No! She could not open the door. She would be exposed like the others. But…What was the point now? The entire ship was told, and Evan could quickly enter the APC with the captain’s command codes. Captain Clarissa! Alexis wanted to bounce up and down on Evan’s cock just like Clarissa had on the bridge. Her last hint of resistance faltered; Alexis hesitantly unlocked and slid open the door.

Evan's powerful muscular form stood towering above her at the entrance. Alexis's eyes darted up and down his magnificently sculpted body, taking every perfectly defined muscle and crevice. Her eyes finally stopped at his titanic cock and balls dangling from between his muscular legs dripping cum from the tip. Alexis stared at that cock, her mouth open, drooling, forgetting breath in stupor.

“It's alright, Alexis. Just breathe in deep and let all your reservations go!”  Alexis’s eyes darted to a tall blonde bimbo beside Evan, who immediately identified as patient zero. She smiled down at her. The senior researcher could not help but obey, breathing deeply.

Alexis felt an extraordinary sense of tranquility sweeps over her consciousness. It was unlike anything she had ever felt, putting her mind at ease.

She returned her gaze to Evan’s enormous. “I need it inside me,” she thought. But the logical part of her brain, still functioning, knew it would turn her insides out if he tried to thrust his Warhammer into her. She continued staring at his enormous member longingly.

“Come to me, Alexis!” Alexis turned to patient zero, whose arms were outstretched. “Come partake my milk!” Her clothes were tight, signaling the beginning of her transformation, making stepping into patient Zero’s waiting arms somewhat awkward.

The instant Alexis reached patient Zero’s embrace, the blonde bimbo pressed Alexis’s mouth over her large erected nipple. Alexis suddenly experienced the delicious taste of warm liquid contacting her taste buds. It filled her body with warmth and blissful pleasure. She wrapped her arms around patient Zero’s neck, pressed face hard against her boob, greedily suckling as much tasty milk as she could.

Alexis felt her body being swept off her feet by arms as she suckled, but she gave it no mind. As she nursed, her body grew and changed into her new, glorious bimbo form. Her breasts expanded to gigantic boobs, her hips widened, and she developed a bell-shaped waist. As her body transformed, Alexis was gratified by the sensual sensations coursing through her body.

Her bliss was broken when the nipple popped out of her mouth as her body was laid on a soft bed. Alexis shot, searching her surroundings and seeing herself in a mirror opposite the bed.

“I’m Beautiful,” Alexis purred.

Her platinum hair was long and silky smooth. Her skin was shimmering pale white without a single wrinkle or blemish. Her body was toned and muscular. Most importantly, her pussy was large enough, and her hips wide enough to handle Evan's cock.

“You’re ready, Alexis!” Patient Zero moaned from beside the bed.  Alexis glanced at her briefly, but she pointed to the bedroom entrance.

Evan stood on the threshold of the bedroom, completely naked, staring hungrily at Alexis’s body. On his arms at his sides were Becca and Clarissa, both fully bimbofied, looking upon her excitedly. Their pussies were dripping with Evan’s cum. Evan pushed the two away and sauntered forward, his massive cock swaying side to side with each of his steps.

Alexis licked her upper lip and leaned back on the bed. She spread her legs wide, displaying her swollen pussy lips. Her eyes widened in astonishment as Evan's long shaft stood to full attention, the tip already dripping precum. He stopped at the foot of the bed, then moved himself over her.

Alexis was breathing hard in anticipation. Her enormous mounds were moving up and down with each of her inhalations. Her nipples were gushing milk which streamed down her vast boobs pooling on her tummy before streaming down to her pussy. Her sparkling blue eyes locked on his ace. Suddenly, she felt weak, small, and insignificant as this god of masculinity looked down upon her.

“Soon, you will be mine! You will bear me many babies, Alexis!” His face contorted into a wide grin as he moved his massive muscular body above Alexis. Her perky tits pressed against his large pectoral muscles, and she could feel his exhalations on her face. Alexis wrapped her arms around his back, digging her fingernails into his skin and wrapping his legs around his waist to bind their bodies firmly together.

The Head of Evan’s massive cock nudged against the lips of Alexi’s pussy, sending surges of arousal through her body. She knew what would happen and was entirely resigned to her fate.

“Please give it to me!” Alexis pleaded. “I want to be your breeding whore.”

Evan thrust his cock deep into her velvet tunnel. Alexis arched her back and screamed ceiling from the sensation of his entry. His cock stretched her tunnel to its absolute limit of tolerance. He pushed cock deep inside her body, penetrating her uterus.

“AHAhAh,” she screamed as Evan pushed and pulled his massive Warhammer in and out of Alexis’s tunnel. She tightened her arms and legs around his body, digging her fingernails deeper into his back. Her body writhed with each of his thrusts, and she filled the room with her screams of pleasure.

Evan continued thrusting his cock in and out of the platinum-blonde bimbo. Alexis twisted and turned beneath him, her pussy spasming orgasms. Her breasts heaved with each of his thrusts and gushing milk, which was brushed onto Evan’s chest and abdominal muscles as his body moved back and forth with his penetrations.

Alexis's folds made feeble attempts to constrict around Evan’s massive cock. But it only seemed to incite his cock to swell larger. It filled her with pleasure and bliss she had no words to describe.

Evan grunted and growled, and his thrusts slowed, though he was putting power into his penetrations.

“This is it!” she realized. “The moment I will receive his semen and hopefully conceive his child!”

“I am cuming!” Evan roared. He made one powerful thrust penetrating the uterus, and it happened. Alexis felt his cock shoot off globs of his warm seed into her womb. She could feel her belly expand from the sheer volume he was unloading into her. It was so much Alexis feared momentarily her stomach would explode, but her fears were wavered when Evan withdrew his cock, still shooting his pearly white cum.

Evan brought his still-gushing cock over Alexis. His white goo soaked her belly, breasts, and face. Alexis eagerly opened their mouth wide, catching white globs in her mouth and swallowing down her throat.

When Evan’s ejaculations finally subsided. Alexis ran her hands across her breasts, abdomen, and face, rubbing Evan’s semen into her skin. She periodically brought her hands up, licking them clean of delicious cum.

Alexis felt her body move into its final change to conform to Evan’s fuck slut, and she never felt happier in her life!


Chapter 10: Evan

He stood atop a cliff, gazing upon a vast field beneath him. Women, all of them bimbos, crowded the area to the base of the cliff, calling his name and arms outstretched to him. There are women of every color and nationality in the horde. And they were all naked!

The Throngs of naked women were all looking up at him, excitement and lust edged in their faces. They bounded up and down, their vast breasts bouncing and slapping together in rhythm. He could also make out bouncing buttocks. The sheer display of female nudity gave him a mega erection that could hold him back.

His roar filled the sky as he came, dousing the throngs beneath him with his semen.

Evan’s eyes shot open, filled with the mural of white toga women extending their arms into the stars. He rose his head above the horizon of his rock-hard pectoral muscles. His two Asian beauties, Mae Sook-Joo and Julri were taking turns sucking his fully erected cock. Their faces and black silk hair were covered in his white goo.

As Mae Sook-Joo was taking her turn sucking on Evan’s cock, Julri was sitting on her legs licking his seed of her hand while smearing it all over her tits and heavily pregnant belly.

Julri's back eyes met Evan’s blues. Both of her hands went to her massive tits. She squeezed them, causing her nipples to gush milk that streamed down her skin and around her baby bump.

Evan licked his lips in hunger. He turned to either side of him. Zea and Becca, both heavily pregnant, were still fast asleep in his arms. Becca’s arm was over his chest. Sandy was cuddled beside Becca, and Adrianna rested on Zea’s breast.

Evan pulled his massively muscular arms from the sleeping women, rising to face the Asian bimbos. He gripped Julri, pulling her to him and enveloping her erect nipple in his mouth. Warm, delicious milk flowed down into his stomach. Evan discovered their milk made him more significant and robust as he claimed more women.

“UhUhUh,” he groaned as his cum erupted into Racheal’s mouth. She was backward on the bed, gulping down her mouth full of semen.

It was the beginning of the day cycle, and as much as he enjoyed fucking his women, Evan had an army to run. He rose from the bed, allowing Racheal and Julri to curl up with their sisters.

Once the battle ended and the last women bimbofied, Evan established the new pecking order aboard the ship. There were fights among the men as they began battling each other over women and dominance.

He was the most potent male on the ship and had no limits to how powerful he could achieve or how many women he could claim. All the other males had limits on how many women they could claim and how strong they could become. They were what Zea called beta males. They could only claim between 5 and 8 women at most before they began to strain their bodies.

“It was part of the reason I wanted you, my love!” She had whispered one night after a round of fucking. “I felt your potential as a powerful Alpha male.”

The ship had a complement of 5,000 male marines and 24,000 female crew, so there were plenty of women to go around for the newly transformed men. But fights continued as men struggled to fill their harems and establish their positions in the hierarchy.

Evan had led them to victory against Cruk in many battles. This was why they fell behind him during the Cruk attack. However, afterward, he still had to demonstrate his power against the others to establish his position as the Alpha male. This did not take long, though after leaving several large beta males on the ground bruised and bloody, his rule as Alpha was unquestioned.

When Zea, Clarissa, and Becca came forward to give Evan his victory kisses, he noticed the beta males parting way for them and bowing to them in supplication. They did not show such respect to other females in his harem, not even Alexis. Zea explained that their willing acceptance of the change allowed their development into omega females. They were the female versions of Alphas able to exert dominance over betas when strong Alphas claimed them. This worked out well for Evan because it allowed Clarissa to continue commanding the ship without Evan’s supervision.

Evan descended the stairs from the hotel stateroom to the dining hall, where Sara ate breakfast. Her copper smooth skin and light blonde hair glistened in the artificial light pouring through the glass ceiling of the dining hall.  She wore a pale pink flower embroidered silk bathrobe that showcased her bubbly ass cheeks. As she leaned forward, preparing the plates. Evan had found her hiding in a bakery as the clean-up of the bio-sphere began. Her exotic looks and virgin pussy made her irresistible to Evan.  

“Something smells good!” He even cheered as he stopped behind the blonde Latino beauty. She stood up and turned around, facing him. Her rob was wide open, displaying her ample breasts, large baby bump, and thatch of blonde pubic hair.

She smiled at him, “Bacon, eggs, waffles, grits! The breakfast of rulers, Emperor Evan.”

Clarissa and Evan had agreed he required a rank that denoted his superior standing over Clarissa. They consulted historical texts, reviewing many titles until settling on Emperor Evan.

Evan seated himself and began devouring the feast before him. Sara sat on his lap, gyrating her butt on his cock while helping herself to the feed.

After eating his fill and blowing loads of his semen up Sara’s asshole, Evan left her for the feast. He passed Zea, Becca, and his other women as they headed to the dining room.

Evan gave his women kisses and their baby belly gentle pads as they passed him on his way to get dressed. Garbing his uniform, Evan proceeded through the town in the biosphere on his way to the bridge. Men walk about, followed by their women. Most men wore size-up uniforms in varying states of stylishness to denote their social ranks. Women mostly wore lingerie, bikinis, and skimpy outfits showcasing beautiful bodies. Causal sex on benches and under trees was common. No one spared a second glance if a woman was sucking a man’s cock while he relaxed on a bench or laid out under a tree. It was customary in their new society.

There were far fewer displays of evil in the passageways and corridors of the ship. Women and men went about their work garbed in jumpsuits and a more business-like manner, though the women had their zippers down to display their vast cleavages. They were required to keep the ship functioning normally. However, there were particular areas where men could have a quick fuck with their women when the urge hit them.

Clarissa was seated on her captain’s chair on the bridge, reading a data pad. As Evan entered, she turned, rising from her chair to greet him by pressing her massive breasts against his body and giving him a passionate kiss. She then directed his attention to the holo-map projector table displaying their destination. Evan’s face took on a severe expression.

After implementing the new order of male rule on the Elizabeth Griggs, they sent a report to the high command detailing their acquisition of the specimen from the Cruk outpost and the subsequent attack by the battleship. They omitted the parts where the model broke free, mutating the female crew into subservient bimbos and the men into domineering hunks.

At first, the high command ordered them to proceed with the mission. However, several more Cruk warships were encountered over the last few weeks searching for the star carrier, and listening outposts detected increased communications traffic concerning their ship. With the women aboard all beginning to show signs of pregnancy, Evan was increasingly reluctant to risk further encounters with the Cruk.

To his relief, High command called off the mission, ordering the carrier to divert to the distant colony Lorena. It was a recently terraformed world with a substantial military presence in the solar system, a large population of female settlers, and a bio-research satellite. It was far from the border of Cruk Space and somewhat remote.

Evan, Clarissa, Zea, and Becca agreed Lorena's colony was ideal for their plans. They got away from Cruk space quickly, then assumed a leisurely speed in the women's room to plan their takeover of Lorena. Alexis was put to work studying the transformative energy. Evan and Becca devised a plan to claim the marines and crew aboard the warships and space stations.

“We will arrive in several days. Becca will take Zea to the primary station, where we are expected to deliver her specimen cylinder. We deliver a fake to the station where we will convert the senior officers. The males have no contingency directives for compromised women. They will obey their commands without question.” Evan smiled sinisterly. “Once they are converted. I will order them to put the planetary garrison on invasion alert! The male troops will follow standard defense procedures and deploy in all major population and strategic centers. That is when we will send landing squads all over the planet. Alexis determined that our men and women can radiate energy in a 100-mile radius.”

“All those beautiful women will have strong hulking men to fuck their pussies once they have transformed,” Clarissa giggled. “It will be so beautiful.”

“Yes! it will.” Evan pulled up an image of the colonial capital, “Once we have secured control of the orbital fleets and facilities, I and a company of marines will land at the senate building to begin asserting my dominion over the colony.”

“You’re so hot when you plan your conquests!” Clarissa moaned. She unzipped her skin-tight suit revealing her glorious breasts and wet clit. Evan felt his erection grow in his suit. He spotted the conference room to the left, converted to a Pleasure room.

“Go to the Pleasure room. I’ll be with you in a minute,” he growled.

Clarissa smiled and headed into the Pleasure room, her fox tail swaying excitedly behind her.

Evan looked around the room, spotting a brown-haired vixen. “You!” he pointed to her. “Get up and come with me,” he growled. Without a word, the crewwoman rose and skipped happily to the Pleasure room.

Evan took a last look at the women going about their duties on the bridge. All of them were bimbos subservient to him and pregnant with his progeny. “Soon, all women will happily serve men. And I will rule it all!” he thought as he entered the pleasure room, closing the door behind him.
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