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Day 1 





“Sample 14-7414 clean, no viable life forms,” Yomanimurashi reported into the recording headset strapped to her head. Her long mephitic tail flicked behind her as she stared into the examination dish through the microscope. She leaned back slowly and brushed her paws through her silky white hair, thinking of perhaps laying out on the beach when the ship got to New Barnard. 





	“Computer, run NC-CALC please to New Barnard.” 





	After a long (as far as nav-comps went) pause the machine returned, “29 weeks estimated travel time.” 





	With a heavy sigh, Yomanimurashi unbound her ponytail and let her hair fall about her shoulders. She glanced at the silky dreads as they draped over her shoulders and front. She had passed her time on the ship using her off time doing exercises and Yoga. After her last boyfriend dumped her for another blond vixen, the skunkette had determined never to fall victim to roving eyes again. The failed relationship and humiliation was one of the reasons she accepted the position on Research Vessel Tao-21. 





	She sometimes enjoyed the work onboard but most of it was tedious examination of specimens from the passed planets and systems. She examined specimen after specimen after specimen for hours on end. Every few weeks she happened across one that contained faint signs of a fossilized microbe or strain of tissue long since dead.





	“Specimen 14-7415 ready for examination” chimed the computer in its faux-pleasant voice. 





	She turned dutifully towards the intricate panel of instrumentation. All those blinking buttons, lights and knobs and on her long voyage she only pushed one. It was an obnoxiously big red one. With a cacophonous whoosh of a vacuum the machine dumped out another examination dish. This one was a light purple. 





	“Well, at least it is a pretty color” she mused as she popped it beneath the microscope and began examining. She took notes on several deposits of carbon and a few trace elements, nothing groundbreaking. The young skunkette was about to remove the tray when something caught her eye. Movement. 





	That took her by surprise to say the least. Movement. There was movement in a specimen tray taken from a collected hunk of space debris floating in the reaches of oblivion. Life! She could barely believe it! 





	She leapt out of her chair and hopped up and down in utter delight! She had discovered undocumented vacuum-inhabitable life! She had the computer take hundreds of rolls of film of the contents of the dish. The microbes looked like your normal specimens of bacteria, each very small and with a little nucleus amongst a center of jelly-like fluid. They were special though and Yona knew it. 





	That night she barely slept. She kept getting up and pacing the room, asking periodically for the computer to return how far till the next inhabited planet. 29 weeks. 29 weeks. Always it returned 29 weeks. 





	“I’m going to be famous! Gorgeous skunkette discovers undocumented… unprecedented scientific leap! Dr. Yomanimurashi Tamblin!” She glances in the mirror and savored her beauty, for once not feeling ashamed of some little minute flaw only she could see. Her bust was perky and firm. Her hips were shapely and just soft enough to be wonderfully squeezable. Her fur was an exquisite juxtaposition from black to white and it went down her chin and to between her thighs in a lovely stripe. She used to have a slight belly but it had melted into a trim tummy. She was a happy skunkette!





Day 2





	The night had passed after she finally drifted into slumber. Her sleep was filled with visions of ticker-tape parades and award ceremonies, magazine interviews and entire fields of science born from her discovery. She trotted with an accentuated sway of her hips back to the lab. She felt special today. The universe would change soon because of her discovery. She peeked into the microscope to examine her microscopic golden tickets. There were fewer. There were a lot fewer. 





	“Aah! My babies!” She started hammering the computer with question after question. “Steady strain of nutrient material administration. Oxygen: 10%, Nitrogen: 70%. Atmospheric conditions optimal.” Atmospheric conditions optimal, why did that sound wrong? 





	“You stupid computer! It’s a vacuum inhabitant! Remove the atmosphere in that container now!” Yona screamed at the computer.





	“Compliance,” chirped the machine. Soon the soft whoosh of the computer’s draining the atmosphere inside the petri dish sounded through the somehow hollow lab. With a heavy sigh she glanced back into the microscope. 





	The petri dish was empty.





	Her heart skipped a beat as she raised her head for a moment then looked in the dual lenses again. It was still empty. 





	Her mind raced as she tried to figure out what had happened. Her words haunted her like a funeral tome. “Remove the atmosphere… it… it sucked everything out of the petri dish!” 





	She looked over the machinery with a silent numbness in her limbs. Her glory had been sucked out from under her. Her ticker-tape parade had disappeared into… where did the microbes go anyways?” 





	The quiet numbness still clouded her thoughts as she prodded at the supposedly ‘engineered by the greatest minds of thought’ machinery. The fan led into a small container that was fastened to what almost looked like a plastic bag. She reached in and touched the sack. It fell off the tubing and fell to the floor, spreading the purple dust all over the innards of the machine. 





	“No!” She was glad she had found out what happened to her sample but it was now spread all over the equipment and contaminated to the point of worthlessness. She fell back and sat on the cold ground and wept for hours. The soft sobs soon turned into distantly peaceful breathing. She slept. 





Day 3 





She awoke to a soft hum. The computer was reporting, “Samples 14-7416, 14-7417, 14-7418… and sample 14-7532 are ready for examination.” She sighed inwardly and glanced at the pile of purple dust. It was now flecked with little bits of red. She got up and silently started to sweep the once magnificent contents into the dust pail. 





	“Hold samples. I’m going to take a bath.” 





	The water was just warm enough to be nice and not too hot. She brushed her paws up and down her arms as she soaked the shampoo into her fur. It didn’t look as lustrous anymore. It was a charcoal too dingy to be black and it was too dusty to be white. She let out a long sigh as she brushed her paws beneath the water and to her tummy. 





	“One day without doing sit ups and I’m getting a gut again.” 





	She looked over at the mirror above her bathroom sink and considered getting back up but could only think what for? She would just go back to checking all those samples, going through her monotonous drudgery and most likely never again to find something like what was spilled in a wastebasket in the lab. She slowly got up, letting her fur drip with the water for a moment and wringing out her tail, and declared to no one “I’m hungry.” 





	The tuna fish sandwich hit the spot as she started going through the samples. She marked off a few notes about an abnormal deposit of lead in one sample and set it aside. “All caught up” she said aloud. She had gotten into the habit of talking to herself since starting on this journey. A nice voice helped calm her now and then and hers was the only one other than the computer’s. 





She finished off the sandwich and glanced down at her body. It was her third sandwich in the last hour. “So I’m getting a belly again. Who cares, I’m alone on this damned ship.” 





Day 5 





Yona had gone about her routine for the last two days, getting caught up on her work and even getting ahead in it. She managed to work up enough time for a long afternoon of relaxation. While lying on her bed and reading one of the many books the government had been kind enough to put aboard for her enjoyment; 





	“Foreign bacteria detected” the computer interrupted. 





	She sat up and looked around as if she could see the microbes. She didn’t trust the computer after its little disposal of her future. “Where?”, she demanded more than asked.





	“Host detected in Chamber 1A.” 





	Her bedroom. 





	 “Yeah, right.” She rolled onto her side and went back to reading about Paris and Helen of Troy in the 9th book of the Iliad. She glanced down her body, wondering if she would ever be as pretty as Helen was fabled to be. She thought, "I'll never be beautiful with a gut like that."





Day 6





	Yona awoke with a low groan. She reached down to scratch at her leg and realized something wasn’t right. With a start she sat up in bed and groaned again. She put her paws on her stomach. She was feeling bloated and she looked it too. Too much tuna she surmised. “Computer, how long until we reach Barnard?” 





	“9,999,999,999,999,999 weeks.” 





	She did a double take at the speaker and demanded, “Computer, how long until we reach Barnard!” 





	“9,999,999,999,999,999 weeks. Biological crew contaminated. Mission aborted.”





	She started to breath quickly as she looked around her cabin. “Contaminated?” 





	The computer answered in its unfeeling tone “Bio-organism 14-7415 breached. Contamination detected in Yomanimurashi Tamblin.” 





	Her heart stopped for an instant as she put her paws on her tummy. She got up and ran through the ship towards what was set up as the medical bay. It was really just a huge scanning pod with a few mechanical limbs that could perform minor surgery if necessary. She climbed inside and scanned herself. The bright light ran over her body a few times and finally started displaying her medical results on the screen. One entry caught her eye in particular. 





PREGNANT 





	Her breath quickened as she glanced down at her stomach. It wasn’t her stomach. It was her womb! She once again leapt out of the machine and ran towards the cockpit. She stared at all the controls as the thoughts ran through her head. It was all automated, designed to get ships cheaply across the galaxy with very little crews. This one had been designed for one and they had made sure she didn’t know how to override the computer’s decisions. She was scared. She put her paws on her abdomen and knew she was carrying life inside of her and knew nothing of it. 





Day 10 





	Yona stood in front of the mirror, examining her body. Her profile had changed very little other than a slight paunch and her breasts were a little swollen. With a curious air she gave them a little squeeze. She was only partially surprised to find she was lactating. The sensation was odd, like a warmth spread out of her chest and into her paws. 





	It was peculiar to her because she was surprised to find she was enjoying the feeling. Yona’s heart raced in her chest as she kept squeezing at her chest till a steady stream of milk trickled down her body. She moaned lustfully as she sat back on her bed, bare and enjoying the freedom. The computer had stopped tossing samples at her and she was growing proud of carrying life inside of her. She was even more proud knowing no one had ever carried the kind of life she was carrying. 





	Yona continued to groan and purr as she kneaded her ample chest. Warm white milk dripped down her front, over her growing tummy. She let out a little giggle as she realized it was running down her bare nether lips. She let out a curious mirr and pinched her nipple till a fair trickle of lactate accumulated in her palm. She leaned back slowly and started to stroke the fluid against her sex and fingered it inside.





	“Oh muh… oh my! Tha… oh my that feels… oooh!” Within a moment she was trembling with ecstasy. Her sexual desires welled in her body as she kneaded at her breasts and rubbed the milk into her sexual petals. The white fluids dripped inside her tunnel and she squirmed in delight as orgasm after sensuous orgasm washed over her. She passed most of the day in this manner; lactating, stroking the motherly cream inside of her and orgasming.





Day 14





	It had been 2 weeks since the ‘contamination’ as the computer insisted on calling it. Yona, however, was enjoying every moment of it. She could fell the life swelling inside of her, growing strong with her help. She loved the feel of her warm milk rubbing within her sex and she had taken to the habit of curling her tail around her front so it rested against her growing tummy. Yona had climbed into the bathtub to soak after a particularly messy enjoyment of herself. 





	She lay back in the tub and stroked at her soft tummy. She started to mirr to herself, the sound echoing off the walls and filling her ears with the soft tone. After a moment she sat up with a startle. She felt it kick! 





	Her paws began to stroke and caress at the life growing within her to see if it would do it again and sure enough it did! The feeling was exquisite, as if some one had nuzzled her body from within. Her demeanor melted as she leaned back and purred with the most motherly pride imaginable. She felt it kick once again and smiled to herself. She was growing so big; it looked like she had a volleyball stowed up within her womb. 





	“I wonder how big I’ll get…” she mused as she rested. She continued the soft stroking of her stomach as she shut her eyes. If she concentrated really hard she could imagine the feel of her baby getting stronger and bigger. As she opened her eyes she realized she didn’t have to concentrate anymore. It was easy to feel the small expansion filling her womb more and more. 





	This excited her at first as the loving coos that filled the air hinted at. She could imagine her beautiful child becoming stronger and stronger as the moments passed. Another kick to her belly jostled her out of the revelry, as the growth seemed to be getting faster by the moment. 





	“Computer!” 





	The machine did not respond.





	“Computer! What is happening!” 





	“Microbes growth rate reaching exponential curvature.”





	Exponential growth! She was going to grow bigger faster and faster until… until. She didn’t know! That pit feeling welled in her stomach as she tried to think of anything she could do. She put her paws on her stomach and pushed against it as it swelled rounder and bigger. 





	First things first, Yona climbed out of the tub and waddled into her bedroom. She could sense her center of gravity changing, moving lower and more forward. Her knees strained as she finally made it to the bed and collapsed into it. Her whiskers laid flat against her cheeks as she curled her tail tight around her torso, trying to squeeze down the swelling in her womb but it was no use. 





	She quivered as her gut grew bigger; the pressure in her lower body tightening as whatever she was carrying took up more room within her body. Her breath started to quicken as the feeling of tightness spread over her stomach and pressed into her thighs. The young skunkette glanced up to see her white strike protruding grotesquely from her belly. Her breasts started to ache. Yona’s eyes opened in amazement as she could feel them filling with milk. 





	“Computer! Help me! Please!” 





	The mechanical equipment remained silent to her pleas. The skunkette’s stomach grew bigger still as she tried to sit up. It felt like she had a bowling ball the size of a large beach ball shoved inside her too deep to bear. She could feel the curve of her womb pressing into her stomach, kidneys and liver.





	Yona let out a low moan again as she realized she was rubbing her growth! With a stark realization it dawned on her she was enjoying it! The feeling of her becoming larger, the life inside of her taking up more and more of her stomach, the sensation of being pushed and touched from within! It was all so erotic as she gasped in a lustful churr. 





	“Gonna be so big… so full… bigger than anyone! Pregnant!” She pressed her paws into the sides of her gut. There was a dull throb inside of her womb. “A heart!” She paused in her stroking for a moment to feel it beating. It felt awkward for some reason though, as if it was beating twice in every… two heartbeats! There were two inside… no, three! 





	“They’re… they’re multiplying! Oooh… I… I’m gonna be huge!” She shut her eyes tight and leaned back to savor each dull throb of her growth. Her legs slowly began to part as her belly swelled forward, growing heavier and heavier. Her breasts filled more and more with milk and lay atop her curving stomach. She breathed deeply as her tail slipped between her legs to rub at the underside of her stomach and at her svelte sex. She was going to enjoy every moment of this until it ended…





	Day 16 





	She was growing so big and she felt so wonderful! She couldn’t reach her arms around her stomach anymore nor could she see over it. It was too full of life to gaze over; it filled her every waking moment. She could feel it growing bigger every second now, swelling tighter and tighter. She could feel her breasts slosh with hot milk meant for whatever was inside her womb. Her body throbbed with lust every moment of the day as she could feel what must have been hundreds of hearts beating in her mephit body. Her body ached with hunger for sexual release as she glanced up at the hugeness that was becoming her. It was too much, she wasn’t going to last much longer but she loved every second of it. She knew her body couldn’t become this big. She knew she couldn’t hold this much life for much longer. Her heart raced and her breaths came in little gasps of ecstasy as she realized it was time…





