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One of the risks of being a diplomat, Cybelle
knew, was often having to do distasteful things. Some in the
diplomatic core were averse to a posting dealing directly with the
Siventen, the semi-aquatic race that Cybelle found intriguing. They
were well within humanoid-norms for height, weight, and appearance,
but many were off-put by the fine fur that covered their bodies,
their over-large eyes, tiny ears, and wide mouths full of small,
square teeth. Except for their coloration the race had a vague
seal-like appearance.

What many knew but what was not publicly
acknowledged was that the Siventen also had wonderfully wide and
fat cocks. It was almost impossible to tell the male from the
female. It was impossible to distinguish female from male by a
casual glance. A practiced eye could pick out some of the finer
details in facial structure separating male from female, but the
only sure way to tell was for one to take off their clothes and—if
male—for their genitalia to emerge from the slit that served by
genders. The first time she witnessed this Cybelle was delighted at
what appeared. The fact that it was attached to the second
ambassador for the Siventen was even better.

Though she was officially a diplomat, Cybelle
was actually a spy. Seducing the Siventen’s diplomats was part and
parcel of her duties. She would have proceeded with the seduction
if Ambassador Difan was female, it just wouldn’t have been as much
fun.

She was happy to spread her legs for Difan’s
chubby and hard cock. It fit nicely—if somewhat snuggly—into her
pussy. The penetration wasn’t deep, but Cybelle didn’t need that.
The strong male Siventen was thrilled to fuck her. Casual
copulation wasn’t forbidden in their culture, but neither was in
condoned. The spy and the ambassador soon made a couple of note
when Cybelle all but moved into Difan’s quarters on the second moon
of Harventer where human and Siventen relations were most
active.

Officially Cybelle had nothing more to do than
to keep an active social calendar holding parties for groups of
humans and the Siventen. Unofficially she rifled through every
document Difan brought home with him.

This evening the couple came home from one of
those parties, hand in hand, letting everyone know exactly what
they would be doing in private. The moment the door to Difan’s
apartment was closed she dropped her dress to the floor and stepped
out of the heavy fabric. As was her custom she was naked underneath
the formalwear. It was how she preferred to dress. Actually,
Cybelle preferred to be fully nude all the time, but that wasn’t
possible. She was also happy to please her alien boyfriend by not
having to shave the dark curls of pubic hair that grew between her
legs. Siventen’s preferred their human partners to have as much
body hair as possible. Cybelle had even stopped shaving her legs
and underarms to appeal to her lover. It worked.

He observed her as she wandered the apartment
relaxing before they went to bed. They made bland conversation
about interstellar and interspecies relations until Cybelle,
frustrated, demanded. “Are we going to be soon? I need to get
fucked.”

Difan looked at her with wry amusement in his
limpid eyes. “Human females often show impatience when they are
aroused,” he observed while shuffling through some papers on the
table. He had removed his overjacket but was still largely dressed.
Cybelle corrected that by kneeling down in front of him, unbuckling
his belt, and pulling off his pants.

Between his legs he was nearly perfectly
smooth. A slit hung between his legs. Cybelle pressed her face in
to his sex opening and eagerly licked it, pushing her tongue into
him. Just inside and at the top of his opening was the almost bony
hardness of his thorn, a part of his sex organs that had evolved
when his race had forced females to copulate for days on end. The
thorn would serve to hook their bodies together. Now it just served
to stimulate Cybelle’s clit. A few licks was all at was needed to
arouse Difan enough for his inseminator tool to emerge. It wasn’t
properly a penis since he wasn’t human and didn’t expel liquid
waste through it; Cybelle was all too happy to call it a
cock.

“Finally!” she declared at it came out into the
open and grew short, wide, and hard.

“Ready to get fucked?” he grunted at her. Once
aroused the Siventen were eager and sometimes rough to the point of
violent lovers. Cybelle liked it rough. She looked up at his eyes
which were now almost all pupil, a sure sign of sexual
excitement.

“Not yet,” she told him, licking her lips. His
mouth opened up a bit and he huffed a bit in annoyance. His tongue
was rough, his lips were strong. She knew that human female
genitalia tasted like the fish of his homeworld. “I need to get wet
first.”

 


She stood up and strode to the bedroom. He was
right behind her. On the bed she fell to her back and spread her
legs wide open. His wide mouth went to her cunt and he ate her out
eagerly. It took very little to get Cybelle stimulated, but a
Siventen tongue on her clit and snaking up into her vagina was all
she really needed to cum, which is was she quickly did on his face.
Difan wasn’t at all annoyed at the girl-jizz her pussy produced
when she climaxed. He loved it. Cybelle was reasonably certain it
was because his race spent so much time in the water. In any case
he drank her juices, then suddenly jumped on her, thrusting his
heavy alien cock into her human pussy.

“Fat,” she grunted at his rough treatment of
her delicate parts.

“Wanton human women like to get fucked with fat
alien cocks,” he pointed out.

This she knew. And he knew it all-too-well. His
technique favored hard thrusts and pinning Cybelle down with his
larger form. She didn’t mind the least. She liked to be ravaged.
His thrusts came faster as he worked up to his orgasm, his thorn
pressed and slammed hard against her clit. She had a mini-orgasm
each time he landed hard on her pussy. Then suddenly she was
burning on the inside. His cock had released his sticky semen into
her. Unlike whitish human spunk Siventen semen was nearly clear and
much stickier. It was also acidic which caused the burning
sensation Cybelle experienced every time they fucked. She didn’t
mind. It just helped push her over into another orgasm.

When he was done cumming, Difan rolled off his
human lover’s body, pulling his cock back up into his genitalia
slit. She remained on her back, legs spread, her cunt stretched
wide open by his cock. This was the traditional pose of a
submissive Siventen female; once she had been nearly fucked to
death by a male it was her duty to stay on her back and let his
sperm take their time to inseminate her. It would never happen with
a human, of course, but she liked to please him in his traditional
alien ways.

In the morning Cybelle woke to the smell of
lemons and honey. That wasn’t unusual; strange, but usually
pleasant, smells often emanated from Difan’s body. Her head was a
little fuzzy from the night’s celebrations so she rolled out of the
bed and wobbled to the large tub all Siventen’s seemed to have in
their homes. As a race they eschewed the use of showers. Harkening
back to their aquatic roots, the Siventen preferred to bathe in
large bowl-shaped tubs. Difan’s was large enough to easily hold six
humanoid bodies. Cybelle quickly filled it and slipped into the
warm water.

Relaxing in the tub she realized that her body
was sore, especially her breasts and stomach. In the back of her
mind Cybelle made a note to check her flush schedule. She didn’t
want to start menstruating without warning. A five minute trip to
the gyno-flush would solve that. Her reverie of relaxation was
disturbed by Difan plopping down on the tub’s edge and splashing
his legs into the water. She rolled half around to eye him. He was
naked, of course, and his cock was protruding out of his genital
slit.

“You looking for a date, big boy?” she asked
him.

He shook his rounded and nearly bald head. “No.
Fellatio.”

She laughed at him. “You know I can’t get that
big thing in my mouth.” That was one area where Siventen females
excelled in comparison to human females.

“You can lick,” he told her.

That she could do and did so willingly.
Siventen cocks were almost completely smooth and torpedo shaped
with no curves or obvious head. She licked and sucked the best she
could, manipulating his massive girth and rubbed his thorn. It
didn’t take him long at all to achieve orgasm. His cock started
pulsing and she was about to pull back, but Difan grabbed her head
and kept her mouth in place at the end of his sex. “No,” he
ordered. “Swallow.”

And she did so, the thick, clear fluid pumped
out of his cock and she swallowed every drop. It burned pleasantly
going do her throat, like a fine liquor. When he was done cumming
he slipped into the tub next to her. She thought it was just a
loving gesture, but then Cybelle realize her head was much woozier
than she initially realized. She needed him to steady her body so
she wouldn’t stupidly drown in the tub.

“You okay?” he asked in his typically short
manner.

“Dizzy,” she replied, half-laughing at her
unintentional mimicry of his speech pattern.

“It happens,” he said while pushing her over
onto her back and moving her legs apart, giving him access to her
pussy.

“What’re you doing?” she mumbled.

“Fucking you.”

“Okay,” she agreed sleepily.

His thick cock easily penetrated her prepared
pussy; he pushed all the way in, making sure his thorn pressed
tightly against her clit. Cybelle’s eyes rolled up into her head
and she sighed contentedly.

“I hope you have endurance,” Difan said as she
slowly drifted out of consciousness.

“Mm-hmm,” she absently agreed.

 


Cybelle wasn’t sure how long it was before she
regained consciousness. Difan’s cock was still inside her cunt and
she was gloriously spread open to him. There were two others in the
rub room with them. She moved dreamily, not out of a sense of
modesty, but because she couldn’t summon up any greater energy. The
two Siventen’s spoke with Difan. She could understand their
language much better than Difan knew.

“Will she endure?” the smaller Siventen
asked.

“Yes,” Difan answered. “She
is…strong.”

“We’ll need to feed her.”

“Put a tube in her,” Difan
instructed.

“Their bodies don’t do well for long periods in
water.”

“She will survive. I’ve prepared
her.”

The larger Siventen now spoke. “Is
it…pleasurable to copulate with humans?”

Difan snorted through his large nose. “Yes.
Very much so. You should try it.”

“With this one?” he asked wryly

Difan let loose with his barking laugh. “No.
She is mine.”

A tube slipped between Cybelle’s lips and
wormed its way down her throat. Warm liquid started pumping into
her stomach. It was strange but not unpleasant. She
endured.

“What is the expected outcome?” the smaller
stranger asked.

“Success, of course,” Difan replied. “I’ve
chosen well. Watch this.” He reached out with both hands, grasped
her ripe breasts, swollen with mild pain, and sharply pinched both
her nipples. Cybelle tried to scream in protest, but the tube
stopped her from making any real noise. She passed out to the
sounds of their gruff laughter.

 


It was more than a day later when she awoke.
Cybelle knew she had been out for too long a time. What caused her
to wake up was Difan pulling his cock from her sex. The sudden
emptiness left her frightened. Her pussy was sore. Her breasts were
swollen. She was still dizzy and confused.

“What did you do to me?” she asked. Her brain
still wasn’t functioning correctly. The warm water that supported
her body felt wonderful still.

“Fucked you. Pleasured you.” Difan moved out of
the tub and busied himself at the sink cabinet.

“No. You did more. Where are your
friends?”

“They left.”

“What did you do to me?” she
repeated.

Difan didn’t answer right away. He moved behind
her, pulling her halfway out of the water and drying her skin with
a towel. She knew she had been in the water for far too many hours,
but her fingertips weren’t wrinkled and her skin was undamaged.
Cybelle had no strength in her limbs and couldn’t resist anything
Difan did.

“Did you not enjoy our coupling?”

Though she didn’t want to think about it,
Cybelle had to admit she had enjoyed whatever alien pleasure they
had participated in. Her pussy was sore, surely, but what vague
memories she could dredge up were all filled with ecstasy and
orgasms. “Yes, I…loved it.”

“Good,” he said and slipped a circle of metal
around her neck. It wasn’t quite a collar nor was it really a
necklace either. Cybelle looked down but couldn’t see it. Her hand
went up to feel for the metal band. It wasn’t tight or
uncomfortable. The metal was cool on her barely dry
skin.

“What is this?” she asked.

“Breeding band,” he answered her. Cybelle
caught sight of herself in the mirror that ran along one side of
the room. She had seen them on some Siventen females, but had just
thought them the latest jewelry fashion for the race.

“What?”

Difan slipped his hand down to her tummy and
rested it lightly there. It was swollen as if she had eaten too
large a meal, but the slight bulge was in the wrong location.
“You’re carrying our children.” His limpid eyes met hers. She
couldn’t detect what emotion he might be feeling. He pulled his
heavy hand away and snapped a lock and metal cable to the breeding
band making her feel much like a slave. “Come. There is a…safe room
for you.”

Cybelle found it impossible to resist his
gentle command. “Did you drug me?” she asked, stumbling to her
feet. She was nude, of course, but that didn’t bother her at all.
The fact that he had somehow managed to slip her a drug confounded
her.

“No,” he answered. Then shook his head. “Not
exactly. You swallowed my semen.”

The logic clicked into place for Cybelle. He
tugged gently on the cable, leading her out of the tub room. She
had played at bondage games before. This was no game. She was
suddenly nervous but not yet scared.

“What are you going to do to me?” she
asked.

“Breeding room,” he said. “Keeps you
safe.”

In the back of his apartment Difan led her
through what would normally be a servant’s entrance. They walked a
short distance through a hall to a room that was exactly like a
bedroom: comfortable human mattress, pillows, amusement center…and
a row of medical equipment that was attended by four Siventen. The
long cable attached to her breeding band was unceremoniously locked
to the bed frame.

“You can’t do this,” Cybelle said, trying to
gather her wits. “You don’t know who I am.”

“You are a spy,” he said abruptly. She opened
her mouth to protest, but he cut her off. “Does not matter. We
know. But you are best human for us to breed. It is…an
experiment.”

“My government will be very unhappy,” she said
with a hint of warning. “You’ll regret my kidnapping.”

“No,” Difan said. “We will not.”

He walked out the door leaving her to the
attention of the four medical attendants.

 


Cybelle wasn’t sure how long she was in the
breeding room. Days? Assuredly. Weeks? Most definitely. How many
months? She couldn’t tell at all. Every day he belly would swell a
little more. Every day her breasts were bigger. She never had big
tits, but
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