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		Going Native

		 

		Dr. Ambrosia Marcus stood there as her heart pounded in her chest. The anxiety of everyone in the room was palpable. This was the big moment, the first face to face meeting with the Dumites, the first alien race humanity had ever come into contact with.

		Ambrosia had traveled light years to reach this point, making interstellar contact on an alien world, along with the rest of her team. Everything had been planned out from the beginning, before the hyperspace flight to the Dumite home world had started. This first contact was designed to promote peace between the two peoples and bring them closer together.

		The plan had been developed based on how peace was often negotiated in ancient times. Kings would marry their daughters off to eligible princes in other countries as a way to strengthen alliances and create stability. No one wanted a war, especially an interstellar war. It would only force both peoples to pump money into weapons and ships that could otherwise be spent at home on the people, lifting everyone up toward better lives.

		And so Ambrosia stood there. She had spent the last several months traveling with a party of other ambassadors, all chosen from wealthy and influential families all around the globe. Ambrosia herself had earned three separate doctorate degrees and was considered one of the foremost experts on international relations. She was a natural pick to lead the mission to the Dumite home world.

		Ambrosia was also the only woman on the trip. This had already been planned out. Apparently the Dumite people held their women in such high regard that they wished to bestow the human males the greater gift. That meant it was only Ambrosia herself who would eventually be staying behind on Dumite as a permanent ambassador, eventually married, or the Dumite equivalent, to High Ambassador Luxgun V’ron.

		Ambrosia stood tall and proud alongside her fellow humans, waiting for the Dumites to enter. Again, this had all been planned out in advance. Nothing that happened during this initial greeting would deviate from that plan. Each remark that would be made had already been written, every formality given to this auspicious occasion.

		Little was actually known about the Dumite people. They had remained surprisingly quiet about themselves. Yet they promised that should the sharing of people in this way go well, they hoped to find other ways for our two peoples to trade, both in raw and processed goods, but also in technology. But in the meantime, Ambrosia and the other human delegates did not even know what the Dumites looked like.

		When the door opened, Ambrosia had to hold back her natural reaction. The Dumites who stepped into the room, walking in single file, were tall and broad chested. But more importantly, they sported blue skin and little more than loin clothes to cover the area between their legs. Their chests were bare and other than the blue skin, almost any straight woman would have drooled over their bodies. They were magnificent specimens by human standards, especially with their strong jaws and piercing yellow eyes.

		And if there was any question as to who High Ambassador V’ron was, he stood the tallest and wore a massive blue metal chain around his neck. His eyes traveled over the group of humans, already standing in a line with Ambrosia on the far right of that line. His eyes stopped on her, knowing that she was his promised bride. But the look of disgust on his face left Ambrosia crestfallen. It seemed he did not approve of her. But why?

		The ceremony went forth and the Dumites promised to deliver the human men’s future mates to the after the ceremony. That too had been part of the plan, although Ambrosia had never understood why. But it did not matter in the big picture. It was simply better to allow the Dumites to have their idiosyncrasies.

		Oddly, despite Ambrosia’s importance to the whole alliance, she did not actually have a speaking role in the ceremony. She simply stood there and tried to look pleasant. However, the way High Ambassador V’ron continued to look displeased by her, she could not help but fear that she might be the undoing of everything they had worked for. She was afraid she had made this trip for nothing if the Dumites withdrew their offer of an alliance. And if that started an interstellar war, Ambrosia could never forgive herself.

		The ceremony did not take long. It was only a few minutes of speaking on either side. It had all taken place in the Dumites tongue. Ambrosia and the other members of her team had all spent the trip learning the language. Their hosts had provided them with excellent tutoring programs. However, they insisted Ambrosia learn from a different program. Not that it mattered in the end. She understood every part of the ceremony.

		Afterward, Ambrosia was to follow High Ambassador V’ron to his study. After that, she had no idea what to expect. She hoped the displeasure he showed her during the ceremony was short lived. It had to mean something that the humans had sent her instead of a bimbo who was only good for her looks. That was not to say that Ambrosia was not beautiful. She was. Her blonde hair and athletic body was the envy of many a man.

		However, Ambrosia’s legs were considered to be her best feature. They were long and svelte, balancing just the right amount of muscle with a sleekness that left everyone to stare at her best assets. Ambrosia had learned to wear skirts to highlight her legs, knowing that they were what men, and many women, were most attracted to.

		“Sit,” V’ron said as soon as the pair were alone in his study. He pointed toward a high-backed chair as he walked around to the other side of the room.

		The study was much like a study one would find in a fancy house on Earth. The differences were mostly in the style of furniture, simple and utilitarian, the colors of materials, with lots of metallic colors, and the books being written in the Dumite language instead of English or some other Earth language.

		Ambrosia did as she was told. How could she not? V’ron was so much bigger than her and given the way his muscles bulged under his blue skin, he was stronger too.

		“I have displeased you somehow?” Ambrosia asked.

		V’ron turned and stared at her. She quickly closed her mouth, realizing that she was not to speak unless spoken to. Already Ambrosia felt as if she had failed. This arrangement was not going to work. It was impossible for her to spend time with a man who clearly wanted nothing to do with her.

		“I always had concerns about this arrangement,” V’ron explained. “We have very high beauty standards for our women and you do not even come close to measuring up. I thought we had made it clear of what was needed, but all I see is an ugly human woman with no chance to ever stand beside me in Dumite society. There is only one way forward, but I am sure a stupid human woman like you would never agree to such a thing.”

		Ambrosia had aced her language tutoring, although she found it had missed a few words that appeared in the ceremony text. But listening to V’ron speak, she struggled to understand everything he said. There were words and sentence structures she did not understand. Was this on purpose or was something else at play? Tears came to Ambrosia’s eyes as V’ron continued speaking.

		“The only way to make this work is if you go through with the beautification process. And I mean the whole process. You would need the works before you became acceptable to spend more than an hour in my presence.”

		And with that, V’ron walked out of the room, leaving Ambrosia alone and confused. What was the beautification process? Was there some way she was supposed to salvage this arrangement? Admittedly, Ambrosia never expected flat out rejection, but she had expected there to be a feeling out period, a time in which they would come to know each other better and decide how to move on with their lives, together. However, V’ron seemed opposed to that possibility. He wanted something more.

		Eventually Ambrosia was collected by one of the Dumite stewards. He kept staring at her as he escorted her toward the human compound where the men would stay until they made their return trip to Earth with their new Dumite mates. It was clear that he found her interesting, but not in a way that saw her treated as beautiful, but instead as a sideshow attraction, the ugly human female. It did not leave Ambrosia feeling good about herself at all.

		Walking outside, Ambrosia did get to see the Dumite planet up close for the first time. The rocky landscape could have been normal for Earth, except for the purple colors. Between blue people, purple rocks, and a green sky, it was obvious to Ambrosia that she was on an alien planet. Luckily, the air composition was such that she could breathe. But even the air in her lungs felt different from the air she had breathed on Earth. She was definitely on an alien planet. She just had to figure out how she could please V’ron and stay to maintain the alliance.

		Once at the compound, Ambrosia found herself walking among a small set of villas that had clearly been built with the humans in mind. Unlike the rest of the Dumite home world, which appeared futuristic and very metallic beyond the purple rocky ground, the human compound looked almost earth-like, reminding Ambrosia of home, although the similarities were limited considering she was on an alien planet with a completely different color spectrum to tease the eyes.

		Ambrosia was shown to a room that had been reserved for her. She knew there had been a chance that she might need to use it, but she had hoped V’ron would not reject her as he had. It had been a fall back plan, knowing that something could go wrong. She had no way of knowing how wrong it could all go. How was she supposed to understand what standards were expected of her when they didn’t even give her a guide to follow? Now the whole diplomatic mission was at risk.

		As soon as Ambrosia entered her small villa, she threw herself down into the nearest chair. She did not know what to do with herself. She considered going to the mirror to appraise her appearance, since clearly V’ron cared about that sort of thing, but he had no idea what he wanted from her. All looking in the mirror would do was allow her to tear herself down needlessly.

		However, it was only a couple minutes before a knock came at the door. Ambrosia got up to answer it only to find Wallace Elder standing on her doorstep. He had been her closest confidant during the preparation for the mission. He was also one of the men who would get a Dumite woman as a mate to take home to Earth, which explained his being in the villa compound.

		“Wallace,” Ambrosia said, doing her best to smile. “Come in.”

		Ambrosia made way for Wallace to enter. He stepped inside and immediately sat down in one of the chairs. It was clear his villa was similarly designed, although his was bigger, since he was expected to spend more time there.

		If Ambrosia was surprised by her colleague’s forwardness, she did not show it. This was normal behavior for him. She considered offering him something to drink, but they had yet to explore those options.

		“I can tell something is wrong,” Wallace said. “Talk to me. What is it?”

		Wallace had always been straight to the point in the way he talked to people. Normally he would not have been a good match for the mission, given the diplomatic nature of it. However, as it turned out, the diplomacy was all done before they left Earth. This was just a formality, going through the prescribed motions. And for that, he was fully capable.

		“He won’t have me,” Ambrosia cried as she dropped into her previous seat. She explained everything that had happened, giving him every detail about how V’ron rejected her.

		One reason that Wallace had been such a valuable colleague to Ambrosia through all of this was how he was able to listen without judgement. He gave Ambrosia his ear, listening intently and taking in all that she told him. It was only after she finished her story that he began to analyze the situation and give his take on everything. And as it turned out, Wallace was in a much better position to find a solution than Ambrosia was. She did not know what the Dumite standard for beauty was. Wallace did.

		“I think it’s time you meet my intended mate in all of this,” Wallace said. “I’ll be right back.”

		Wallace hopped up out of his seat and showed himself out of the villa. But he was back only a minute later, this time with a blue-skinned beauty that Ambrosia could scarcely believe.

		“Ambrosia, this is Ka’nu,” Wallace said, introducing the Dumite woman who had been provided for her.

		Ambrosia’s jaw nearly hit the floor when she saw the kind of woman she was competing against. Her blonde hair and athletic body had always been more than good enough on Earth, even if she lacked the large breasts and round butt that many men preferred. However, Ka’nu was built like one of those insanely stacked bimbos, the women who needed huge amounts of plastic surgery to reach their desired body shapes. But as far as Ambrosia could tell, Ka’nu’s curves were all real.

		What was more, Ka’nu wore the simplest of clothing. Her body was on full display, wearing the equivalent of a bikini top to cover her mammoth breasts and a itty bitty loin cloth around her hips. It seemed the Dumites had no issue with putting their bodies on display. And if Ka’nu was an indication of what other Dumite women looked like, Ambrosia understood why V’ron did not think she measured up. She simply could not compare to the beauty of a Dumite woman.

		“It’s nice to meet you,” Ambrosia said in the Dumite language. However, Ka’nu simply giggled for her response.

		“She doesn’t like to talk much,” Wallace said. “That’s what I’ve gathered so far. She is far more interested in other activities.”

		“Wait,” Ambrosia said, suddenly realizing her colleague’s meaning. “You haven’t already…”

		“Just once,” Wallace answered. Then he leaned in close and spoke softly, “Did you know Dumite women have two pussies?”

		“Um, no,” Ambrosia said, trying to imagine why. But then her eyes went wide as she realized what that meant. If Dumite women had two pussies, did that mean the men had two cocks? How would that work if she finally met V’ron’s insane beauty standards? She did not have two pussies to accept his two cocks.

		Ambrosia shook her head, clearing that picture from her mind. She did not know how that would work, but considering she had been rejected by V’ron, it did not really matter.

		“Didn’t you mention something about a beautification process?” Wallace suddenly said. Ambrosia was not sure, but it seemed that Ka’nu rubbing her nubile body against his actually helped his mind process the situation and think.

		“Um, yeah, I think that was what he said,” Ambrosia answered as she turned away. Ka’nu had started to dry hump Wallace’s side. It seemed she had a single desire on her mind. All she wanted was sex.

		“Then do it,” Wallace said. “I mean, I’ll look into it for you and set you up with something if I think it will help you. You want your mission to succeed, don’t you?”

		“Of course,” Ambrosia said. “I’ll do anything.”

		“Good,” Wallace said. “That’s what I like to hear from my colleagues. Now you sit tight and try to relax. I’m going to go back to my villa to get Ka’nu situated and then I’ll look into this beautification process. You know, I wonder if Ka’nu is hornier than human women because she has two pussies. I’m sure the scientists back on Earth would have a field day with that.”

		Before Ambrosia could answer, Wallace showed him and Ka’nu out. And it was not long before she heard their cries of passion from across the compound. She wondered if they even made it back to Wallace’s villa before they succumbed to the lust they felt for each other.

		Ambrosia used her time to explore the villa. It was supposedly smaller than the others, given that she was not actually expected to stay there. It had simply been a back up plan. Unfortunately, it was a back up plan that ended up getting used. It was still bigger than what Ambrosia needed. She was used to living in small apartments in the city, always wanting to be close to the center of power. So in comparison, this small villa was gigantic.

		The kitchen was the most important room in Ambrosia’s opinion. She was looking forward to sampling some of the food options that the Dumite people decided to share. However, she was disappointed to find the cupboards full of food packs. There were no fresh vegetables or fruits that she could sample. However, the moment she picked up the first food pack and bit into it, her eyes widened in surprise. The taste was possibly better than anything she had eaten before. She had no idea what it was or how to describe the taste, but it was good. It was really good.

		It only took a few minutes for her to scarf down the whole thing. But it was weird. Once she was done, she felt a tingle she had not expected to feel. It was down between her legs. Then there was the familiar wetness that came when she became aroused. Not that Ambrosia became aroused easily, but she was now. That was certain. Her arousal spiked to the point she considered herself horny.

		With nothing to entertain herself, Ambrosia quickly found her way to the bedroom and climbed up on the big bed. She shucked off her pants and panties and soon buried her fingers in her pussy. She let out a loud cry of pleasure as she came almost immediately. She had never experienced such an immediate orgasm before, but it did not matter, because one was not enough.

		Ambrosia kept going, riding her orgasm as she immediately started pushing herself to her next one. It felt good. It felt so good. The pleasure filled her body unlike anything she had ever experienced before. She vaguely wondered if there was a drug in the food that made her do this, but that was too much thinking for how horny she was. All that mattered was sex. And since she did not have a man around to satisfy her needs, she was left to take matters into her own hand.

		When her next orgasm crested, she screamed as wave after wave of orgasmic energy flowed through her body, lighting up every nerve in her body with pleasure. Everything felt good as a big dopey smile formed on her face. She finally felt sated even as little orgasmic aftershocks went off inside her, making her shudder as additional bursts of pleasure shot through her.

		It felt like a long time before she managed to pull her panties and pants back on. Then there was the matter of washing off her hands. The bathroom looked utilitarian, although large, until she realized it had another purpose altogether. The shower was above average in size, making it perfect for two people to have sex inside. The separate bathtub was the same way, clearly designed for two people. In fact, everything in the villa actually seemed like it was designed to accommodate two people, usually in a state of intercourse of some sort.

		However, it was not long before Ambrosia heard a knock at the door. She assumed it was Wallace returning with information for her. But when she opened the door, she found herself face to face with the steward from before.

		“I have come to escort you to the Beautification Center,” the steward said.

		“By whose order?” Ambrosia questioned. It was immediately clear that the steward had not expected such a question. He seemed to assume she would simply follow him, doing as she was told. But Ambrosia was not like the Dumite women who seemed solely focused on sex and would otherwise do as they were told.

		“The High Ambassador V’ron has been so kind as to make you an appointment,” the steward answered. “We must leave now if you are to make your appointment.”

		“Very well,” Ambrosia said before she followed the steward out of the villa.

		The walk from the villa compound to the Beautification Center was a pretty one. The path they followed wound its way among the purple rocks. It was a very strange place. The Dumite home world was unlike anything Ambrosia had ever experienced before. Nonetheless, she was going to have to get used to it. As far as she knew, she was not returning to Earth, even if V’ron continued to reject her.

		When Ambrosia arrived outside the Beautification Center, she was met by both V’ron and Wallace. They stood together, as if they knew each other well. Ambrosia was unsure if that was true or not, but they seemed to be of like mind.

		V’ron wore the same outfit he wore to the ceremony. Then again, when all one wears is a loin cloth, there seemed to be little reason to change clothing. There was very little to accessorize. Wallace, however, seemed to be a little more casual in his appearance. He had traded shorts for pants and he wore his button-down shirt open to his sternum. He looked surprisingly muscular for someone who Ambrosia always thought spent more time with his nose buried in books than he did in the real world.

		“Ambassador Elder tells me you are interested in the beautification process,” V’ron said in the Dumite language. “I have taken the time to set you up an appointment to make you more pleasing to my eye.”

		“Wait a second,” Ambrosia said, holding her hands up in front of her and backing up. However, the steward intercepted her and prevented her from leaving.

		“Ambrosia,” Wallace said. “You want this mission to succeed, don’t you?”

		“Of course I do, but—“

		“Then this is what you need to do,” Wallace interrupted. “High Ambassador V’ron will only accept you if you go through with the process. Don’t worry, I checked into it. It’s just physical stuff. It’s not like you’ll turn into a bimbo like Ka’nu.”

		Ambrosia wanted to scoff at the mention of Ka’nu. She really was a bimbo. That much was very clear. However, she held her tongue, knowing that such comments could derail any goodwill she had. Diplomatic missions such as these, even when they had been scripted out in advance, were always difficult. It would not take much to completely shatter the trust the humans and the Dumites had with each other. She needed to do this, even if she hated the very idea of turning herself into a representation of Dumite beauty. If Ka’nu was any indication, Ambrosia would not like the results.

		“Fine,” Ambrosia said. “I’ll do it.”

		“Terrific,” Wallace said, his smile growing wide as he clapped his hands together.

		“Thank you,” V’ron said. “I will escort you inside. You will see that it is all safe.”

		As Ambrosia followed V’ron into the Beautification Center, she discovered the place was more like a hospital than anything else. However, there were no women except for a few women who appeared to be patients. Every employee was male.

		“Do you mind if I ask you a question?” Ambrosia asked as V’ron escorted her through the building. Given his stature in the government, he did not need to check her in. He could take her immediately to her treatment room.

		“You just did,” V’ron said. “But yes, go ahead.”

		“What role do women play in your society? I’ve only met Ka’nu, Ambassador Elder’s intended mate. Are all Dumite women like her?”

		“We value our women above all else,” V’ron answered. “We give them lives of luxury away from the toil of work. And in return, they find ways to reward us. It is, as you would call it, a symbiotic relationship.” V’ron used the English words to complete his statement.

		Ambrosia nodded her head, although she could not imagine living a life like that. On Earth, most of the women were considered full equals to men, both in the home and in the workplace. A society where only men worked seemed completely one-sided, but she was not there to judge. She was there just to make sure peace remained between the humans of Earth and the Dumite people.

		“This is your treatment room,” V’ron said when they reached a closed door. He opened it and led her inside.

		There were already two men in the room, waiting. They looked much like V’ron, although slightly less tall and a little less handsome. However, they also stood there only wearing loincloths. That seemed to be the standard for the Dumites. They did not like wearing any more clothes than was deemed necessary.

		However, before Ambrosia could say or do anything, the two Dumite men surrounded her. One plunged a needle into her arm and then everything went black.

		It was then that the doctors of the Beautification Center went to work on Ambrosia’s body. When she first agreed to the procedure, she had no idea what would happen to her. She had on idea just how far the doctors would take her.

		And there was so much on V’ron’s list. He found her pale skin oppressive to the eyes and required that her skin be given a permanent blue color. He would not even accept it if she constantly dyed her skin blue. It needed to be permanent.

		After that, there was the standard female beauty treatment. Little did Ambrosia understand that all Dumite women visited the Beautification Center when they came of age. It was required of them so that they could live their best lives. However, usually the doctors followed a simple template with some random variation thrown in so the women did not look like exact copies of each other. Not that any of them would have minded that, but there was good reason to provide a little variation in appearance. Men would be able to identify which women belonged to them.

		V’ron had requested a bespoke beautification and given his station and the influence he wielded, that was exactly what he got, getting to control every facet of Ambrosia’s treatment. He had to admit he liked her athletic frame. Little needed to be altered there. She was also taller than many Dumite women, which he found attractive. But she needed a much more sexualized body. That was what she had signed up for and V’ron was going to make sure she got it.

		Ka’nu and the other women given to the human men were considered some of the most beautiful women on the Dumite home world. It was only fitting that the High Ambassador also be given such distinction, even if his assigned mate was technically human. And therefore every limit was pushed as Ambrosia’s body was slowly enhanced to perfection.

		When Ambrosia finally awoke from her long slumber, she had no idea how long she had been asleep for. She also had no idea that the human contingent had left, leaving her behind. That had been the plan to begin with, but she had seen Wallace and the others for the last time. That was something she had not prepared herself for, but in the end it would not matter.

		Opening her eyes, the first thing that struck her was how the world looked different to her. Her eyesight had not only been enhanced, but it had been shifted toward different wavelengths of light. Her visual spectrum was wider than a human’s allowing her to see more than the standard colors. At the same time, the colors of objects around her appeared more normal, her brain already altering how it received inputs to accept the changes mentally.

		But that was not the end of the surprises. Even lying down, Ambrosia could sense that there were differences in her body now. She felt normal and experienced no pain, but she could still feel that there were differences in how her body was shaped and how she moved.

		Ambrosia started by holding her hand up in front of her face and examining its color. The blue looked good on her, even if it was a little disconcerting. The long nails were new, but she had no complaints about them. They would take time getting used to them, but it was not as if she was going to be typing or writing correspondence anymore. If she understood her role, it was to be a kept woman. That was how women were treated by the Dumites. Not that Ambrosia planned to completely keep still. She still planned to be active as an ambassador for Earth.

		Lifting the covers off her body, Ambrosia was shocked at the new size of her breasts. They were bigger than she ever imagined them being, bigger even than the breasts she had seen on Ka’nu. And yet, despite their size and obvious weight, Ambrosia could not feel them as any different from what she remembered. Not that it was easy to remember her being so flat chested when the evidence to the contrary was right there before her eyes.

		Getting out of bed, Ambrosia was impressed by the suppleness and flexibility of her body. She felt strong too, as if she were actually a ballet dancer. Not that she had ever danced ballet in her life, but she had seen ballerinas and had always been impressed with the way they could move their bodies. Now she felt like she could complete some of the same dance moves, although altering them to account for her slightly different shaped body. With breasts as big as hers, no one would ever see her as a ballerina.

		When Ambrosia finally found a mirror, she discovered how her butt had been rounded out, turning almost into a bubble that stuck out behind her. If it were not for the blue skin and blue hair, she might have assumed she was one of Earth’s bimbos. She had the right proportions, although with an even more flexible body.

		Her face had been altered as well. Her lips had been plumped up, although nothing too extreme. Her eyes had been made larger and her nose made smaller. If it were not for the blue skin again, she figured she would have the face of a doll. And that was not necessarily a bad thing, even if Ambrosia had never wanted such a thing. Now that she had it, she could appreciate it though.

		“There is my little woman,” V’ron said as he stood in the doorway.

		As soon as Ambrosia saw V’ron standing there, she immediately went to cover herself up. However, despite her body feeling like her, she was still not used to her new proportions. She completely failed to cover her large breasts, although she did manage to just cover her now bald pussy. That had been another change that she had failed to previously notice, having always had sparse body hair that matched her natural blonde locks.

		V’ron let out a deep laugh as he watched Ambrosia try to maintain some sense of modesty. Of course, in failing so spectacularly, she ended up bouncing her tits around, giving V’ron a nice view of his new mate.

		He crossed the room and held Ambrosia by the shoulders, holding her at arm’s length. Even as tall as she was, he still towered over her, making her feel small. He was right to call her a little woman, at least in comparison to his immense size. Yet somehow, Ambrosia felt safe in his arms.

		“You have no need to cover yourself in front of me,” V’ron said. “You are mine now and I very much like what I see so far.”

		Ambrosia dropped her arms to her side, allowing a man she had only just met to look at her naked body. Then again, she had to admit, in some ways, it was not her body anymore. It had been so radically changed that she no longer appeared human. The only difference between her and a real Dumite woman, appeared to be her single pussy. She did not even know how that would have been made possible.

		However, Ambrosia did not want to think about sex with V’ron right now. She was certain it would happen. She knew it would happen eventually when she first accepted her assignment. She was to be made a mate of the High Ambassador, or at least his mistress. Given the possibilities of incompatibility between the two species, Ambrosia would have accepted mistress. But whether his mistress or his mate, there was still the simple fact that both of those roles would require sex at some point.

		“You must be hungry,” V’ron finally said. “You have been here for many days under the careful watch of the doctors. I have special clothes for you to mark you as mine. Then we will go to my home and celebrate you joining my household with a wonderful private meal.”

		“Days?” Ambrosia said, growing concerned. She had thought all of this had happened overnight. Instead it had been days.

		“Yes, the humans have returned home with their Dumite women,” V’ron said.

		“But I wanted to say goodbye to them first,” Ambrosia complained. “They were my friends.”

		“They aren’t your friends anymore,” V’ron said sternly. “You are mine now. You have gone through the beautification process to be more to my liking. From their standpoint, you are no longer human. You are a Dumite woman now in every way but one.”

		“My single pussy?” Ambrosia asked, surprisingly accepting of the fact that her human companions had begun their journey home to Earth, leaving her without even saying goodbye. Even Wallace had failed to wish her luck.

		“Indeed,” V’ron said. “But I think I have a solution to that. Ambassador Elder was kind enough to bring along some human pornographic material and I believe I have a solution to our issues with that. But I will save that news for later, when you are properly in the mindset of a Dumite woman.”

		Ambrosia shuddered at the thought of what the proper mindset might be. Having seen Ka’nu and her constant interest in sex, it was difficult to imagine how Ambrosia could ever be like that. The Dumites had done a tremendous job in hiding their one-sided society from the humans. Or maybe they had just hid it from Ambrosia. It was impossible to know for certain. But it was clear that the men held the power and the women were little more than sex objects, likely existing for the male pleasure and to further the species. But it was too late to go back. Ambrosia had gone too far and her route home was no longer open to her. She was stuck with V’ron and had to hope to make the best of it.

		V’ron stepped away and opened a box sitting on a nearby table. He pulled out two items of clothing, both of them made from a blue metal that Ambrosia could only guess at its composition. Everything about the Dumite home world was strange to her, including the people and the materials they used in their daily lives.

		It quickly became clear that the two items of clothing would do little to cover Ambrosia’s body. It was little more than a bikini top and a loin cloth style bottom. But it was clear that V’ron was not going to provide her with anything more substantial to wear. This was it. This was the kind of clothing her wardrobe would now contain. She would need to get used to walking around with her body constantly on display, just like she would need to get used to her new proportions.

		Ambrosia quickly donned the clothing, finding that it mostly hung off her curves, leaving her worried that a sudden movement might expose what modesty she had remaining. The top hung on her tits, feeling almost heavier than her tits themselves did. The whole ensemble fit loosely enough that turning too fast would result in her top staying put while her body moved beneath it, thus exposing herself to anyone nearby. The metal fixed around her hips was similar. And without actual panties, she could feel the cool air on her pussy.

		“And one last thing,” V’ron said, pulling out a third item from the box. It was made of the same blue metal, but it was considerably smaller. And instead of handing it to Ambrosia, he held it out and placed it on her head, sweeping her blue hair behind her as he did. “There, a crown for my princess.”

		Ambrosia could not help but coo a little at being called a princess. It had been a childhood dream, back before she had come to her senses and learned how the world really worked. But if V’ron wanted to treat her as a princess, she was not going to argue. If anything, it might mean she was going to hold a high enough pace to actually do some good for the Dumite women, giving them newfound agency to throw off the yoke of oppression. It was an idea, a hope, that Ambrosia might be able to bring a little humanity to the Dumite people.

		“Come with me now,” V’ron commanded. “It is time for our first meal together.”

		Ambrosia felt awkward as she was led out of the Beautification Center. The strangest part was walking barefoot. She had noticed that the Dumite people did not wear shoes. She could only hope that they had thought to thicken the skin on the bottom of her feet so that she could walk over uneven ground without hurting herself. Then again, her feet would probably eventually adapt, assuming the planet did not experience significant cold snaps.

		However, the walk out of the Beautification Center was short. Waiting outside was what Ambrosia would have loosely considered a car. It had no wheels, instead, resting on the ground without anything supporting it. A driver stood at the back and opened a door for the pair. V’ron helped Ambrosia into the back of the car before he climbed in after her. The driver then closed the door and walked around to the front of the vehicle and got in. It was like a limo, except with far more glass allowing a greater means of looking out at the world.

		V’ron placed his arm around Ambrosia’s shoulders, pulling her in close to his body. She felt his warmth and immediately started to melt her body against his, enjoying the comfort he provided. She really could get used to being treated like a princess. However, she was surprised when the car lifted up off the ground and began to fly away. She did not actually feel the flying or even the acceleration. But she looked out to see it happening. She was amazed. The Dumite people lived a simple existence, but their technology was far beyond that of humans.

		The flying car took the new couple deep into the city. Tall buildings rose up into the sky, all of them heavily made of glass. There were no secrets here. The only thing that provided privacy was height off the ground, but with flying cars, that too meant little. But from what Ambrosia could figure out, privacy was not a concern with these people. Sex might not happen on the street, but there were no associated hangups with embarrassment. Then again, if all the women were constantly in some state of heat, there was no reason to care.

		“I have a question,” Ambrosia said.

		“Go ahead,” V’ron replied, giving her permission to speak. Normally he would not have been so accepting of a woman asking him questions, but he had to admit they would be necessary until Ambrosia found herself living her best Dumite life. He could only hope that would be soon.

		“What should I call you?” Ambrosia asked. “Do you want me to call you by your title?”

		It was a good question. It was one even V’ron had not fully considered in all of this. It was normal for men like V’ron to wait to take a mate. It allowed him time to build power and wealth without distraction of the fairer sex. But it made little sense for Ambrosia to constantly call him High Ambassador V’ron all the time, especially in more intimate moments. Not that he expected her to do much speaking once she got settled. Dumite women rarely spoke, instead giggling when asked to participate in a conversation. It was the hormones.

		“Only when we are with other people, assuming you speak at all,” V’ron answered. “When we are alone, you can call me Lux.”

		“It’s nice to meet you, Lux,” Ambrosia said as she leaned up and briefly kissed him on the cheek. “I suppose it makes sense for you to call me Ambrosia.”

		“Always,” Lux said. “Assuming I do not call you a pet name instead.”

		Ambrosia nodded her head. She could not argue with that.

		The car landed on top of the tallest building in the city. There the driver got out and then helped both V’ron and Ambrosia out of the car. From there, V’ron led Ambrosia across the roof and toward a set of stairs leading down. As they walked, Ambrosia felt the breeze against her bare skin. Luckily it was a warm breeze, making wearing so little clothing more comfortable. Although that breeze was almost strong enough to blow at her bikini top, making it wave in the wind. Almost. But Ambrosia had a feeling she would eventually get used to such events.

		It turned out that Lux lived in a penthouse suite at the top of the building. That one set of stairs took them down to the top floor of the building, providing amazing views around the city from every angle. This was the kind of home Ambrosia had always hoped for, but never believed she would ever have. Now it was happening, just in a far different manner than she had ever expected.

		“Let’s sit down to eat,” Lux said as soon as they entered the dining room. Whatever tour he had planned was cut short by the call of food.

		Admittedly, Ambrosia felt the call to eat, realizing it had probably been days since she had a proper meal. Her body had probably been on an IV that gave her nutrients, but real food was still preferred.

		The table was already set for them. Lux’s own steward had prepared the meal for them. He had a full collection of stewards to do his bidding, such was his level of wealth and power.

		“This is more like it,” Ambrosia muttered to herself, seeing the table set with fruits, vegetables, meats, all of which she had never seen before. This was far better than the meal pack bars that had been stocked in her former villa.

		There was little ceremony as the couple sat down to eat. Although the table was large, leaving a sizable distance between them as they ate. Ambrosia dug in immediately, happy to try a little bit of everything, treating the moment as if she really had not eaten in days, which was technically true.

		“I should note,” Lux said, “this planet was not our original home. We settled here when we discovered the kegelgenic waves in the atmosphere and the effect they had on the plants and animals living here.”

		“What do you mean?” Ambrosia asked, suddenly concerned about the food she was eating. Not that she could imagine stopping. Like the meal she ate in the villa, the food was better than anything she had ever tasted on Earth. It was like her taste buds had been designed to live here.

		“We moved here because we discovered food grown and raised here has a certain effect on women when they consume it. It makes them insatiably horny and, quite frankly, pretty dumb. And what man would pass up a chance to be with a dumb and horny woman. It took a lot of effort, but we managed to move our whole civilization to this planet from our original world. That was many generations ago, however. No one alive remembers how it happened exactly.”

		“But wait…” Ambrosia said, suddenly remembering her need to masturbate after eating back at the villa. That had been because of the food.

		“We could have transported the food back home, of course,” Lux continued, ignoring Ambrosia’s protest. “But that seemed inefficient. And the truth is, life is better here. The weather and climate is better and we don’t need to waste fuel transporting food. I mean, we did at first. The food here is simply better tasting all around. And after making sure the more powerful women started eating the food full time, they were more easily persuaded to move the civilization here. Then again, they were so horny, they would have agreed to anything to get a good fucking.”

		Ambrosia wanted to stop eating as she listened to Lux speak, but she could not stop herself. She continued to push food into her mouth and swallow it down, enjoying the wonderful flavors as they danced across her tongue. She could never stop. Going back to Earth would be impossible. She could never give up such delicious tasting food.

		“So what if it turns me into a bimbo,” she mouthed to herself, already experiencing a growing heat between her legs. It was becoming harder and harder to think. She briefly assumed it would wear off eventually, just like the meal bar had, but then again, maybe it would not if she ate enough. Eventually it would become permanent.

		“That’s hot,” she whispered to herself, already feeling her mind slow down and the filter between what she thought and what she spoke break down.

		Lux smiled. “That’s my princess. Once you’re done eating, I’ll make sure to fuck you nice and hard. No more thinking for you. You’re going to be my little sex princess for the rest of our lives together. And with the Beautification Center at our disposal, I’ll make sure you live your best bimbo life forevermore.”

		Ambrosia only picked up about half of what Lux said. Her brain was already overmatched, trying to eat, keep her fingers away from her pussy, and translate Lux’s words at the same time. It was just too much when she was this hot and horny.

		However, the pair managed to eat a full meal. By the end, Ambrosia was hopping up and down with need, but Lux ordered her to wait.

		“And no masturbating,” he ordered. “Your orgasms come from me now. And only me.”

		Ambrosia nodded her head, wishing she could pleasure herself, but if Lux commanded her not to masturbate, who was she to argue with him? If she broke his rules, he might not fuck her and then where would she be?

		Ambrosia lost all sense of time as she sat beside Lux on a couch in the sitting room. He looked out over the city, enjoying the view. Ambrosia stared up at his handsome face, wishing he would get around to fucking her already. She had already forgotten that she was wearing so little clothes. It was quickly becoming natural. And it would become more so as she interacted with other women dressed as she was.

		However, once Lux had recovered from their meal together, he guided Ambrosia to a place he called the sex room. He made it clear that sex could happen anywhere in the home, but the sex room was special, because it had extra tools to enjoy themselves with. But for their first time together, Lux planned to keep it simple.

		He instructed Ambrosia to get up on the padded table. She was more than happy to do as he told her. She was so horny she could barely think. But she had already decided that maybe thinking was overrated. That had been her conclusion while sitting out in the sitting room with Lux. He was smart enough to do the thinking for the both of them. She might still have occasional thoughts until she had eaten enough of the kegelgenic radiated food, but that was a when, not an if. Her thinking days were over, to be replaced with being a sexy bimbo alien mate for Lux to fuck whenever he wanted.

		Once Ambrosia was positioned on her hands and knees on the table, Lux climbed up behind her. He first removed her metal loin cloth and set it aside, revealing her nice ass and her now blue pussy. Then he removed his own loin cloth. Ambrosia looked behind her to see the twin cocks of her mate. They both stood at attention, large and tempting. But she had no idea how he was going to fuck her with them both. She only had one pussy.

		“I instructed the doctors to make one other change that might not be so obvious to you,” Lux explained. “Your ass is self-lubricating now. You won’t notice it, but there will not be any problem with me fucking you there whenever I want.”

		Ambrosia nodded her head, only dimly aware of what that meant. But it became a lot more clear as Lux grabbed her hips and positioned himself at her two entrances. Her eyes went wide as he pushed himself into her at once, one cock filling her pussy and the other filling her ass.

		Having never experimented with anal sex before, Ambrosia had no idea what to expect, but given the lubrication that was there, she was an immediate convert. She loved it. She loved feeling so full. Now she understood what Lux had planned for her. It all made sense. Just because she lacked two pussies did not mean she was unable to please him completely. But she should have known that he would have a plan for that. Her life going forward was to be a dumb and horny sex object for him. She accepted that. And as long as he kept fucking her like that, she would never feel the need to stray from him.

		“Yes,” Ambrosia moaned as Lux began to thrust in and out of her. The pair were perfectly designed for each other. That much was clear.

		And as much as Ambrosia was moaning in pleasure, Lux was experiencing an equal amount of pleasure, highlighted by his grunts with each thrust of his dual cocks.

		It took very little before Ambrosia started cumming. The orgasm hit her like a freight train, but Lux was not done with her. He kept fucking her right through it all, making the orgasm even stronger. And once it passed, she was already building toward the next one.

		But eventually it happened. Given the pleasure Lux received from his mate, he could not hold out forever. His cocks surged with cum as he erupted into her with his hot seed into both of her holes. The pleasure was too much for her as a second orgasm ripped through her body. Her arms gave out and her big tits cushioned her fall onto the table. It was the best sex she had ever had and right then, Ambrosia, deep down, knew there was no turning back. She could never say no to that kind of pleasure. It was worth being Lux’s bimbo princess for the rest of her life.

		When Ambrosia finally recovered, she found it a little easier to think, but she was already training herself to turn off her thoughts and let her body do her thinking. She found herself looking at Lux’s double cocks and she immediately started to lick her lips. They were both still slick with her juices and she had the sudden urge to taste herself on him.

		She bent low and took first one into her mouth and then the other, alternating back and forth until she had cleaned them completely. But then there was a problem. Lux was hard again.

		“It seems you’re happy in your new role, princess,” Lux said. “Are you ready for round two?”

		Ambrosia barely heard him, but she nodded her head anyway, giggling along the way. This was her life now. She was a blue-skinned sex object for a power alien man. And she could not imagine a better life. As long as he kept her fed and fucked, she would do whatever he wanted. Little did she realize that she made sure that there remained peace between the Dumites and the humans. Such diplomacy was beyond her now. She was just a fuck puppet and her old life with three doctorates and as an ambassador was forgotten. It was unimportant in her new life getting fucked and focusing on sex with her master.
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