					SPY EATER


				         A Mission in Paris








A light drizzle had consumed the French capitol moments ago but had quickly ceased, leaving only a faint splash with the click of her heels. She marched down the orange lit street cutting through the gloom. Her long red coat, buttoned up to stave off the night chill that still grasped at her bare legs, burned all the brighter in the orange glow but turned sanguine every time she stepped from the light into the shade of this quiet, empty street. Bright and dark, bright and dark. Her visions flickering blind between each striking contrast.


Alena hated streets like this, an uncomfortable frown forming beneath her long bouncing locks of dark auburn hair, her shady brown eyes glancing cautiously around. Hands in her spacious pockets, she concealed the small silenced hand gun gripped in her right hand. 


Only as the tension became palpable did her ears pique up to the sound of soft wet steps creeping up behind her. Someone probably after the information she had memorized during her time her, knowledge she had been sent to retrieve without removing.


As she heard the person get closer, she could tell by the way they marched and the heavy step that they were likely a male.


The frown left and Alena smirked.


"A very stupid man," she thought.


When he was a mere foot away she turned sharply on the spot and swing her foot round to catch the back of his leg, taking away his balance and sending him crashing suddenly into the hard cobbled street with a crack and an exasperated cry. Before he could offer the merest hope of retaliation Alena had her small pistol out and trained on the tall man, his long black coat now soaked as she stood over him confidently, her slender figure toned to ripe perfection with muscled but shapely hips and an impressive bust concealed under her coat..


“Who sent you?” she asked plain and clear, her ruby red lips moving with smooth silky intent which matched her fine pure Russian voice.


“Argh...I've been sent to detain you,” he explained through the grind of his teeth, his accent distinctly British.


“Detain me? Why?”


“We're not the only ones after you Alena...but we're the only ones willing to negotiate and we'd...argh...rather not have you in the hands of those we cannot trust.”


He sat up slowly, resting on his elbow as one hand cradled the ache in his back. Alena merely scoffed.


“I can look after myself thanks,” she told him. “And tell your employers to send someone a little lighter on their feet next time.”


With that she turned again, tucked the pistol away and swiftly marched round the corner and off into the dazzling night.


“Don't say we didn't warn you...” he muttered before picking himself up.





Alena found her way to the discreet basement club she often frequented. Down the stairs she descended from the dark and into the cool light of the slick underground bar, bustling with night life, an audience largely composed of females. She might have smiled if she weren't so fond of secrecy.


Approaching the bar she seated herself on a stool and waited for the barmaid to saunter over.


“Yes ma'am?” asked the skinny young barmaid.


Alena herself was not much older but certainly possessed a more shapely appearance and a aura of significantly more confidence.


“A vodka double,” stated Alena.


With a nod the thin little thing fluttered off and quickly returned with a clear glass filled with clear liquid. Alena did not hesitate in lifting the glass and taking a sip. The quick chilled burn of the liquid rushed down her throat and with the faintest lick of her lips she relaxed, slipped out of her coat to reveal the black dress she wore underneath, its low v-neck displaying her admirable cleavage perfectly, contrasting with her smooth pale skin. The skirt of the dress hung just passed her hips and accentuated her firm round ass with pride.


Here Alena was safe, hidden and forgotten, The best kind of club for a spy, her reputation notorious. Nobody here cared, either too drunk or too distracted. A quiet place devoid of espionage and Alena loved it. 


Putting herself firmly on display, she continued to sip at her drink, drawing all kinds of curious gazes but not one had the confidence to approach her. Turning back to her drink, downing the remaining half with urgency and signalling for another, she had almost given hope when a sultry,  blonde seated beside her in a dark blue dress, slightly less modest than her own.


“Howdy,” said the blonde, her pale blue eyes sparkling in the bars light, her moist lips luring in Alena's attention.


Without giving any emotion away, Alena turned, looking the American woman over, noting her large bust and big round hips. She was exactly her type but Alena gave away nothing.


“Can I help you?” replied Alena as her next drink arrived.


“I'm sure you can,” said the blonde with a gleaming smile and knowing stare.


Alena spent a moment to admire her gorgeous face, rounder than Alena's but no less pleasing with her medium length hair falling around her cheeks, framing her beauty in a warm glow. Everything but her dress was bright, a considerable opposite to the darkly haired, darkly dressed spy. Alena finally gave a slight but generous smile.


“But you're so certain of what you want, how can I possibly offer assistance?”


The blonde smirked.


“I'm not looking for an advisor...more a student.”


“That so?”


“Yes...I'd love to teach you a few things,” she teased.


“What makes you sure I don't already know everything you teach?”


“You don't know me,” retorted the blonde.


Alena had to admit, if only internally, she was impressed. 


“Alena.”


“Paris.”


“How fitting,” remarked Alena with a chuckle.


“Isn't it?” 


“Pleasure to meet you then Paris.”


“Not quiet yet,” said Paris smiling.


“Well then, since you're so sure of yourself,” began Alena, finishing her second drink in one swift gulp. “Are you gonna buy me another drink?”


“You seem like a woman who wants to make the most of her time here, why don't we cut to the chase?”


“You're certain there's a chase to be had?”


“Of course,” said Paris. “A woman like you doesn't come to this city to get drunk.”


“Oh really?” said Alena, her mind briefly going over her successful assignment in her mind. “Well since I'm leaving tomorrow...what am I missing out on?”


Paris dropped her smile, putting on a smouldering stare as she leaned in towards Alena.


“There's a reason they call it the city of love,” she whispered. “And tonight, Paris is wet.”





The journey back to her hotel was slowly and agonizing, the two sat in the back of the cab with burning anticipation. It did not take long till they began kissing with a fiery passion, their lips and tongues mingling for the remaining duration, to the pleasure of a perverse driver. 


At her room, they burst in still locked in a kiss, not bothering to illuminate the extravagant space. Breaking their kiss for a moment, Alena kicked behind her at the door and slammed it shut, thrusting off her red coat before lunging forward and kissing Paris again, smearing her lipstick upon those soft lips. Soon they both fell upon the tidy cosy queen sized bed, pressed against one another, fondling each other excitedly as they both grew hotter, wetter with desire. In the dim dark they hurriedly slipped out of their dresses into underwear, Alena in lacy lingerie and Paris in velvet blue lingerie that matched her dress.


With steady hands Alena unclipped her bra and Paris did the same, letting their big round tits press upon one another their nipples hard and rubbing together. With eagerness, Paris slid a hand down and tugged down Alena's panties and began gently fingering her with a knowledgeable hand, pleasing Alena in all the right ways. Each caress of her clit sent shivers off electric ecstasy through her, making her shake and moan as she grew hotter her skin slick with sweat born of passion.


It was moments of heat and romance like this that remdinded her why she never regretted joining the agency. Paid vacation with dangerous excitement. That was great but it was the hot women Alena always managed to find that kept her with the agency.


“Mmmm...” moaned Alena, giving into pleasure forgotten during her foray in Paris. “Don't...uuungh...stop...!”


The pleasure coursed through her, one rocking orgasm at a time as Paris furiously excited her sex, rattling her body burning energy. Sensations took over her body. She squealed, clenching her eyes shut and her body seized up, overcome with intense satisfaction.


After a few moments of quick, deep breaths she recovered ever so slightly and opened her eyes to a smiling and proud Paris. Alena gave her a devious look in her eye and then crawled down her body, her face approaching that most sensitive of places. With an excited grasp she peeled off those damp panties, tossing them aside and lowered her lips down upon Paris's nethers. Her tongue snaked out and erotically flicked Paris’s clit about, making her moan beneath her breath. She then nibbled at it making Paris bite her lip, resisting screams of passion. After that she probed her tongue deep inside her, writhing it about and making Paris squirm under her touch. Alena relished the moment, even the taste of those soft fleshy walls. Curious she lifted her gaze, staring up that flawless nude body to the face of her lover.


Paris simply watched back with a devilish grin, stroking the back of Alena's head. Right then, this spy knew something was wrong, that there was something Paris was keeping secret. Before any defensive instincts could kick in Paris forcefully shoved Alena's face into her sex as her pussy sucked, pulling on Alena's tongue. 


“What the hell?!” she exclaimed, her words muted somewhat by her tongue caught in the trap of Paris's vagina.


Alena was struggling, her mind racing with confusion at the improbability of what was occurring when the next stage of the night took place, the folds of Paris's moist, slick sex stretching like rubber before enveloping around the muffled screams of Alena's shaking head, pulling her head deep into her dark, humid sex with moist pop. 


“Unnngh...” moaned Paris louder now than ever during their bout of passion, her hand patting the back of Alena's neck as her sex completely swallowed Alena's head, the auburn locks of hair soaking with the juices there. 


Her vision  was in utter darkness, her skin slick against the sweating internal walls of Paris's pussy. Musty, powerful auromas invaded her nostrils and a terrible heat crawled all over her skin, making her sweat heavier. She tried to kick and punch but something in the glistening back, the muffled sounds rippling through the walls, pushed her towards a reluctant sleep. 


“No...no...” she muttered, her mind trying to comprehend this strangest most alien of traps. “I can't...not...now...”


Soon Alena's struggles ceased as she drifted into a terrified sleep. 


With Alena unconscious, Paris moaned once more with pleasured relief and then let her hungry pussy finish its work, slurping up the rest of Alena. Sliding over her shoulder with a pained stretch, mingling agony with bliss for Paris before it swallowed them too, moving over Alena's ripe tits and hurriedly pulling in the rest of the pale Russian spy into her moist crevice, towards the stifling womb.


As more of the woman was consumed, Paris's abdomen swelled, growing big and round with each inch that was sucked up her snatch.


“Mmmmm...” she moaned long and loud before with a satisfying wet smack, her pussy sealed shut around those toes, sealing Alena inside her leaving Paris with a hugely pregnant look belly, her belly button popped.


Still lying in the bed, moaning quietly in pure, orgasmic satisfaction she began running a hand over the smooth round girth of her abdomen, stroking the shape of Alena curled up inside her womb. With a quick pat she then slowly raised herself up, sliding carefully off the bed and waddled her nude, swollen frame over to the phone, picking up and dialling in the dark.


“Mission complete, Agent Alena Vetrov captured and contained for transportation” she said clearly before then hanging up the phone.





At the airport Paris waddled through the terminal in a loose blue dress that hugged her swollen milk filled tits and her big round belly which she deviously stroked. Such an effective means of transporting prisoners. Nobody suspected a thing. They never did. Some even helped her along, getting out of her way or taking her luggage for her. She smiled kindly and innocently every time giving no cause for concern. Often she wondered what they would do if they knew her big round belly contained another fully grown person, trapped against her will in another woman's womb.


Once on the plane she sat down at her place in business class and let her sore ankles rest, her hand moving over her belly as sudden struggles and kicks came from inside, producing little bumps on the surface. Alena was awake now. Paris just chuckled, massaging her swollen abdomen. 


“Rest now Alena, rest easy,” she murmured, trying to ignore the arousal and dampness growing between her legs from the struggles. “I've heard you're tough but you'll need all your strength for the interrogation.”





			


					End of Part One














