Babylon 5 femmeslash! For Carmen_LJ! Oh yeah!

Susan Ivanova woke up one Thursday, and was not happy about this. She had been dreading this particular Thursday for some time.


To be honest, she usually dreaded Thursdays. In fact, she tended to think the week went steadily downhill from Wednesday. In both directions. But this particular Thursday, she was particularly dreading the return of the Lumati ambassador.


He was an old ugly alien with whom she had had sex recently. Well, not technically – she had merely pretended to him that dancing around like a fool, singing off key and waking up with a hangover and an unshakeable feeling of embarrassment was human sex, which wasn’t too far off, although in Susan’s experience it was usually with an old ugly human. But his parting message to her brooked no such ambiguity. Next time, my way.


She waited near the docking bay for his ship to arrive, hoping that he didn’t seem so repulsive this time. After all, closer ties between the humans and the Lumati was so important to the role of Babylon 5 as the galaxy’s best hope for peace. If he was a little younger than in her memory, a little less coarse and lined, well, she could stand it.


No such luck. In fact, he had got older and uglier. “You’re looking well, Ambassador,” she managed as he strode towards her. “It’s good to see you on Babylon 5 again.”


“And you, my dear,” he said. “I found my first visit so stimulating. And I have a gift. A token of the new bridge between our species.”


“Ah, you should present that to the Captain during your meeting-“


“No. Not for the Captain. For you.” The ambassador held out what Susan could only describe as a small yellow nodule with chains. “I sent one to you as a parting gift, but it was returned. It must have been a misunderstanding.”


“I’ll say,” said Susan, swallowing as she took the item. “I mean, I’ll say to my staff that they should not have returned such a… beautiful… um… object.“


“I see we still have much to learn from each other. On our world, the kafaqi is not a thing of beauty, merely a… how can I put it… a sexual… toy? But now that I begin to see with human eyes, perhaps it does have an elegance…”


“A sex toy?” All sorts of images went through her mind. Only one was pleasant, and that one involved the “elegant” device crammed up the ambassador’s… but that would be rude.


“Forgive me, I still have not learned the finer points of human language. It is a means of stimulating the females on my world. The male attaches it during intercourse, and the female receives incredible pleasure.” Quite where the male attached it would require more knowledge of Lumati anatomy than Susan thankfully had. “Perhaps it would be best if I illustrated. Your quarters?” And he strode off towards an elevator before she could stop him.

“Look, ambassador, I’m flattered that you want to… er, pick up where we left off, but I have a busy schedule and…” The ambassador was already undoing his robe before the door to Susan’s quarters even closed behind them. He pulled out of his chest a… well, let’s face it, it was probably a sexual organ. Not entirely dissimilar from a human male one, if a couple of feet higher up. He pushed the yellow device over the… member, and secured it tightly.


“Now,” he said, “I am ready. Tell me who you would like to see.”


“I’ve just remembered, I have to be in C and C, there’s a trade delegation from the… wh, what did you say?”


“Tell me who you would like to see? Ah, perhaps I should explain. Although no doubt to you I am an attractive mate, the women on my world do not find men such as I attractive. You will not believe this, but to them, I would be too old, too coarse and lined… too ugly.”


“Really. Go figure.”


“So it is traditional to amplify the thought signals that we naturally broadcast. You remember when I was first here, I shared a telepathic link with my translator?”


“Uh. Yes.”


“Without amplification, I can direct only words, feelings to another. But with this attachment, I can produce images. I can look like… I can be… whomsoever you desire. So tell me… who you would like to see. I am acquainted with most of your command staff from my first visit.”


“Talia Winters,” said someone, to Susan’s surprise; and to her greater surprise, it had been her.


“Who? Oh, you mean the commercial telepath. Yes, I had some dealings with her before.”


“Wait!” said Susan. Her heart had suddenly started to beat stronger, she felt her face flush, her lungs tighten. Where had that come from?


“You would prefer another session human-style? That would be fine. I have been practising. Boom shakalakalaka boom-“, he began, briefly walking like an Egyptian.


“No, it’s not that… it’s just… I don’t know why I said that name.”


“Well I presume it is because she is attractive to you. You know, it has never occurred to my people that the women should have sex with each other, but it is a very good system. I will set about implementing it when I get back.”


“You don’t think it’s an… odd choice?”

“My dear Commander, my first wife used to ask me to appear as a Pakmara. I came to seriously doubt our standing as the most advanced race in the galaxy during that relationship, I can tell you.” He touched a button on the nodule and suddenly… there she was. Talia Winters, standing before her. Those icy, seductive eyes, the perfectly coiffured hair, that tight uniform. Susan was about to protest again, but then Talia… er, the ambassador, gave a twirl, and in Talia’s deep, sensuous voice, said “well? What do you think?”

Susan’s throat seemed to dry up instantly. “I… that’s very… incredible.”

“You know,” said Talia, leaning closer, “on my world, a uniform like this would never be considered attractive. We might wear sometime more like…” and then she stood there, straight out a Victoria’s Secret catalogue, purple lacey bra and panties. Susan’s eyes decided they wanted to pop out. “But you…” Talia leaned in closer, and pouted those gorgeous red lips. “… have taught me… so… much.”

Susan swallowed. “That’s, er, that’s great. And you know, I can see what you mean. That outfit is very sexy.” She felt her heart swell as she formed the next two sentences in her mind. “But do you know what would make it even more sexy?” she leaned closer herself, and whispered in Talia’s ear. When she drew away she saw Talia’s eyes wide with astonishment. “That’s so right. Our two cultures have so much in common.” And Susan’s request was granted. The first of so many.

Many hours later, Susan and Talia lay naked on Susan’s bed, gazing into each other’s eyes. “I have a confession to make, ambassador,” said Susan. “When we… um, closed the deal, that first time… that… that wasn’t really human sex.”


Talia smiled. “I know.”


“You do? How did you know?”


“I have a confession of my own. My people believe that the two signs of an advanced culture are humour, and ingenuity. I deliberately put you in an awkward position to see how a member of your species would deal with it. You dealt with it with much ingenuity… and considerable humour.” She smiled. “That moment, I knew that an alliance between our worlds was a good idea. Since then I have been studying earth culture in great detail… just in case you decide to trick me again.”


“Oh.” Susan frowned. “But if sex isn’t a diplomatic thing for you guys after all… why all this?”


“Oh…” Talia leaned in close and bit Susan’s bottom lip gently. “This isn’t a diplomatic thing. I just wanted to fuck you.”

An hour later, and in something of a rush, Susan was on her way to C and C. She waited impatiently for an elevator. When it came she was still tucking her blouse into her trousers, and didn’t notice who was already inside. As the doors closed behind her, she heard a voice that made her heart leap. “Hello, Commander.”


“Miss Winters!” Susan frowned for a moment. “It, er, it is Miss Winters, isn’t it?”


“Well of course,” said Talia with a quizzical expression. “Are you OK? You seem… upset.”


“Oh, no,” said Susan, laughing. “Just, just a busy morning. Ambassadors, cuh! Who’d have ‘em! Ahem. If you pardon the figure of speech.”


But Talia wasn’t listening. “Listen, Commander…” Susan saw Talia gently bite her bottom lip, and wished it was her own that was being nibbled. “There’s one or two things I’d like to run past you. I think my quarters could do with an upgrade now that I’ve proven my worth. I was thinking… maybe we could discuss this after your shift… over coffee?”


That was when Susan heard something in Talia’s voice for the first time. The telepath was always trying to talk to her about something or other – either her quarters weren’t good enough, or the pay wasn’t, or she wanted to file a complaint about harassment from Mr Garibaldi – and it usually involved interrupting her when she was winding down after a shift, either in the bar or wandering around the Zocalo, or just about to take a shower. Susan usually made some excuse, because she found telepaths uncomfortable – the whole psi-corps thing, and everything that had happened recently with Bester. But previously, Talia had invited her for coffee. Now it was different. She sounded as if she were inviting her for coffee. Had that tone always been in Talia’s voice? Had the Lumati ambassador helped her to hear it?


“Yes, why not?” said Susan. “I finish at eight. Come round my quarters. Taste some real coffee for a change.”


“Thank you, Commander,” said Talia. The elevator stopped, and Talia walked out, but before the doors closed again, she said, “um, I have a confession to make. During our conversation I picked up a very strong thought from you. I tried to block in the usual way, but it was too late. I thought you should know.”


Oh god! What thought could it have been? Please nibble my face, Talia? Please do that thing you did this afternoon with the whipped cream? “Um, that’s very professional, thank you. Out of interest, was it… a coherent thought?”


“Not really. It was an image. A yellow object. About this big. With chains.”


“How odd,” said Susan. The elevator doors mercifully began to close to take her to C and C. But just as they did, Talia threw her one last smile. And was that a wink? No. Surely not. The very idea.

For the next four hours, Commander Susan Ivanova wished it were eight o’clock.

