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The life of an interplanetary scavenger is hard, and Rium has been made strong through her trials. On the wasteland of an abandoned moon, she competes with a galactic corporation for the resources abandoned by humanity in an industrial age past. She has a new ally with which to face down the galaxy’s danger. Ready to deploy from orbit, the Titanium Angel has become both ally and guardian to her. The mech pilot Giana is a soft thing, full of vivacious energy and warmth, but fearless in the face of action. With power and skill, they have found themselves a superb team. Faced with grand opportunities for a new life in the outer worlds, they soon discover how much more they may become to each other.
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The evacuation of Lo had left behind a forgotten ruin, laden with the supplies and belongings that had once upheld a vast industrial world. The moon that had housed the largest construction colony of the solar system was now a barren and silent place, with only the distant crumbling of moving earth to proclaim time moving at all. The work had been done; six towering geothermal conduits reached above the dusty atmosphere, disappearing amidst the void of space. They were space elevators, and their main cargo was Lo’s inexhaustible fiery heart. By day, like sundials, they cast their shadow across the land. By night, they were aglow like neon. Although kilometers away from it, Rium was convinced she could feel the warmth of the nearest.



The scavenger had traversed far from the structures that adorned the thermal conversion plant’s base, which had once been like a city for the multitudes employed there. Through the dust, a shadowy line snaked against the base of a rocky outcrop of hills, appearing first like a mirage, until proximity revealed it’s dark depth. The fissure had split the earth wide in a day, and steam hissed up from the ground in billowy clouds, only to be scattered as soon as each departed that earthy mouth.



“I can see it. Absolutely massive, looks like,” Rium said into her comm.



“Sensors say almost twenty feet across. Good! Might need to get my mech down there,” Giana answered. Her voice came through the comm enthusiastic, and Rium was becoming hopeful.



Rium wore thickly padded heat resistant gear, scavenged long ago from one of Lo’s military facilities. Two years-worth of evacuations had left much behind yet, though some of the best equipment had found its way up the elevators. She was heavy with equipment and hot in her suit, and anticipated the descent into that fiery depth with some reluctance. Treading up to the edge of the volcanic fissure, she scanned it’s blackness with searching eyes, finding in the distance below the dim glow of lava.



“You’re right above the signal. I think we might lose our comms, though,” Giana speculated.



“If I’m not back in range within fifteen minutes, you better drop,” Rium determined. Far above her, in orbit, Giana waited with her hulking titanium mech, which could reach the surface in mere minutes, if necessary. Only the vast expense of bringing her mech back up the space elevator deterred her from being with Rium already, for though their prize was valuable, they could not afford false alarms.



“Mind your footing down there, okay? We should have plenty of time.” The primary concern was not more volcanic activity, although such was feasible enough, but rather the presence of Amezla Co. scavenging drones. The corporation owned this entire territory for such purposes, and Rium’s efforts could see her deported back to an asteroid mining colony. When the earth split here, a radioactive source caught Giana’s eye, suggesting a possible buried cache of unstable elements. It was the less stable Plutonium, PU-241 in particular, that the two sought. Even if degraded by six half-lives of neglect, it’s value today excelled, by multitudes, it’s worth during the operation of this place.







Giana watched Rium’s signal grow feint, even as the moon-side scavenger fell just yards beneath the surface. She rested in her mech’s cockpit, anxiously observing her orbital scan of the region, and placing, with her mind's-eye, what underground facility accessways may have passed under this now-cracked plot of land. She was not overly fearful for Rium, trusting the scavenger’s surefooted adeptness, although it displeased Giana that her image of the ground below was so weak. Lo’s atmosphere had begun to depart, but a thickness of rust-colored dust was in the air, swept up ceaselessly by the thermal currents those six searing rods created. Tons of dirt were over Rium’s head, playing weightless upon the air.



Giana gathered up her great billowy hair, and swept the fiery orange mess back from her face, breathing deeply to collect her thoughts. It was too early to celebrate, but the signals had been promising. The material could do incredible things for her and her machine. As the minutes passed, her thoughts turned away from her ambitions, and she considered Rium, and how prosperous their partnership had yet been. The scavenger’s knowledge, built up through a life-time of hardship, was precisely the grit Giana required to drudge through this rusted wasteland effectively. When the work was done, however, Giana meant to carry Rium starward, and let her at last be free of the harshness of the dying moon. It amused Giana that she might think of Rium as a little thing to be protected, for in her role, all ungeared humans were but squirrels at play. Outside of her mech, Giana was eight inches shorter than Rium, and entirely without her hardness or bulk.



“Giana!” Rium’s voice called out from the speaker, her voice distorted from a faint signal. She was huffing heavily, and spoke with alarm. “The cache is down here! Not sure what, but it’s immense, and hot!” Giana trembled with excitement, but she heard the concern under the good news. “There’s trouble though. An Amezla scout has eyes on me!”



“Get up if you can, or to a spot where I can drop in!” Giana instructed, and at once unlatched the drop-safety lock, and pulled the release, sending her hulking 700-ton mech free-falling toward that cloudy surface. “There’s gonna be more coming in. They must have picked up the signal! The drones probably have tasers, so watch yourself!” The mech pilot strapped herself in tight into her chair, and honed in on the fissure. Her descent swiftly grew to a great momentum, and turbulence shook her ferociously as she touched up the dirt atmosphere.







Even under the heatproof gear, Rium felt sweltering, such that she feared heatstroke would cause her to swoon and fall from her cord. A spiny, mechanical thing, with a beedy red light to display it's peering gaze, perched upon the rock above examining her. She knew that even now, Amezla Co. drones would be heading in, intent on immediate incapacitation and arrest. Like a spider the drone delicately reached to tug itself onto the cord, and began scurrying swiftly down at her even as she ascended. Rium cast her gaze back at the cache, exposed by shifting rock such that its hall in the earth had been cracked open. Radiation resistant containers were stacked up in tight order, and in such abundance to make her wonder how official records could have neglected to note it. Amezla’s robotic creatures could pick away for rare metals amidst the abandoned electronics harmlessly enough, but to deny them this substance may save innumerable lives. The corporation's interests would see it sent to distant wars, ending the life of the rebellious indentured in however great masses they were.



She jerked the coil sharply in her hand as the spidery drone nearered her, timing her effort so that it was smashed upon the rock, and fell, emitting a displeasured beep, into the dim. It was not a moment later that the scavenger beheld the dark and jagged shapes of more machines creeping over the fissure’s edge, descending with the ferocity of a charging force. She breathed heavily and threw arm over arm with haste, climbing until the first of the drones reached her coil’s height, where it was secured about a stone. She dreaded for a moment that they would cut it at once, but, perhaps wishing to take her in alive, the drones occupied the terrace of flat rock where she had tied up, and sent forth their smaller machines to descend at her again.



Having little choice, Rium swung her legs, and threw herself off from the coil, landing in a dark recess of the fissure wall. Above her, the crag opened widely enough that Giana might reach her. Looking, she saw the small fiery dot of the Titanium Angel in descent. She knew that, far away though it seemed, that falling star would be upon her soon. Now she needed only hold off the drones, lest they put a stun-round or three into her.







Before Giana, the blinding dust grew thin, and a landscape swarming with machines was revealed, first to her sensors and then to her own eyes. It was a small army, with walking quadruped drones moving dog-like around the fissures edge, and a ceaseless flow of spidery specks disappearing like ants between the floorboards as they flooded that earthy gash. She had nothing to fear from these harvesting machines, although they could do a number on her companion, and even endanger her life in the effort to make an arrest. A life was worth nothing to Amezla Co., but a living scavenger could be sued for their freedom, and enslaved at great profit. Giana softly hummed the old Ironman theme, soothing her nerves as she prepared to do some of the righteous smashing that had earned her name.



“Brace yourself,” Giana said in a husky, confident voice.



Rium threw herself back against the cliff and covered her head. She had been battering at the drones with her rifle, for the little ones were highly avoidant of gunfire, but now they fell upon her, and stung her with powerful tasers, causing her to squeal in the effort of shaking them off. Rarely did the prod make it through her thick attire, but they stuck themselves to her, and when the probes did find purchase against her skin, the shock was debilitating and awful.



The Titanium Angel struck the crag’s edge, shattering the ground beneath her with unyielding force. Her mech began to slide down into the fissure, pressing with a mechanical arm and leg against it’s either side. Beneath her there came an avalanche, and Rium could only yelp and keep herself secure under what little protection the jagging rock above afforded her. Stones as large as a horse crashed past her, and the torrential barrage of rocks was soon laded with dozens of machines, some still clinging to the stone which had once adhered them to the fissure walls.



A large chunk of soil and rock fell upon the ledge where she hid, and it’s passengers, several sinowy, long, drones, came surging at her with sparking pinsors. She fit herself back into a crack, and spewed bullets at the machines, which persisted timidly at the opening.



Suddenly a massive metal force slammed against the little crack, smashing the machines. Giana had a wide grin on her face as she stared at Rium, the bullet-broof cockpit of her mech marked by a few of the scavengers' own bullets. “Is that how you thank me!” Giana laughed at her. With a hiss, the front wall of the cockpit fell open, and Giana opened her arms wide.



Rium was a mess of nervous laughter, and leapt onto Giana’s lap, letting the mech pilot close up. In one moment, the horrid clattering of machinery, and hellish heat of radiation and lava, was at once replaced by a small-seeming clattering, as small machines walked harmlessly around Giana’s thick titanium hull, their attacks striking like the pitter-patter of rainfall. The chamber was air conditioned, and Giana’s smug, heroic grin so swiftly assailed all of Rium’s anxiety, that she had nothing left but to laugh with thrill.



“That’s right, it’s in the bag now!” Giana said, understanding well her mirth. She could hardly stand the thought of being so exposed as her companion.



“The cache is down there! Might be able to fit past that poker,” Rium said with a heavy huff, gesturing. She made herself comfortable in Giana’s lap,and avoided impairing the pilot’s access to the controls, for there was barely enough room for the two of them in there. There was at once no danger to them, and Giana navigated down with total confidence and ease, skillfully sliding along the wall and jumping from it, avoiding a massive outcropping of jagged stone as though merely playing at a game, to land right before the cache.



“I’ve no idea how they caught on to you so fast. Remind me not to let you go scavenging naked again!” Giana said. She grabbed the cache up, and adhered it to a magnetic plate on the mech’s back.



Rium laughed at her, spinning around to lift her legs out from in front of Giana’s, as when she began to climb they bumped rhythmically against her. She let her rear settle into the smaller woman’s thighs and smirked at her, bemused. “Maybe I’m naked to you. I figured sixty pounds of insulated gear would keep me safe from little spark-bugs,” Rium said.



Giana was excited, and focused on her work with a silly grin. “Oh my my. We really did it this time,” she said. “This is the stuff… and just about the most of it we could haul out of here,” she said. “Near thirty tons!”



Rium gasped to hear it. In a day, they had salvaged a fortune from a place most regarded as picked-clean. There was little time to celebrate then, but knowing that their long objective was fulfilled, Rium felt a powerful satisfaction.



Giana skipped out of there, somehow managing to seem light on her legs despite the ground-cracking weight of her machine and cargo. So long had she operated her angel that her movement in it was beyond humanlike. In fact, the great and precise movements of those massive digitigrade mechanical legs made Rium think of the machine like a rabbit. With a fiery jet, they were launched the last few yards, and burst forth above the fissure. The host of machines below them scattered, and Giana struck down again, sending forth a shockwave of dust. There was some larger gear up there: machines armed with lethals that were still, ironically, equally harmless to Giada’s armor.



“We’re gonna need to make haste to the elevator north of here before humans planetside review the drone data,” Giana said. She tossed a wildly excitable grin down at Rium, who reclined weighty over her lap. The sound of Amezla Co. armaments being wasted upon Giana’s hull drowned out their thoughts, and rushing forward, she ignited her jets again, and put some distance between them and that volatile but fortuitous place. When a truer calm replaced her victorious euphoria, Rium rested herself against the tight silicone-like material of Giana’s suit, becoming comfortable against her softness. She had such admiration for the little mech-pilot, who’s unquenchable spirit and inherent confidence made Rium feel secure always with her, no matter what turmoil arose.



“This is goodbye, as far as the old territories go,” Rium mused. The warrants put on them would send them into a distant exile, but even Amezla Co’s reach was limited.



“Will you miss this dust bowl?” Giana inquired warmly. Touching down again, she ran her drone over a wide expanse of flat rock, jogging along toward their destination with heavy thuds. The stabilizing engine enabled Rium to bounce less wildly against the ginger woman’s lap. Giana reached up and gently passed her fingers through Rium’s hair, feeling its silky smooth texture against her silicone glove. There was a slight dust fluffed into her dark straight locks, and with a giggle, Giana ruffled Rium’s hair, and filled the cockpit with a faint cloud.



Rium didn’t answer swiftly, although she was not actually considering the question in her thoughts. “No,’ she answered simply enough, a warmth in her gaze as she appreciated Giana's freckled face. Preoccupied by the realization she dare not in that moment speak, Rium knew then that she was in love.







For two weeks, the peace of space would afford them the chance to consider the path ahead. Some bribery hastened their ascent to orbit, and their accord had them together until at least the zone of Amezla Co.’s influence was cleared, although, neither seemed eager to part ways.



“Oh, that vest is
 white
 ,” Giana observed with a teasing note. Rium had stepped forth from her cabin wearing freshly cleaned equipment, until today stained brown by a layer of caked dust. Her vest was padded and yet unzipped, such that a pass along her middle was bare.



The ship had a small lounge, with comfortable seating for several, although only Rium and Giana were aboard. Already their route was programmed in, and so nothing was left but to wait. Giana reclined laxly on a black pleather couch, still wearing the tight latex-like bodysuit that clung to her so neatly.



“It’s meant to be camouflage. Works better if dirty, I’d say,” Rium answered with a smirk. She went over and moved as though to seat herself right over Giana’s head, making her launch up swiftly, only to rest her vast and fluffy head of orange hair back onto Rium’s lap. The scavenger’s attire left much of her bare, although to her, Giana seemed more naked, even with no skin exposed beneath the neck. Her soft, lithe form had few hard edges, and the subtlety of the shape of her stomach and breasts were quite perceptible.



“We’ll find ourselves a world that’s not a desert,” Giana chuckled at her. Turning upright, she laid on her back and heaved a contented sigh, peering up to meet Rium’s gaze. The scavenger’s stomach was bare, and the tone of her belly notable. There was strength to her, and outside of her mech, Giana could not help but enjoy the sense of smallness. “Not that I didn’t enjoy rubbing suncream on you,” she said with a noisy giggle.



“I’ve got some burns from where those taser’s grazed me. Might need some rubbing yet,” Rium mused.



“My, you do,” Giana observed, settling her fingertips near one of the marks on Rium’s side. “I regret that you were in harm’s way at all,” Giana said with a soft huff. “I didn’t expect much could happen in so little a window.”



“It’s good you came fast,” Rium concurred. “They really had me up against the wall there.” She tilted her head, observing Giana as there was a slight tension or worry perceptible in the redhead’s expressive features. “You’re still distressing. Better let you catnap a bit longer, huh?” Rium inquired.



“Hang around, won’t you?” Giana invited. “You can tell me some about your plans.”



Rium chuckled softly. “Well, I’ve never had a penny on this buck. A fortune a hundred times larger than I ever expected to have,” Rium said, huffing with anticipation as she imagined what could be done with that kind of money. Giana would keep some of the material for use with her mech, but the rest would be sold off, to those that would make an nonviolent use of it for energy in the more distant colonies. The wealth for them would be that of lifetimes of ordinary labor. “I’ll go somewhere wet and green. Get a nice clean home with a lot of plants and crystals.” Rium gently moved her hand through the fluff of Giana’s head, stroking her scalp and tugging out little knots with her fingers. Despite the abundance of her hair, Giana managed to keep it clean and lushly smooth, as with the rest of her. “But I suppose you are not looking to settle down in such a way. Much more adventure yet?” Rium asked.



“There will be work for me. Lots that I need to do, and many places where one mech can make a difference.”



“How many times shall the Titanium Angel fall and save the day?” Rium mused sweetly.



Giana smiled at her intently. “Help me peel out of this, won’t you?” she inquired, rolling over onto her back. She rested her freckled chin against Rium’s bare thigh, and the scavenger could feel the soft squishy presence of those tight-latex-clad breasts between her legs.



“Sure. Don’t think I’ve hardly seen you in anything else,” Rium said with a chuckle. The anticipation made her touch a bit clumsy, although she tried to obscure it. Taking the fastener between her fingers, she unzipped Giana from the back, unlatching the carbon fiber plating of the more rigid gear that protected her vitals. The tight material of the rest of her suit was clingy, and as Giana was unwrapped, her pale and freckled flesh was alluringly presented. There was a tenderness to her, as though she had rarely suffered any scrape, burn, or bruise.



“Fair warning, I’m about naked in this. Got a change of clothes, though,” Giana assured her.



“Well,” Rium huffed, amused. “Doesn’t bother me none.”



“I didn’t figure so,” Giana answered. She rolled about again and sat upright enough for the rest of her suit to be peeled down from her torso. Unabashedly, the mech pilot sat with her breasts bared, and made no haste to displace herself from Rium’s lap. Her gaze turned away, she wiggled herself out of the rest of the tight suit, pulling it down her thighs and then casting it uncaringly onto the lounge floor. Rium did not pretend not to look at her, for she saw that Giana was not obscuring herself, although in such sudden and intimate closeness the scavenger could think of little rational to say. The beauty of her was taking, and though small bodied, she had a fullness to her boobs and hips that had been perhaps disguised by the tight constriction of her outfit. Seeing them well-formed, and so tender as flesh could be, Rium’s mind was flooded with thoughts of laying a hand or lips upon those breasts. The flush was soon apparent on her face.



“You know that feeling when you peel the plastic off a new piece of electronics?” Rium inquired neutrally.



Giana laughed at her warmly. “Oh yes.” She sat up and peered intently at Rium, leaning into her. Rium gently embraced her, and held her snug. Giana seemed to enjoy the feel of her bicep against her side at the level of her breast, and let her own arm drape over Rium’s, inviting the closeness. “I must seem quite a present to unwrap,” Giana speculated.



“You’re a gift, for sure,” Rium agreed softly. Pink about her cheeks, she turned her gaze toward the window, and stared momentarily into the vast dark of space. Their great speed did not manifest in any visible movement as the multitude of stars seemed to peer back at her with interest. “To live as you do must be like a roller coaster. Highs and lows, peace and action. Long flights of anticipation, before you fall into the fray, ascend into victory, and again, sail across the infinite,” Rium turned her gaze back to Giana. “I can see the appeal. Perhaps I need not yet retire to some lush mansion on a quiet world.”



“No?” Giana asked with interest.



Rium leaned to her, as though she might whisper a secret in Giana’s ear, but instead settled her lips tenderly against her cheek. The warmth and softness of her seemed to expel whatever uncertainty or tension remained within the scavenger, as she observed Giana’s eyes growing half-lidded with a pleased warmth, any inner dispute was settled. “Let me fly with you awhile, little angel,” Rium told her.



Giana swept her leg over Rium, and sat upright facing her in her lap, a large smirk upon her lips. Her gaze was vivacious, thoughts flowing quick mindedly as she drifted near. “Why, I think I could use a partner like you,” Giana said with a sultry playfulness, letting Rium read into her words as she would. “Someone who knows their way around a machine.”



“I know my way around a woman, too,” Rium told her with flare. They drifted near, until the softness of Giana’s breast lay against Rium’s bare middle. Reaching up to sweep away Giana’s billowy hair, Rium pulled her in tenderly, and kissed her lips. Giana pushed into her, and fell into the sweetness of the kiss joyfully. More than welcoming, she was needful, and displayed both want and relief in response to the affection, pressing herself against Rium until she was well nestled in her lap.



“Here I was wondering how to tell you…” Giana said and smirked bashfully, her lips wetted by the smooch as she pulled away for a moment, studying Rium blissfully.



“Did you have a secret crush?” Rium inquired. She wrapped her arms around Giana back and held her in a warm hug, experiencing the pleasure of being cuddled near to her.



“How I need you,” Giana admitted, gnawing on her lip.



“Truly?” Rium asked her with affectionate surprise. “You seem such an independent sort.”



“I always thought so,” Giana said. She settled her hand gently between them, resting it between Rium’s breasts. Her vest, left unzipped, revealed much of her, and Giana’s exploring hands soon parted the cloth away, exposing one of her breasts, and then the other. Rium was well endowed there, and the width of her shoulders did not make her breasts look small, as even with her strongly built proportions, they were sightly and heavy on her. Giana’s finger played gently over the lines of an old scar, and found its way onto a tit, eventually coming to gently swirl around Rium’s areola. “Now you’ve become, to me, like my machine. Without you I’d be incomplete,” Giana told her tenderly.



“Did you know, even when you first plucked me out from the ruins, that we might be such a good team? What did you see in me, even then?” Rium asked her. She leaned in to settle her lips against Giana’s neck, and kissed her softly there, feeling the movement of her jaw and throat as Giana softly answered her.



“It was your sureness. That confident but subtle smirk always on your lips. Like you knew the world had nothing on you,” Giana told her. “Your lips lips lips,” Giana tutted softly, staring down at the Rium’s silky dark hair. She rested her hand against the back of her head, and held her in near, allowing Rium to explore down onto her collar with her little parade of kisses. “I hoped to feel them. Wondered what husky note there might depart. You were able from the earliest to set my heart aflutter with but a word,” Giana told her amorously.



Rium directed a playful gaze up at Giana, well pleased to hear at last these well-obscured desires. There had been many little clues between them, but focus on their task had distracted from the forming truth. She was well enthused to make Giana flutter about the heart, and would put her lips to good use, knowing the other’s delight of them. With a mirthful hum, she advanced down onto Giana’s chest, and soon began to settle her little kisses against the rising softness of one of the mech-pilot’s breasts. Her lips pressed against the soft mountain of flesh gently, and she puckered them to kiss with a squeak and a pop, making Giana giggle furiously.



“I’m sensitive,” Giana admitted with a silly grin stretching ear to ear. Indeed, the sensation of Rium gently brushing her lips further over her breast seemed to make her tremble, and she twisted her torso back and forth, squirming with delight. “Go easy, won’t you?”



Rium made no promises. Watching Giana with an intent upward gaze, she passed the pillows of her mouth tenderly over her smooth softness, until they brushed against the gentle bumpy texture of the redhead’s areola. Giana’s nipples were a comely salmon color, and small but firm upon the rounded perfection of her breast. The dusting of freckles that adorned much of her was all that distinguished itself amidst the pale whitish pink of Giana’s skin. As the warmth of Rium’s breath washed over her, Giana saw her nipple firm up against the corner of Rium’s mouth, and trembled with the depth of her breath as those lips parted again.



However many words were left unspoken, her lips conveyed their more purer sense, as Rium expressively settled her gentleness across Giana’s breast. In short order, she encompassed the firm presence of Giana’s teat between them, and drawing her in like a sweet breath, sucked it up past the pillows of her mouth, so that her tongue could loll acrost it’s very peak. Giana squealed with unsteady delight, the sensations of bliss seeming to threaten overwhelming her in their intensity. She thrust her chest against Rium’s face, pressing the heavy softness of her breast in as Rium lapped and licked at her nipple.



It was easy to coax a reaction from her. Rium found her every little tug and suckle to send a ripple of energy through Giana, visible in her trembling belly, and the shuddering notes of bliss that escaped with her gasps. Rium opened wide and licked firmly across Giana’s areola and nipple, covering as much of her breast as she could manage with her greedy lips. She moved her tongue fast and clumsy, staring up to delight in Giana’s expressiveness as the redhead shuddered and spasmed with pleasure. Giana’s fingers passed along through Rium’s hair, stroking her passionately and soon holding her tight. She grinded herself gently against Rium’s lap, clothed there only by a transparent pair of bright orange lace panties.



With a sudden vigor, Rium pressed up into Giana, moaning happily as she cupped the redhead’s other heavy breast in hand, and began to play at her teat with her fingertips while her palm and thumb massaged it. She doubled her efforts, now working her tongue in precise and exciting circles around Giana’s nipple, and prodding at its firmness to coax out another squeal. Rium put her face snugly into the work, and soon guided Giana backward until she slumped away and against the couch armchair, her back supported against it.



Weaving her arms around the small of Giana’s back, Rium pulled up against her, and danced her tongue about Giana’s nipple with increasing and unrelenting pace, feeling the tense and orgasmic shudders of her as she squirmed her torso and arched her back to bring her breasts up to meet Rium’s lips. She kept at it until the intense sensation seemed almost too much for Giana, and then let her nipple pop free from her lips, laughing at her with sultry warmth as her hands came up to settle themselves each on a breast, and rub the sensitive flesh more gently. Giana’s chest rose and fell heavily as she breathed, and she stared with an excited anticipation, watching Rium’s eyes for a clue as to what would come next. Leaning in to kiss her, Rium rested her weight against Giana’s body and held her down snugly. She gently squeezed her breasts as their lips fell together, and let Giana gasp within their kiss, teasing her with a sultry giggle when the pleasured note came.



Rium found her so easy to tease and please, and took delight in Giana’s expressive body, lacking the capacity for opaqueness that her expression often held. Being cool under pressure in combat had given Giana a general confidence, and it was not always easy to get under her skin, although in the subtleties of her manner Rium had sensed her effect on her. Now there was no proverbial armor to disguise Giana’s overt pleasure, her intense craving manifesting along with indications of inexperience as she trembled so ecstatically from the softest touch. Rium meant to truly excite her, and descended along her torso with her kissing, keeping her hands at work against Giana’s breasts even as her head slumped down near to Giana’s hip, eventually coming to hover above the softness of her stomach. Retracting her arms, Rium gently settled them against Giana’s hips, and eyed the redhead with a smug and appraising eye.



“My lips are eager for you,” Rium told her sweetly. “I crave your taste on my tongue. How very sweet and delicious you must be,” she chuckled warmly, resting her chin down against Giana’s thigh. Giana propped herself up on her elbows against the couch arm, and gnawing her lips, slowly parted her legs before the warmth of Rium’s nearness. ALready her nectar dampened the thin fabric of that vibrantly warm underthing, and Rium’s fingers explored down over the band, eventually curling in between it and the softness of Giana’s side.



“It’ll be the best thing you’ve eaten since your vacation on Earth,” Giana teased her playfully, silly and pink in the face. Rium pulled her panties away, and tugged them down over Giana’s thighs and free from her legs. Released, she somewhat parted herself for Rium, permitting the other to approach the sweetness of her intimacy. Rium moved in, her cheek sliding gently against the smooth flesh of Giana’s inner thigh, and experienced her warmth and softness against her face. A puff of beautiful orange hair adorned the crown of Giana’s slit, well groomed and appeasingly soft. Giana’s smooth thighs curved in with subtle perfection to welcome Rium’s face nearer to that flawlessly formed pussy, and the first sense of Giana’s aroma coaxed a fiery desire in Rium. The passion rose up like carnal hunger and made her wish to plunge in, and she hesitated little before drifting nearer for a kiss. It was a kiss of perpendicular lips as Rium settled in softly against Giana’s slit, smooching her beneath her clit with a gentle pressure. Giana’s legs trembled, and her thighs closed in gently about Rium’s face, embracing her in soft warmth.



Rium let her lips move gently open and closed, ‘making out’ with Giana’s slit with equitable love with how they had kissed. Now she displayed her admiration with devotion to Giana’s pleasure, and began to lick along the length of her sex, tasting the expectedly delicous nectar there. As she began to advance with the motions of her tongue, Giana groaned happily, closing her thighs down warmly about Rium’s face as though to entrap her near. Her tongue pressed forward past her legs and extended into Giana, pressing gently against her inner walls as it made a place for itself. Rium opened her lips widely and let her tongue explore further within, gently dancing it back and forth as another couple inches were claimed. She relaxed herself onto the sofa, laying on her stomach between Giana’s legs as she immersed herself in the pleasant sense of burying her face in Giana’s soft groin. Her nose pushed about near the mech-pilots clit, and prodded, massaging into her mound.



Rium’s eyes grew half-lidded as she breathed gently through her nose, relaxed and blissful as her tongue began to play about within Giana, stroking along her inner ceiling to play about where she was most sensitive. Always Rium was attentive to the response Giana offered her, the mech-pilot’s expressive body making clear just what she enjoyed. Rium stroked the softness of either of Giana’s outer thighs, and encouragingly pressed them in against her face, pushing in snugly to the warmth of Giana’s pussy. Soon the pleasure of her tongue’s work made Giana buck about the hip, humping herself up against Rium’s face with an intense eagerness. Her excitement was growing with each moment, and Rium never relented with the pleasure of her lips and tongue, allowing the powerful sensation of approaching release to well up ceaselessly within.



“I wanna taste you too,” Giana told her, her voice soft and unsteady as she wrestled with the great surmounting pleasure, seeming on the verge of orgasm. Rium withdrew her tongue with a pleased smirk,and crawled up over Giana, positioning her knees on the couch’s armrest. She tugged away her tactical camouflage panties and let them drape down over Giana’s face, until Rium had turned herself about, and positioned herself knelt above Giana. The mech-pilot gasped to behold Rium’s ass and pussy hovering temptingly above her, and had only moments to appraise the other’s intimacy before Rium sat herself onto Giana’s face.



Moaning out with excitable enthusiasm, Giana set about working her tongue at Rium’s pussy with all the vivacious energy of her character, copying, vaguely, the movements that Rium had used on her. The taste seemed to please Giana, and she was none-reserved about reaching into Rium’s depths with her tongue, putting her lips snug around Rium’s pussy as she rested more of her weight on Giana’s face. Rium let her legs slide down off the couch behind her, until her toes settled down on the ship’s floor, and leaned herself forward to keep Giana well placed to please her.



Rium slowly drifted forward until she could put kisses once more against Giana’s soft belly, and then, laying herself down over the mech-pilot’s body, she secured her kiss to Giana’s clit, and gently suckled against her. Rium let her thighs part some, and rested her hip comfortably on Giana’s mouth, enabling them both to use their tongue to tease at the other’s pussy. Giana leaned up some in her effort to press in yet deeper, and Rium found herself slanting forward in a downward way, such that her face was buried into Giana’s thighs, and her mouth made effort to find inverted purchase about Giana’s sex. Soon they were both positioned well, and blissfully gave and received that pleasure in growing abundance.



Giana was soon facing down a tidal wave of pleasure once more, and as those orgasmic senses began to rise, Rium only doubled her pace, slurping away happily at Giana’s drenched pussy as she squirmed beneath her. The orgasm flooded Giana’s senses, making her squeal and convulse in an unrestrained ecstasy, her voice growing high with the intensity of her pleasure. Her hands pressed down against Rium’s back, holding her steady before the work of her own tongue, but also keeping her face tightly smothered in place. Her inner walls tensed and relaxed repeatedly around Rium’s tongue, allowing her to feel Giana’s orgasm even as it surged through her, soon followed by an abundance of sweet wetness to lather Rium’s tongue. Letting her lips come free, she leaned up enough so that a mix of spittle and girlcum dangled from her lips to Giana’s body, and gently played about her slit with her fingers as she rested herself against the mech-pilots lips, and gleefully approached her own climax.



Giddy with the sense of relief, Giana was beyond dutiful in her work, and stifled sultry giggles through her energetic licking and suckling. Rium wiggled her hips back and forth to work herself against Giana’s tongue, and found her excitement growing with immense haste. She bounced herself, unable to help but laugh at Giana’s silly moaning sound as she was smothered repeatedly under her pussy. Soon Rium also came, groaning out her appreciation with a long and satisfied moan. In space, they need not worry of waking any neighbors, and Rium let her pleasure shake the spacecraft as she howled out her happy bliss.



Slowly, Rium pulled herself up, moaning contentedly as Giana’s tongue slipped from her dripping pussy. So pure was the relief and joy of their experience, that they fell beside each other gleefully, cuddling up on the couch with delighted grins and silly words upon their lips. “It will be a fun few weeks, just you and me,” Rium said with an amorous tone, laying a wet kiss upon Giana’s cheek.



“What adventures lay ahead?” Giana asked rhetorically. Already her thoughts were filled with Rium, and how her presence might illuminate her journeys. Giana’s task afforded her freedom but had left her lonely. Now she had the companion she needed to face the great challenges ahead. Though the future was uncertain, they went hopefully fateward through the void.
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Did you enjoy this novelette? Tell about your experience or leave an Amazon Kindle Book Review to share your thoughts!







Follow Alison’s Twitter for exclusive sneak-peeks and promotional information.
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