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Two new lovers traverse the infinite in a ship burdened with a radioactive treasure. The Titanium Angel, a curvaceous redhead mech-pilot named Giana, has become well acquainted with Rium, a muscular and weathered ex-scavenger from the abandoned colonies. In the cozy bedchamber of Giana’s spaceship, the two pass the long and peaceful hours of spaceflight by indulging in all manner of play and pleasure, with only the call of adventure to take them momentarily from their kinky and erotic explorations. Always quick to jump into action, Giana leads Rium on a mission to rescue captives from a nearby Amezla Co. vessel. The reward for her heroism will leave her breathless, as Rium puts her muscular thighs to use.
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In that sea of glimmering void, where chill spanned between planets and few comforts were found, a speck of warmth persisted amidst the infinite. Giana’s cabin was so cozily furnished that it enabled Rium to forget for a moment those abyssal depths, and the dread of what could emerge from that dark. They lay in bed, gently speaking soft assurances between their affectionate acts, which had danced between cuddling, kissing, and fucking with blissful stupor for all the long hours of their flight.



There was little else to concern them, although Giana kept an eye on the ship's scanner, knowing that Amezla had likely scattered a fleet in their pursuit. She laid with her back propped up by the pillows at the head of her bed, watching a mounted display for local alerts. Rium was beside her, gently cradling the redhead’s softer and smaller form. Despite her formidable reputation, the Titanium Angel was curvaceous, vivaciously girly in manner, and altogether lacking in muscle. Though Rium dwarfed her when they stood beside each other, as she herself stood almost six feet in height, Giana possessed a different kind of power. Her hundred-ton mech was latched to the ship as they drifted, squatting like a leaping spider against the ship's hull.



“I know we’ve been at it all morning, but I could never tire of this,” Rium said, pulling in Giana snugly between her arms. Her biceps enclosed Giana’s hips in a firm hold, and Rium settled her lips gently against the soft flesh of her breast. The mech pilot’s eyes had been glued to the monitor, but she snapped them down toward Rium, beaming a sly grin.



“I’d let you suck my tits all day. Never stops feeling good. Shit, I’d like you lick them tender. Wear that tongue out!” Giana teased her noisily.



Rium burst into a fit of giggles, burying her face lovingly into Giana’s chest, and gently throwing her around against the bed. “You’re such a goof! You know I’d do it, too.” She crawled up over Giana, grinning widely down at her. Her vast billowy fluff of fiery red hair and been tousled furiously, leaving her practically lost amidst it. “I love this. Just you and me for days, staying warm and happy in bed… I already feel that I know you so much better,” Rium said, leaning down to kiss Giana.



Meeting her kiss, Giana wrapped her arms softly around Rium’s side, settling her hands against her shoulders as she felt her lover’s toned strength. She slid her hands up into Rium’s silky hair and tugged gently against her head from behind, breaking their kiss to peer intently at Rium's eyes. “Don’t expect the fun to stop. I’m going to fuck you all the way to the outerworlds,” Giana told her assuredly. She pulled Rium down back to her breasts, pushing her in demandingly.



Rium huffed a giggle as she was smothered into the abundant softness of Giana’s breast. “And then?” she spoke, moving her lips against her areola, and then settling them in a wet kiss just under the nipple.



An urgent sounding buzz sounded from the display, and as Rium began to suck her breast, Giana half-mindedly looked up to check on it. There at the edge of their sensory range was a sizable civilian spacecraft, on its way to an Amezla labor colony.



“This is odd,” Giana said. Rium heard the change of manner in her tone, and came up to cuddle beside her, pausing their activities for the moment.



“What’s that?” Rium asked. She knew Giana would not have paid in mind unless it was significant. “Merchants?” She saw as clearly as the mech-pilot that the ship was on route to one of the sites of Amezla’s indentured facilities.



“I’ve never heard of merchants bringing stuff directly to these places… and it would be very unusual for a civilian craft to be heading there,” Giana said. She knew that something was off.



As she contemplated it, knowing they were out of range of the civilian ship’s sensors, a persistent notification for one of her virtual games was popping up. “Local Player has challenged you to a game!” it announced. Though she rarely played, her ship, like most of that era, had a system that allowed for instantaneous gaming and socializing with other nearby spacecraft. It was convenient for long term travel when delays made instantaneous interaction with the planets was impossible.



“Hey Giana - could that be from the other ship?” Rium asked, pointing at the notification.



Giana raised her brow, having been about to dismiss it as merely a spamming game, but then realizing that Rium was right. “I think so! Let’s play with them and see if we can find out who they are.”



“They’ll know we’re out here, then,” Rium said.



“I don’t think they’re Amezla. The corporation can track if employees play games,” Giana said. She accepted the notification and connected with them. The invitation was sent for an unranked game of chess, which was the default option, and so Giana suspected they just wanted to chat.











	







	





	

Mrs. Pickly Tickly has entered the chat.







Mrs. Pickly Tickly: Hello, I hope you have a sec


Mrs. Pickly Tickly: I am sorry to ask but I could use a favor with something







	



























Giana looked to Rium with a raised brow. She quickly responded.













	







	





	

Mrs. Pickly Tickly has entered the chat.







Mrs. Pickly Tickly: Hello, I hope you have a sec


Mrs. Pickly Tickly: I am sorry to ask but I could use a favor with something



Starlight Savior: Haha well you’re in luck lol



Starlight Savior: What do you need?



Mrs. Pickly Tickly: Well this is odd but me and some others are on our way to be forced labor



Mrs. Pickly Tickly: Arrrested by Amezla and being transported on yachtship



	























Giana sat upright. “Unbelievable,” she said. “Their guards must have given them games to pass the time. They’re being illegally trafficked in!” Giana exclaimed, slamming the bed furiously.



“Can we do anything about this?” Rium asked. “Tell her to tell us what they got in the ship.”



“Good idea,” Giana agreed. Her mech could breach a moving ship, but the two of them could only handle so much resistance within.

















	







	





	





Mrs. Pickly Tickly: Some of us here were hoping you could make calls to our families



Starlight Savior: I’ll do that but there may be more I can do. How many Ams are with you and what do they have?



Mrs. Pickly Tickly: there are four and i don’t think they have any games, they are very bored



Starlight Savior: Lmao, I mean weapons



	



























There was a significant pause. Giana knew that the captives would be discussing among themselves, as Giana appeared to be posing a rescue operation. “I have a plan,” Giana said. “But we need to get onto their ship without using my mech.”



“How can we do that?” Rium asked. “Won’t Amezla have control of all their transport pods?”



“We’re gonna go in through the front.”













	







	





	

Mrs. Pickly Tickly: They have stun batons and the officer has a gun



Starlight Savior: Sounds fun, we’re coming over. Show the amezs this picture and tell them we want to party. It’s just the two of us.



Starlight Savior:
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Rium burst into laughter as Giana uploaded the picture. “Do you think this will work?”



“Honestly, worth a shot,” Giana said, grinning widely. “Let’s get dressed… I am setting the autopilot to approach now, so I guess we’re committed to the gig,” Giana said.



They geared up. Rium wore her old scavenger gear, losing the pants and coat in an effort to disguise herself as some sort of sexy cosplayer. She left her rifle behind, suspecting that it wouldn’t fly. Giana found a tight black and crimson tactical top, which in addition to being sexy, could hide two stun gun shoulder holsters so long as she kept her arms down. By the time they returned to the display, they had a view of the ship's shape on their sensors, and some new messages in the chat. The ship had a large sloped panel near its front that seemed to be above an observation deck. It would be an ideal place for her mech to breach.















	







	





	





Mrs. Pickly Tickly: Officer says you can come aboard and is sending the pod over



Mrs. Pickly Tickly: What should we do?



Starlight Savior: do they have you in a lounge or room with slanted ceiling where you can see space



Mrs. Pickly Tickly: Yes! we are being let to relax in here while the amezla and officers are in crew area. Do you see us?



Starlight Savior: Tell them that we want to party by their space window, our ship doesn’t have windows



Starlight Savior: tell them we want to party in the big lounge area with you and the amezla and the officers together



Starlight Savior: We just wanna have a big party with everyone ;3







	































“They could be on to us… especially if they see the chat,” Rium said.



“No, I think Mrs. Pickly here is clever. She’s picking up what I’m putting down, and must be discussing with the other captives.” Giana hummed contemplatively.



They began to discuss their plan, and boarded the Amezla pod when it arrived at their airlock. It hurriedly transported them over to the civilian vessel.



When they boarded, two of the Amezla staff met them. “Wow, so that picture was real, huh?” one remarked to Giana. She had turned her kisses fiercely against Rium on the way over, leaving them both flush and giggly, and sank immediately into the persona of a true party girl, carefree and crazed for lack of fun along that journey through the abyss.



“Yeah hahah! You like it? I like to cosplay as an angel sometimes,” Giana said. “Figure there’s someone on board here that I can save,” she cooed sweetly.



“That’s funny! You two look like cosplayers. You’re like, space pirates?” the same asked. He was a man in his thirties, wearing the Amezla uniform, but not the officer.



“Pretty much,” Giana agreed. “We board ships and drink all their booze!” she said with an elated laugh. At once the Amezla staff liked her, and trusted the fa
 
 ade.



“Well we got a little booze. Thing is, we are on business and have some passengers here,” one said.



“Oh right. Are they in the lounge? She was talking about your big window with a space-view!” Giana said. “Let’s party together. Where’s your captain? My ships on auto-pilot,” she said.



“I’m the captain,” a voice declared. Giana cast her eyes to the hall by the ship’s airlock, where a powerfully built, tall Amezla officer stood. She was reclined against the wall and held a bottle of wine and two glasses in her hands. Rium eyed her up, first making account of her armaments, and then jealously surveying her abundance of muscle.



“I feel like dancing,” Giana said, accepting a glass of wine from the officer. “Let’s do some karaoke!” she said with a laugh. They were led into the lounge, and Rium made a point of turning her eyes over the other Amezla staff, giving them a bedroom gaze that made them wonder.



The captives would not have seemed like it at a glance. They were in civilian clothes, technically designated as employees. The debt they incurred for their crimes would see them doing several years of indentured labor at well below minimum wages, and they were in Giana’s eyes, enslaved. She gazed at them with a clarity that showed her purpose and will, before relaxing her face and faking a silly drunken stumble over a step, throwing herself against the officer and embracing her with a fit of giggles.



“Probably safer you take a break from flying, huh?” The officer inquired.



“Not like there’s anything to hit out here,” Giana said with a dismissive huff. She suddenly snapped her gaze up at the officer. “Or so I thought.”



The Amezla officer stood Giana up right, and turned to use a remote to put on some music. There was a large display below the window into space, and surround sound incorporated into the ship. This craft seemed quite a vessel of luxury, making Giana wonder why it had been commandeered for this kind of transportation. She went to the window and feigned staring out with admiration. Secretly, she toggled the launch of her mech, which began to approach. She honed in its coordinates to the slanted wall above her. Then, at the sound of music, she scurried up onto a low desk before the couches where the captives were reclining, and began to dance. “I know this one!” she announced vivaciously. She broke at once into a passionate rendition of the techno-pop song.



Rium was making her way around the chamber. There were three staff in total, plus the officer. Most of them were armed with non-lethal stun-batons and tasers, but the officer had a pistol.



“Hey babe!” Giana yelled to Rium. “You better be ready for this finale!” she declared pointedly. Rium knew that the two minutes left in the song would be the entirety of their time to prepare. She went over to the officer, feeling a spike of nerves.



“Hey! Dance with me,” she invited.



“Oh - I shouldn’t. Maybe someone else,” she said.



“Come on!” Rium encouraged her, extending her arms out invitational. She tried not to come across as too pushy, but internally cringed at the attempted ruse. Surprisingly, the officer stepped in, and took her tenderly into her arms, beginning to dance with her to the beat of the song. She stepped with a rhythm and skill that suggested she had danced to this music before, and Rium found it hard to keep up. Amidst their movements, she put her hip into the officer’s side, bumping her gun.



“Oops! Ow,” she complained, rubbing her hip with exaggerated discomfort. “Don’t need that do you?” she asked, struggling to maintain an unsuspect manner.



“I guess not. You two aren’t gonna try anything?” The officer asked teasingly. “Not like you could get off the ship. It’s all run by Amezla,” she said. Their control over the pods seemed to assuage any inkling of suspicion she might have had.



“No!” Rium said, giggling too loudly. “What would we try?” she demanded to know.



Giana’s singing was rising to frantic, passionately powerful intensity, and Rium took the sign. She heard the end of the song coming and knew that it was mere moments until chaos. She held a wide and silly grin on her face forcefully, watching as the Amezla officer set aside her pistol. When it was out of her hands, Rium grabbed her and threw her through the glass table, sending drinks and dinners all over the lounge.



“Woah what the hell!” One of the Amezla staff shouted frantically, reaching to draw his stun baton. Giana’s singing had suddenly halted, and she was posed on the couch, where she had leapt to as the table shattered. She had both stun-guns drawn out from their shoulder holsters, and fired them at the two Amezla staff, taking them down.



The captives sprang into action. One of them was tased by the remaining Amezla staff, who then attempted to run for the cockpit where he could seal himself in. They chased him down and restrained him, taking his taser.



Suddenly the entire ship shook with violent force, careening at an angle that seemed downward from the perspective of looking out the star-window. Giana’s massive mech had perched itself on the slanted ceiling of the chamber, and a bright red circle of sparks soon appeared, illuminating the room with its heated glow. Giana guided another civilian out from under it, and a moment later, the disk of seared metal fell free, and a thick, violet foam spewed out at the gap, covering the heated metal and creating a seal. From the breach made by the mech, a ladder extended.



Rium took the gun and kept it at the ready, making sure the Amezla staff stayed down. They seemed shocked, unable to process the sudden events, as Giana clearly displayed a level of tech and weaponry beyond what would ordinarily target small Amezla craft. The captives were fed up the ladder and into the mech, and Rium and Giana were the last to follow. The breach was filled entirely with the thickening plaster, and then the crowded mech detached, leaving the ship and its crew largely unharmed.



Now the real party could start. Giana climbed past her many new passengers, and broke back into her song, singing between bursts of laughter. She cranked the music and put some distance between them and the Amezla ship while Rium took the time to make sure they were all alright.



“We’re going to have to really get out of here now,” One of the captives said, a short blond man with freckles. “No doubt we’re all in trouble with the law.”



“Likely so!” Giana agreed. “We’ll take you out of Amezla’s influence. Sorry to force your hand.”


“No… we all wanted to get out of it. I had over ten years of labor,” he said. The others concurred that leaving for the outerworlds was best.



When they returned to Giana’s ship and exited the mech, their starlight savior made sure they all had a place to rest and provisions. It was going to be a bit crowded for the rest of their flight, but Giana and Rium figured they could use the company.



Finally, they returned to that comfortable room, and settled eagerly into each other’s embrace once more. Rium assailed Giana with kisses, smooching her neck and cheeks and lips with all vigor. “You’re such a hero!” Rium exclaimed at her, laughing from the sheer thrill of what they’d done. She’d come already to trust Giana’s confidence, knowing that the woman had a formidable spirit and vast fortune when it came to close calls. Something about her ceaseless confidence made Rium feel like she was in the presence of one of the age’s truly inspired, a being that roamed many worlds, unthreatened by their perils.



“We did it! Bodes well! I think we’ve got a lot of adventures ahead,” Giana said, laughing warmly. She had set the ships thrusters on full, and they were soon far beyond where Amezla was likely to track them. “Got some new friends out of the arrangement. We’ll help get them settled. But for now they’re on their own,” Giana said with a noisy huff, leaning up to nuzzle her nose against Rium’s chin, before pulling the more muscular woman down snugly onto herself.



“I think I heard them playing rock paper scissors for the lobby couch,” Rium said, stifling a small giggle. “Well at least we can share a bed.” She smirked down at Giana, and ran her hands through the mech-pilots billowy hair.



Giana burst into laughter, leaning up to put her lips against Rium’s, and kiss her tenderly. She wrapped her arms around the strong form of her lover, embracing her against herself, before rolling them over, so that she might perch on the middle of her companion, and feel the well defined form of her abs underneath her thighs. Straddling her, Giana threw herself upright, tossing her orange hair back. She gnawed on her lip as she stared down at Rium. The scavenger’s vest that she wore was entirely unzipped now, revealing her heavy breasts for the appraisal of her beloved. “That we can,” Giana said warmly.



She hooked her hands underneath the leather straps of her top, and pulled it away, exposing her soft freckled breasts. By the ship’s lighting Giana seemed pale, so much so that she almost glowed, although there was a warmth even to that starkly light color. Each breast was crowned by a tiny pink nipple. Rium smiled at her with an intent delight, taking in the sight of the one who had in such a recent time become her both lover and leader. She trusted her with everything she was, and desired her just as much.



They helped each other discard the rest of their improvised disguises, and fell together to the bed once more, entangling their legs as soft bare skin was pressed together. Giana lowered her face and sought out Rium’s breast, opening wide to engulf its nipple between the soft pillows of her lips. As she sucked it, she turned her cool gaze up at Rium’s features, watching the pleasure creep across her face with every tug of her lips and stroke of her tongue. Rium secured her hands into Giana’s warm hair again and held her snug to her breast, huffing a moan as she felt the redhead’s tongue encircle and dance about her areola.



“Tastes good, huh?” Rium asked playfully. “Want a little more?” she asked, staring down pointedly at Giana. The mech-pilot felt her lover’s legs shift to open up beneath her. Rium’s teat popped free of her mouth, and Giana held her tongue out as a strand of spittle trailed between there and the breast, before slurping it up with visibly glee. From there, she explored down with kisses, planting them against the side of Rium’s breast and down between their valley. She put one little smooch on each of Rium’s well-defined abs, sliding herself down between the ex-scavenger’s legs. Rium shuddered as she felt Giana’s soft breasts sliding down slowly over her muscular form. Eventually they came to rest between her thick and powerful thighs, and Giana’s face was positioned at the ready above her pussy, near enough for the warmth of her breath to tickle Rium’s wet slit.



“I’m gonna eat you right up. You’re sweet as candy,” Giana told her, giggling. A pink flush had crept over her features, as though the thrill of their adventures had turned all at once to a lustful and giddy mania. She dove in, then, smothering her face into Rium’s groin and setting about at once the work of her tongue. Giana’s licks pushed past Rium’s outer folds and into the warm and wet confines of her passage, teasing and tasting her with all vigor.



“Oh fuck,” Rium moaned, enclosing her muscular thighs around Giana’s head. She seemed to hold the mech-pilot in snug against her base, squeezing her with legs that did not impair her progress, but rather ensured that the pleasure of Giana’s tongue and lips did not part from where she was most sensitive. The soft and spongy tip of Giana’s nose pressed massaging against Rium’s clit, rubbing it this way and that as she pushed herself in deeper. She was moving her tongue with all the vivacious passion of her earlier dance, as though that funky techno-pop continued to run in her head. Her tongue stroked, licked, and teased all about Rium’s inner walls, drinking up the sweetness of her nectar and teasing her with the deepest reaching pleasure she could afford. Giana swooned with a blissful gaze to experience the taste of Rium, and hummed contentedly to find her face so firmly enclosed by those thick and densely muscled thighs. She moaned something inaudible, and Rium stirred herself from that oceanic place of thoughtless pleasure to relax the hold of her thighs and allow Giana to escape, if only for a moment, to speak.



“I want you to squeeze me with these,” Giana said, slapping Rium’s thigh with her palm. She buried her face into the side of one and made ferocious, wolf-like noises, as though she meant to sink her teeth into her.



Rium laughed noisily. “Alright! Squeeze you? Like, how hard?” she asked. Giana really seemed to appreciate the power of her build, and Rium sensed she enjoyed a bit of rough play in the right circumstances. Giana pulled herself away from Rium’s dripping pussy and cast herself down onto the bed, splaying herself out before her companion, and dangling her head off the mattress’ edge.



“Pretty firm. Around my neck. Like - choke me a little while you get off,” Giana requested, the words making her bashful. She was confident when it came to sex and fighting both, but to put such things to words seemed to bring her to the end of her nerves.



“Okay baby. Well, tap my thigh if it gets too much,” Rium said. Her lover might have had a bit of a masochistic aspect, although given the power of Rium’s legs, the ex-scavenger was half concerned she might hurt her. She swung a leg over her, and scooted up her hips past Giana’s breasts, settling down her rear on the redhead’s upper chest. Giana huffed a grunt from beneath her, finding herself pinned with both of those powerful legs extending down from the bed on either side of her head. “I like how you look down there,” Rium said with a noisy chortle, running her hands through Giana’s hair as all but the mech pilot’s head disappeared beyond her thighs. She gave an experimental squeeze, enclosing her strong thighs around Giana’s neck snugly enough to hold her there.



Giana groaned happily, her body twisting and turning on the bed to Rium’s back. She clearly found great pleasure in that place of subservience, held so easily by Rium’s strength. Her arms were unrestrained, and came up to rest themselves about Rium’s hips, holding on to her reassuringly. Beyond this there was little she could do but for what she might manage with her mouth, and craning her neck up slightly to meet Rium’s pussy with her lips once more, she began to lick and suck her slit, held tight in place by those powerful legs.



Rium slid her hand down her body and began to finger herself, watching with no small amount of pleasure as her nectar drizzled down onto Giana’s captive face, drenching her features and coating her lips and chin. Even as the mech-pilots tongue reached to play about her folds and explore some inches into her, Rium teased her clit and slit with two fingers, and maintained a firm hold about Giana’s neck, such that it was hard for her to reach much deeper with her pleasuring efforts.



“Harder?” Rium asked. She took a handful of Giana’s hair and pulled her away from her pussy, smirking at the disheveled features of the redhead, and the way her cheeks were smushed up by the muscle of her thighs. She flexed, letting Giana feel those muscles tighten about her neck.



“Choke me and… finish on my face,” Giana begged, a powerful horniness prevailing in her tone, as this position clearly brought out an intense desire in her. Rium had known Giana appreciated the strength of her body, but did not expect her to have such a fixation. Hearing the needfulness in her words, Rium put aside any passing concerns and began to tighten the pressure from her thighs, tensing her legs and pushing them in around the softness of Giana’s neck. She leaned forward until her pussy was pressed down against Giana’s face, partially smothering her, and began to finger herself rapidly, letting the nectar of her arousal flow freely onto Giana’s face.



“Here we go,” Rium warned. She let Giana have one more breath, and then brought her thighs firmly together, tightly constricting them around Giana’s neck. Even then she was cautious not to hurt her, but applied just enough pressure for Giana to be unable to breathe. Seeing her lover’s pleasure-stricken features beneath her, Rium felt her own excitement welling up intensely. The struggle for air was clearly a euphoric sense to Giana, and from those first moments she found herself unable to fill her lungs, she set her tongue to fierce work, licking and slurping at Rium’s pussy. She seemed to choose her companion’s pleasure over her imminent need for air, thinking of nothing else but how to push Rium toward that point of climactic release.



Rium was mindful of Giana’s need for air, however determined the mech-pilot might be to obscure it. She seemed driven to push her limits, and Rium was happy to oblige her - through her immense care for the woman made her cautious. She slowly leaned back, groaning and immersing herself in the pleasure of her touch and Giana’s playful tongue. Her other hand found its way back to the redhead’s body, and crept along there exploratively until its fingers drifted over her mound, settling around her clit. Rium used two fingers to massagingly encircle Giana’s hub and press down along her slit, teasing her relentlessly. Giana’s moans grew more excited and frantic, and a red heat crept onto her features.



“You good?” Rium asked with a huff, feeling Giana’s tongue frantically squirming in the depths of her pussy. She humped herself forward onto the snugly pinned face of her lover, smothering her mouth and nose under her wet slit and working that dutiful tongue even deeper inside of herself. Giana moaned a pleasure that suggested she was enjoying the most satisfactory of flavors as Rium’s nectar flowed freely down her cheeks. The ex-scavenger had made a right mess of her, and began to bounce her hips back and forth, caught up in her own pleasure and the imminent climactic force that was rising up within. It became a race, for she sensed how Giana was pushing herself and denying her own need to breathe, eager to reach that point of ecstatic release before the urge for air obligated her to submit. Seeing her lover’s eyes open wide and then clench shut from the strain even as her body buckled and rocked from its own euphoric bliss, Rium was pushed over that edge, and released her pent up tensions with a ferocious and torrential energy. She came with vigor, spraying out her cum onto Giana’s sweltering squished features, and leaving her disheveled face utterly drenched as the nectar of her release flowed out over her tongue and lips.



The powerful surges of tension that worked their way through Rium only made her body tense all the more firmly, squeezing Giana’s neck snug between her thighs. The redhead swooned, overtaken by the immense sensation of ecstatic bliss that came from the forceful need for air combined with the intense pleasure of Rium’s fingers working away in the depths of her pussy. Her body convulsed, her hips bouncing up from the bed to meet that stimulating touch as she too was brought past all return and sent into the throes of an intense and overwhelming orgasm. It was drawn out by her suffocation, causing her to spasm and moan out the last air from her lungs, her eyes rolling as her head relaxed back away from Rium’s pussy the few inches that the tight hold of her thighs permitted. The climax was sustained in her for a long and enduring moment, her entire mind swarming with an oceanic pleasure that disrupted every other thought from her mind. Only when Giana was truly spent did her needs suddenly return to the front of her consciousness, and she tapped Rium’s thigh hastily.



Rium immediately unclenched, letting Giana breathe. The tapping had brought her swiftly back into reality, and she looked with concern to her lover. Giana gasped frantically for air, filling her lungs twice, but then heaved a deeply contented moan as a more peaceful post-orgasmic bliss greeted her, the return of air bringing clarity to her lust-stricken mind. She grinned sillily up at Rium, appearing absolutely giddy, with much of her face drenched from the fluid of her pleasure.



“Aren’t you bold!” Rium exclaimed with warm laugh, her hand gently moving against Giana’s tender slit. She removed her fingers from the redhead’s pussy and brought them to her lips, licking them clean as her gasping and disheveled companion watched lovingly from below. “I wasn’t sure if you’d ever relent… I was about to let you breathe whether you tapped or not. Could hardly watch you turn blue!” Rium exclaimed.



Giana laughed at her in a warm and sultry way, clearly quite proud of herself. “You did wonderful… seems the timing worked out just fine. I’m a bit adventurous - hope I didn’t make you worry!~” Giana giggled noisily, and dragged her tongue once more over Rium’s drenched pussy, drinking up the sweetness that remained with clear delight. “I woulda been fine! You just be sure to let up if I stop licking,” Giana teased.



Rium snickered at her brash manner, almost disapproving of just how potent Giana’s adventurous nature was. “My love is daring beyond all belief,” she cooed, swinging her thigh up over Giana’s head to release her. “The things we’ll do together...,” she mused softly, letting her words trail off with a contemplative air. She hoisted Giana up from where she dangled half off the bed, and kissed her. Wrapped up together snugly, they fell again to the bed, returning to the cuddling, kissing, and intermittent bouts of kinky fucking that had dominated their space travels so far.
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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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Follow for Updates
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