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    Sultry whispers, breathy moans, and smothered notes of bliss. There’s more than one way to indulge in plump kissable lips! Get ready to drool over these seven erotic stories of dominant women who know just what to do with a needy mouth. 
 
      
 
    In addition to playful kissing, licking, and slurping of all kinds, these stories focus on oral sex, including cunnilingus and anilingus, and feature breath play, biting, and dominant women both human and otherwise. 
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 Earn It 
 
      
 
    A secret accord unites the android Kaila with her matriarch, the mysterious CEO of the Oneironetics Foundation, Wynn Yaderae. She is a towering mistress of divine beauty and strict rule, and Kaila rushes to her command. When thugs from a cruel incarceration industry pose a threat to her matriarch, Kaila is ready to defend a truer justice and earn her place at Wynn’s side. 
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    Today’s incarceration roster was filled with the names of allies, their sentences long and cruel enough to extinguish any flickering resistance yet remaining. The very word Justice was befouled by the organization that took it for its name, creating the most fearsome punitive facility in the modern world. 
 
    Rage and love held the reins of Kaila’s life. She was heightened, each familiar name energizing her and reaffirming her determination. Neo Justice would lock them away, using the chemistry of the mind to keep them in servitude through elongated dreams. Because of their ability to alter the inmates' perception of time, Neo Justice had already subjected many to hundreds of years of labor and confinement. Fear was the law. But on this very day, a plan would put into motion the destruction of this institution, and the liberation of the souls there confined, guilty and innocent alike.  
 
    She closed out of the roster. It was painful to see more of their compatriots being taken away. Were it not for the hope she held, she would have despaired, for the suffering wrought by the prison was beyond what anyone could bear. She had been browsing on her wrist computer, which was installed into her body, one of many augmentations the android had acquired. Kaila leaned back, sitting clothed in a bathroom stall for privacy. The city’s abundance of cameras left few comfortable spaces.  
 
    She took a hit from her vape, holding the oil in before slowly exhaling. Her wrist device buzzed quietly with an incoming call. It was from her boss, Wynn Yaderae. This was the woman to whom Kaila had given her life in service. All of the android’s trust and love was for her, and for the hidden collective she guided. 
 
    “Yeah?” she answered.  
 
    “Come by the office, if you can. I’ve got some company here,” Wynn told her, skipping pretenses. Kaila could see her on the screen of her device, reclined at the Oneirotetics Headquarters. Wynn was the CEO of this organization, which produced chemicals that aided in therapeutic and recreational dreaming, but she was also the leader of the Grey Accord, whose sole purpose then was to destroy the Neo Justice prison. Other voices spoke in the background, and Kaila could read the tension in their tones. 
 
    “Sure,” she said curtly, and at once hung up and rushed out of the restroom. Her motorcycle was parked just nearby, and in seconds, she was speeding through the busy city streets on her way to the headquarters.  
 
    Kaila’s focus was well held by their task, but from what she understood, everything had already been put in place by Wynn. Kaila meant to make sure things went smoothly. The plan would take time to work, but after today, Neo Justice and the technology they used to extend lives for labor would be doomed. She thought about Wynn. Her boss, one of the most influential people in the Red City, was a formidable presence. She towered over other women, and displayed her form, attracting and intimidating those beneath her. The relationship between them had been all business, for how could they permit such distractions? But perhaps when this work was done, Kaila would speak to Wynn differently. 
 
    The android was striking too, cyberpunk in her fashion. She proudly displayed her yellow-green eyes but had made most of her augmentations subtle. Her hair was a high fade, almost a mohawk, but bounced lightly with a fluffy character that made people want to touch it. Not that stroking the short android’s head was a wise idea. Kaila didn’t let anyone put a hand on her unless she wanted it there.  
 
    There were a handful of tough New Everett gangsters, but no one doubted Kaila had claws, with a submachine gun at her hip. She wore silver skull earrings and had two sleeve tattoos, one dark with machinery that symbolized her nature, and the other alive with life that reflected her soul. Leather, of course, was the fashion, though her fitted chest piece had its cups reinforced with steel plates, making her status as a militant clear. 
 
    The Oneironautics foundation was a large building on the east side of the city, not far from the old water processing plants. Research and business were handled there, but the company owned several dream lounges, where customers would sleep under the effect of dream prolonging and enhancing psychotropics. They’d been pressured to produce substances for Neo Justice for years, with negotiations degrading into legal threats, and now intimidation. 
 
    Kaila arrived and put her kickstand up, moving swiftly toward the entrance. Already she observed two strangers dressed in formal wear and pushed past them hastily. She had detected from Wynn’s tone that there was some urgency, and as she hurried upstairs to the headquarters, the vacant building confirmed her suspicions. Wynn must have ordered the regular crew to leave, which could only mean that Neo Justice was here, and probably police too.  
 
    She took the elevator up from the lobby and then hurried toward Wynn’s office. A man stood out front, smoking an e-cigarette while talking on the phone. Kaila tried to step around him and enter the office at once, but he brusquely raised his elbow, blocking Kaila’s path and almost striking her face. 
 
    “Hey hold it a second,” he told her, but Kaila immediately struck the phone from his hand, and delivered a hard kick to his knee. He yelled in anger and alarm and collapsed, and Kaila pulled the door open sharply, battering him to the floor where he lay, groaning uncomfortably. Kaila stepped inside quietly. 
 
    “Ah, excellent timing,” Wynn told Kaila. She was reclined in her fine pleather chair with two businessmen seated across from her, and a strong-looking woman standing nearby, pretending to investigate some charts. “I imagine you’ve met our friends from the clink?” 
 
    Kaila understood her signaling well enough. One of the suited men spoke before she could. 
 
    “Miss Yaderae, you are no longer at leisure to leave. Calling your muscle here was unnecessary. You are ordered to deliver the new compound immediately or be subject to arrest.” His lip curled up in an angry snarl as he looked at Wynn and Kaila, sensing their lack of submission. 
 
    “Of course. Do you think I’d turn down this deal? It’s not for political reasons that I am hesitant. The formula simply isn’t ready,” Wynn said. Her lies were undisguised, and her tone mocked the Neo Justice representative.  
 
    He scoffed and removed a paper from his briefcase. “We have here proven records indicating that your serum can prolong the perceptual experience of our correctional facility by up to fifty percent. You are under a moral obligation to surrender the formula immediately by order of New Everett police.” 
 
    Wynn slowly sipped from her glass of wine, her eyes growing half-lidded as she appeared to think it over. “Well… I suppose those people did break the law,” she mused in mock naivety. She slowly removed a small silver case from her desk. “No, Robert, I think I have a different moral obligation,” she said and casually tossed the case to Kaila. “Go and deliver this formula to the incinerator,” she told her with a dismissive flick of her hand. 
 
    Kaila at once took off sprinting away, running to the disposal unit in an office downstairs. The two men with Wynn huffed and yelped with anger, barking orders into their transmission devices. They sent their own muscle, a ripped blonde woman who was in the office with them, chasing after Kaila at full pace. Kaila was shocked to see her coming - she sprinted like an olympian and had a fierce look in her eyes. 
 
    Rushing down the stairs, Kaila fell down onto the hard title of the hallway a floor below, and the Neo Justice thug pounced on her, trying to wrestle the container from her hands. Kaila delivered a kick to her abdomen, but it collided ineffectually with her rock-hard abs. Soon, another two armed agents entered the hallway, and Kaila reached for her own gun, having refrained from drawing it until the facility's video footage would show Neo Justice producing arms first. 
 
    “Wait!” Wynn barked, causing them all to freeze up. She stared intently at Kaila as she and the two intruders leveled weapons at each other. “On second thought, Kaila, we will sell Neo Justice this new formula, and be rid of them - this very day,” she said, speaking with a cool certainty. 
 
    Kaila did not understand, but the wording Wynn used indicated to her that this command was made in earnest, and she released the silver package, letting the muscular blonde intruder take it. She threw back her long hair victoriously and delivered the package to the businessman from the office. 
 
    “It is like they say, women are tough in the Red City,” he said, mostly complimenting his own henchperson for her effort. “This was all rather unnecessary, don’t you think? But as a gesture of good faith, we will pay the agreed amount.” It was the Neo Justice rep’s turn to be smug and dismissive. Soon, they departed with their prize. 
 
    Kaila took a few breaths, relaxing on the floor as she waited for the Neo-Justice thugs to depart. She looked at Wynn with confusion. Wynn was a towering presence, and although apparently defeated, stood at her full and proud height, looking down at Kaila with a playful sort of admiration, and not seeming to have a concern in the world. Kaila thought her mistress looked invincible at that moment. “What happened?” Kaila asked. “Did you plan that?” 
 
    Wynn stooped to extend her arm down for Kaila. The height difference between them was immense, and Wynn was a fair bit wider, too - though lacking in Kaila’s muscle. Kaila took her hand and was pulled up easily. 
 
    “I do hope you weren’t roughed up too badly,” Wynn said, gently brushing her fingers against Kaila’s cheek. The slight action shook Kaila, who was unused to any such casual gesture of affection from her matriarch.  
 
    “I’m fine…” she said. 
 
    “You’re confused,” Wynn told her, chuckling warmly. “I had to make Neo Justice less suspicious of the formula. It works, indeed - though they can not know what our latest research revealed,” Wynn said, again, uttering a soft chuckle. 
 
    Kaila grinned at her. “My. What have you done?” she asked. She was standing near now, feeling a gradually creeping elation as Wynn explained the plan that had apparently already unfolded perfectly.  
 
    “The formula will work for a time, and it is my regret that the many hundreds of thousands of prisoners now slumbering at Neo Justice will have to serve a bit longer. But then, my particular strain of this chemical will trigger their immune response, making each inmate wholly incapable of time-expanded dreaming. No chemical Neo Justice has will work - and they will go bankrupt before researching one that could.” 
 
    Kaila knew well what this would mean. When the prison distributed the new chemical, they would doom themselves. Those criminals that they had deemed worthy of hundreds of years of confinement would now only be subject to the single lifetime they had, and would undoubtedly be transferred en masse away from the failing dream prison. This would be the end of Neo Justice and its torturous machines. She laughed elatedly. 
 
    “Tell me! How many people did you just set free?” 
Wynn laughed warmly. “Thanks to you and our other agents, Kaila.. It may be that we prevented… collectively, tens of millions of years of servitude from being afflicted on those unfortunate souls.” 
 
    Kaila could have teared up, she was so ecstatic. She knew that Wynn was being wholly truthful. So certain was Wynn in her victory that she had already had it in her mind, and such explained the unwavering confidence she had carried from the beginning of their difficult work, despite the apparent odds. It was a glorious feeling - the knowledge that she had done true work for good in this lifetime - perhaps the work she was born for. 
 
    “We gotta tell everyone,” Kaila said, seeming almost frantic. 
 
    “I’ve told them. Do not be offended, but you were the last to know,” Wynn said, huffing a slight giggle. “I needed you to act well. They know that you’re the only one I’d trust with something like the formula.” Wynn took her tablet computer out and showed Kaila the live stream of the other members of the Grey Accord, who were partying it up in their encrypted channel. Kaila grinned ear to ear and waved to them, sharing in the revelry. Before very long, Wynn slept the device and returned her attention to Kaila. 
 
    “I have always trusted you. Because my plans required only one thing: conviction. I knew that when I needed you to act, you would,” Wynn told her. Her presence loomed as she stood near to Kaila, who seemed small by comparison. “You are… a purpose-built woman,” she mused softly. 
 
    Kaila looked up at her intently. In her head, she was still catching up with what had happened, but there was another signal, one that persistently took her attention. Wynn’s presence was transforming her elation. The urge to embrace came on suddenly. Her shoulders moved slightly, indicating her intent. 
 
    “Yes… come here,” Wynn encouraged her, and Kaila slumped forward, embracing her snugly. Her face ended up right under Wynn’s heavy breasts, as the woman’s enormous height posed them above her. She could feel them resting pleasantly on her head. Her touch against Kaila’s back was tender and light, and she handled the tough android like something precious. “I know what you have sacrificed for your convictions,” Wynn mused softly. “Whatever you now need… you have earned it,” she encouraged. 
 
    Kaila huffed a warm chuckle. She’d hunched over slightly to avoid putting her face directly into Wynn’s breasts, though it was that or go under them. Now she pulled away some but stood right before Wynn and stared up at her eyes. “You’re keen to spoil me, huh?” she asked. “What I need-” she began and felt her heart flutter as her thoughts caught up with her words, “is to tell you something...” 
 
    To speak it was a sweet thing, to be received, all the sweeter. Kaila confessed her feelings to Wynn, who was all too ready for them. Amidst Kaila’s rambling explanation, her adoring words are interrupted by the downward drift of Wynn’s lips, which catch Kaila altogether by surprise. She is swept up in the bliss of that first kiss and taken from there to where they might be alone. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    She who had before been a matriarch and boss to Kaila was now beheld as a mistress, a personal goddess, who had brought her onto the right path, and would now go forward with her into bliss. The windows of her high-rise apartment let in the city’s dim maroon glow, and Kaila couldn’t take her eyes off her. Wynn let her light overcoat slide from her shoulders and cast it onto her table, where faux fires licked under the glass.  
 
    Kaila felt warm inside, and the simple act of dressing down had such a comforting promise to it. She was held close by her armaments, the gun, the knives, and the devices she kept stowed away against her form. One by one, she discarded them. 
 
    “You’re the mastermind,” Kaila told her humorously. “I know it - you planned every little thing,” she said. 
 
    Wynn chuckled at her warmly. “As I said,” she remarked, removing the lace coif that adorned her head, and tossing it away. 
 
    “You planned deeper than all that,” Kaila claimed. She stepped nearer to Wynn with an intent and loving look. “You arranged that in one day… everything would go right. That for one day my life would be perfect. You put us off… for this moment,” Kaila said, unable to help but chuckle. For of course, her mistress had arranged this bliss. They had taken things slow and played the game subtly, focusing on their task, and now, their victory was holistic.  
 
    Wynn moved her hand tenderly around Kaila, touching her shoulder and softly massaging her there. The android had been anticipating her touch, yet the simple gesture was deeply penetrating to her. Kaila had been with other women and rarely lost face when a tender moment came, but the feeling of Wynn’s fingers moving tenderly along her back shook her to the core. Never had Wynn touched her like this. Everything was different in an instant. She let her hand rest there and stared down at Kaila with a loving warmth. Slowly, she stepped back and stooped down, leveling her face down nearer to Kaila’s, and looking her eye to eye. “You had to earn it,” Wynn said, setting her hands on Kaila’s shoulders as though instructing her. In a moment, she pulled her gently in and kissed her. 
 
    Kaila was wrapped up, in her mind and heart, by a heavy and dark warmth. She was filled with deep and smokey love, and felt encompassed, leaning back in Wynn’s hold and letting herself be swallowed up. The kiss was lustful, taking and giving with urgency. The android felt small under Wynn’s looming presence, and as she swooned, her tall mistress cradled her with her arms, supporting her and pulling her back up deeply into their kiss. Then she stood upright, and carried Kaila, letting them become enrapt as they embraced to kiss.  
 
    Thereafter, rushing from the climactic height of the moment of their love’s spark, they accelerated down -- down into joy and delight. There was no halt in Kaila’s need or wavering in Wynn’s pace. They fell into each other. 
 
    “You’re heavier than you look,” Wynn said with a grunt, setting Kaila down. “You’ll have to forgive me, I always wanted to hoist you about.” 
 
    “It’s my android bits, making me strong. I oughta be hoisting you!” Kaila said, and grabbed at Wynn about the belly and thighs, making her squeal in playful protest. Kaila’s hand went right through the lace fabric that Weynn had pulled tight over her body, causing a seem to rip there. Under it, Wynn looked paler, bright, and bare in a way she never normally did, as risque as her outfit may have been. Kaila couldn’t help but be transfixed, and when she met eyes with Wynn and saw that she was not at all concerned with the rip, Kaila put her hand through the fabric and began to tear it away. She glided her hand up and along the smooth and warm presence of Wynn’s stomach, until her fingertips gently grazed the lower rim of the pleather cup of her bra, and passed easily underneath.  
 
    Wynn welcomed the touch and exploration. She watched Kaila with intent and fascinated eyes, savoring the signs of her pleasure and delight. The android had not been wrong; Wynn did much simply to see Kaila’s joy. She let herself be unwrapped, encouraging Kaila’s wandering touch to find and loosen the fastenings of her outfit. She slowly reached down and set her hands around Kaila’s neck, massaging her upper shoulders and slowly moving her leather vest away. Kaila had already discarded the protective hard leather and metal plates from there and her pants, and worked her shoulders to let the vest come free. Now it was her turn to behold Wynn’s eyes, as the gear fell away and her breasts were exposed. They were supple, decorated in ink, and pierced. Wynn appreciated them like art, her tongue gently touching behind her teeth as she looked with a half-lidded gaze.  
 
    “I have more yet to reveal to you,” Kaila said with a cheeky grin. “Not every augmentation I got is for busting ass.” 
 
    Wynn smiled at her, amused. “I’ll unravel all your little secrets, one by one,” she promised her. “I’ve… pondered, from time to time, what ways we might… indulge,” Wynn said. 
 
    Kaila laughed at her elatedly, finding this change of context all too bizarre, for though she and Wynn had clearly shared feelings for some time, they had never spoken to each other this way before. “I’ll bet you’re eager to share.” She rested her hands upon Wynn’s warm thighs, staring at her intently, and allowing her own inked breasts to be beheld, their detail a striking aesthetic of cybernetic machinery, hinting at the reality of her augmentations beneath the surface of her flesh. 
 
    Wynn’s delicate fingers moved up to attend to her top and, one by one unclasped the little buttons, and shrugged away a scrap of pleather. The tear in the transparent black lace had not yet reached her breasts but they were bare beside it, displayed for the first time for the open adoration and appraisal of her supplicant. Kaila had perhaps glimpsed the beauty of her leader on occasion before, but never been able to so openly let her adoration be known, and her eyes fell upon the pale flesh of Wynn’s heavy breasts and drank in the sight of them. Her gaze eventually caused Wynn’s nipples to tense gently against the wisp of fabric, and with Kaila’s touch, she wiggled herself out from what remained of her attire, leaving coat and straps on the chair. 
 
    One more moment was afforded for the android to gaze upon the perfect pale abundance of her mistress, whose heavy white teats laid comfortably, welcomingly, on the taller figure’s chest. Her breath made the enormous mounds rise and fall, and she smirked to behold Kaila’s needful gaze, drinking in at long-last the wonder of her form, which she had so long used in teasing her. Indeed, her control seemed absolute then, and as she rose up from the chair, Wynn again took Kaila into her shadow, showing her dominance in her greater height, her much larger breasts looming before Kaila’s face and making even the brazen android turn her face away from the heat. 
 
    But Wynn guided her back there, with delicate pale fingers set upon the android’s cheek. She met her intense stare with a warm confidence of her own and said nothing, but pushed Kaila’s face with a gentle prod of her touch until her lips brushed against the prominent peak of one of her matriarch’s teats, swollen and sizable upon her massive breast. Kaila could not help herself and submitted at once to the request, parting her lips, she drew in the heavy and warm teat with a gentle curling of her tongue, and let its delicious presence rest within her salivating mouth. 
 
    “Good…” Wynn hummed a soft note to assure her pleasure, and let her teat endure the gentle dance of Kaila’s tongue. The Android was keen to please her, but let a soft murr of humor escape the depths of her lungs, even as the sensitive tit of her matriarch rested between her lips. Before her lover would inquire after the amusement, Kaila revealed to her what made her giggle, with the ignition of a vibration from within her tongue, enough so that the whole muscle buzzed and flopped. At once she put her throbbing mech-tongue against Wynn’s teat again, and made out with her breast, using the built-in toy to great effect. 
 
    “Hh - my goodness,” Wynn muttered as though playfully scolding her, but turned her head back and barked a heated laugh. “I thought you had some tricks,” she mused and reached down to run her fingers through Kaila’s warm and fluffy mohawk, feeling her buzzing tongue drifting appeasingly over her swollen teat. Kaila grumbled and her eyes rolled back, she hardly ever let someone screw with her hair, but wanted Wynn to pet her like a dog, then. 
 
    “There’s another you might like,” Kaila said, her lips moving against Wynn’s breast as she licked and suckled her heavy teat. She smothered herself into the softness of one breast, and then put her face between them, letting Wynn mush them in and play with her head, which was about the size of either. 
 
    “Oh yes? Something above and something below, I’d imagine. At the very least!” She laughed warmly, and slowly moved to rest on her knees and settle her presence before and below Kaila. As the android lowered her pants she drank in the sight of her matriarch with glee. Seeing her posed in such a servile and showy manner was rare indeed, and Kaila felt herself being struck by an urgent need for her, and the desire to get her pussy rocked. 
 
    “It’s something alright,” Kaila said with a heated laugh. She drew in and moved a leg to swing it around Wynn, and then rested her delicious pussy on the lips of her matriarch, ruffling through her bag frantically as she felt those first potent licks against her sensitive lower flesh. The taller woman had wasted no time in setting her tongue and lips to Kaila’s offered pussy and the intense arousal the android already had boiling within made the efforts potent from the get-go. She nearly fumbled the two-ended phallic toy she was retrieving, but kept it in hand and groaned heatedly, lowering it to rub one cockhead against her clit. 
 
    “Now what on earth is this?” Wynn mused heatedly, her lips drawing back from Kaila’s pussy just enough for the android to slowly the squishy cockhead of the toy into her pussy. The toy was a bright neon purple in color and looked like a long cock with a head on either side, but the whirring lights within suggested complex machinery, comparable to the augmentations within Kaila’s very flesh. She took her time and inserted it deeply into herself, until it seemed well secured in place, with half of the length protruding from her pussy for Wynn’s presumed enjoyment. 
 
    Before the android could answer her, Wynn swiftly put her mouth around the protruding section of the phallus, engulfing the soft and vibrant purple faux-flesh with her mouth. The efforts of her lips and tongue as she sucked the toy worked the portion inside of Kaila firmly against her walls, and pushed it into the depths of her, though the toy was kept from slipping out of place. She groaned and brushed Wynn’s hair out from her eyes, studying the glamorous and beautiful lips of her matriarch as she sucked the augmented cock they shared. 
 
    Activating properly, the toy began to convey the sensations to Kaila’s body, plugging into her like any other cybernetic limb, and her sense of physical stimulation was redoubled at once, making her buckle over and grip Wynn’s head for security. The pleasure was almost too intense, and Wynn afforded her little mercy, realizing at once that the work of her tongue could be felt. She sucked the cock with ferocity and passion, grabbing Kalia by her hips to pull her in close and use the heavy weight of the smaller android woman to fuck her own face rather forcefully. These sensations exceeded even what Kaila had been accustomed to and soon she felt the lightning of a first orgasm tearing up through her, making her clench her hips and jerk her legs. She pulled Wynn in to the hilt and let her lips press snugly to the tightly stretched folds of her pussy around the base of the toy. The cybernetic cock flopped and tensed with Kaila’s orgasm and channeled her own nectar into Wynn’s throat, making her lose a deep and satisfied giggle.  
 
    Slowly Wynn drew her lips from that leaking toy, wringing out Kaila’s cum through it and into her mouth. A sizable morsel spewed out onto her tongue when the neon purple head was squeezed between her lips, and she moaned with delight at the taste. “Now this is a fun toy for me,” she concurred with a heated groan, taking it in hand and stroking it - but with a forcefulness meant to move the length within Kaila’s body more so than to please the exposed member. As she still recovered from her first orgasm the strong sensation made her squawk, and she stumbled back to settle on a low bench of cushions beside Wynn’s table. She was at her mercy as she played with her, aided by the embedded toy which seemed all too susceptible to her stimulation. “I’m going to keep enjoying it~ And your little buzz-tongue,” she cooed with a heated laugh. Wynn slowly crawled up onto the cushions, and posed her enormous belly and hips over Kaila’s face, leaning down to wrap her mouth around the head of the cock-toy again, now inverted in orientation to the android. 
 
    Kaila stared up at Wynn’s enormous pale ass, her tight pink thong with transparent fabric that revealed the form of her fat pussy just beyond it. The android reached up and ripped away the little bit of fabric, and then settled her firm grip into Wynn’s ass, holding her buttcheeks with ravenous need. They spoke no more. Wynn settled her pussy down squarely onto Kaila’s face and began to hump and grind against her eager vibrating tongue, working her mouth against the toy that had become affixed within the android’s natural flesh, making her all the more at the mercy of her matriarch’s pleasure. 
 
    Smothering the android under her, Wynn moaned, and kept her snug in place with her thighs, hardly affording Kaila the moment to breathe. Kaila’s vibrating tongue eagerly worked up along the wet folds of her mistress’ pussy, exploring her and buzzing in time with the stroke of her licks. She felt the heavy presence of Wynn’s breasts weighing down against her abs, further restraining her every breath. Her mistress roughly handled the vibrant toy, stirring it up within Kaila until she was urged helplessly toward orgasm in time with her mistress. Overwhelmed, she parted her lips wide and groaned out her bliss, as the sweet taste of Wynn flowed into her mouth, and coated her augmented tongue. Wynn came suddenly and with intensity, her inner walls embracing Kaila’s squirming mecho-tongue with a firm passion as the larger woman humped fiercely against her goon’s eager face. 
 
    Her matriarch howled with such victorious pleasurable energy, her moan filling the empty residence and making the windows shudder. One could only imagine how long Wynn had dreamt of her victory, putting off all things for that precise moment of ultimate delight. It was a true ecstasy to her, and the orgasm shook her for long moments, as she smothered Kaila’s face so enduringly into her pussy that the android wished she had a breathing augmentation. While the torrential thunder of orgasm worked over her, she used her last remaining invocation of thought to simply serve, licking, slurping, and kissing Wynn’s swollen pussy and the depths it teased. 
 
    Finally, they were spent, and in elated giggles, fell together on the cushioned bench and let their bodies rest. This was not the end, and though it perhaps seemed the very heights of bliss they could attain, Kaila felt an even greater joy to know that their work had just begun. Coming alongside Wynn she kissed her tenderly, Wynn huffed a sultry note before beginning to clean her face with feline licks. They basked in the bliss of each other that night and others, laying low, while the world watched the collapse of Neo Justice. 
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 The Vambiker 
 
    Enamored by the elegant darkness of her beloved, the mortal Cora has eagerly offered herself up for Rubi’s satisfaction. The vampiress has charmed her way into a secure place in her human lover’s heart, and rides with her through the night, anticipating Cora’s most precious and vital gift. Cora knows no greater pleasure than to submit her very blood as an offering of affection and desire to the dominant preternatural biker, who in exchange can afford her a stupefyingly intense bliss with the sedation of her most tender bite. 
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    The pleather seat was pleasantly cool as Cora slid into the booth, snuggling up beside her pale-skinned companion. It was odd to be out this late, enjoying a dinner well past the typical last call, but these had become her hours.  
 
    Rubi received her affectionately, wrapping her arm around the soft blonde femme and drawing her near. With fiery crimson hair and lunar-pale skin, the vampiress would have stood out among regular crowds but found herself quite comfortable among the other patrons. This bar was a favorite place for the nocturnal and the misfit and was further populated by punks, goths, and those that Cora could not put neatly into any subculture. She knew, too, there was magic here, carefully disguised and reserved as her beloved’s was. 
 
    “Do I stand out here?” Cora inquired sweetly, laying her weight against Rubi’s supporting form. Their server approached, and Rubi twiddled a lock of Cora’s blonde hair between her fingers, humming softly from the depths of her throat.  
 
    “They may presume you are more than you appear if I am seen to be a vampiress. To dine with mortals without intent for predation is rare,” Rubi mused with a soft chuckle. Her gentle sarcasm assuaged Cora’s uncertainty. In truth, the human was more curious about the others here than how she might be perceived. Never before meeting Rubi had she known that places like this existed, where the preternatural discretely passed the hours beside the common.  
 
    For their dinner, Cora chose a plant-based sauteed mushroom burger, and Rubi had salmon. It was early in the morning, but for them, this was late in their day, and sunrise would see Rubi cooped up wherever she resided. Cora kept an eye on the clock for her.  
 
    “I’m excited to see your home once more. Last time you didn’t show me but a tenth of it,” Cora said. 
 
    Rubi laughed at her. “Yes, well, I’m no tour guide. But I shall allow for some exploration.” Her estate was far beyond the scope of what seemed practical, and unrepresented by her humble character of spending, for the vampiress made no effort to draw yet further attention to herself. Cora could not see how such a place did not become dreadfully lonely and imagined Rubi wandering the various labyrinthian halls of her mansion night after night.  
 
    “I’m looking forward to exploring more with you,” Cora flirted at her playfully, unabashedly, and overtly sweet, for the night out together had been wondrous and she was anticipating a fun time at Rubi’s place once they’d eaten. First, they’d been at the beach, where, by the light of the full moon, Rubi had insisted that she needed Cora to rub moonscreen on her. Only after letting the human massage disguised regular lotion into every inch of her pale skin did Rubi confess it had been a ruse.  
 
    “So very eager. Were it not for your hunger, we would be on our way now. But for my own hunger, I can wait,” she said with a soft hiss of desire, laying her chin on Cora’s shoulder as she embraced the woman against herself, and breathed deeply of her alluring scent. Rubi could eat, and in fact, quite enjoyed the filet, but her attention was more on her delicious companion, who seemed so flush and full of vigor as to make the madam salivate.  
 
    They had their meal and resisted the urge to fall into an embrace of kisses right there in the booth. Rubi kissed Cora tenderly on the neck while they waited for their bill, and soon the two absconded from the soft chatter of that place, out into the moonlit back-roads of Coquitlam, where the chill of summer night’s air licked pleasantly at Cora’s skin.  
 
    Rubi drove a crimson BMW R100S motorcycle, refitted and upgraded much over the decades she had owned it. Its seat was large enough for them both to be comfortable, and Cora sat in front of the vampiress, relaxing against her back once more as they accelerated on their way. The road taken brought them into the city’s outskirts and through high-reaching pine, winding on to the north and then the east, until no roads troubled them with bright headlights, and the quiet of early morning was broken only by birdsong.  
 
    Cora trembled as the wind licked her. What otherwise might have been a pleasant chill was made a bit biting by their speed.  
 
    “Next time you must bring a coat,” Rubi instructed her, and then Cora heard a zipper, as the vampiress opened her crimson-tinted leather jacket, bearing her soft pale flesh against Cora’s back. She was cool to the touch, too, but pulled Cora snugly to herself, partially wrapping her in the jacket. The zipper wouldn’t go around them both, but Cora giggled at the thought and regarded herself quite soothed as she reclined back against Rubi’s large breasts, finding the softness comforting even in the absence of exuded warmth. The vampiress focused on her riding, but gently planted a kiss against the back of Cora’s neck, the little acts of affection displaying that great desire within. Cora felt she could melt beneath the tenderness of the dominant woman’s touch, chilled though she may be. Before long, they rode up the long and winding driveway to Rubi’s home. 
 
    “So pleased that you may spend more time with me,” Rubi said, striding inside with her jacket still parted at the breast, letting her skin breathe as she gestured alight candles along their way. The fire coming forth at a flick of a finger was only somewhat impressive to Cora, who knew well the magical capabilities of her crimson hair preternatural companion. “Let us go up to the study. It should be cozy for you,” Rubi offered and led her through the long hall after hall until at once they slipped into a chamber that was finely furnished with comfortable lounging chairs, a fireplace, and cozy decor collected over what seemed like ages. Rubi did not speak much of her past, but the vampire who had made an heir of her had been a rider too, of a horse, rather than a motorcycle. Her history seemed to extend swiftly into the blackness before the record, for her years were already many, and ages were traversed by just a few of her ancestry.  
 
    “Always, with you, the dim is a comforting dim. It’s cozy to be close to you in this place, though I’d dare not explore it alone,” Cora said with a giggle. She was guided over to a comfortable recliner, where Rubi settled down, and guided the human into her lap. She let the leather jacket slide away, and brought Cora against her pale and weighty breasts, wrapping the soft human up tenderly. 
 
    “I would want you to be comfortable. This is a lonely place, sometimes, but not a dangerous one. Not for you anyway,” Rubi mused softly. She breathed in deeply of the aroma of Cora’s flesh, and made her desire known to the femme, gently brushing her lips against her bare shoulder. Cora soon hooked her fingers underneath the black tank top she wore and pulled it overhead, tossing it aside as she turned to straddle Rubi’s lap. Before the admiring gaze of the vampiress, Cora felt craved with urgency and did not intend to long deny the appetite she knew the other bore within.  
 
    “Stave off all evil from me, and I shall stave away your loneliness,” Cora promised her and leaned in to embrace Rubi once more, securing her lips gently against the pale pillows of Rubi’s mouth. The vampiress' cool chest felt soft and supporting as Cora’s weight relaxed into her, and the chair’s back leaned from their weight, the lovemaking threatening to tip them over.  
 
    “And abate my hunger?” Rubi asked her softly, breathing her cool breath over Cora’s cheeks before pushing back into the kiss, and working her tongue within Cora’s sweet mouth. She knew that the human was as eager to be fed on as Rubi was to feed, for when done with care, there could be great pleasure in both of them for it. The vampiress saw how her human desired to be taken and consumed in all senses, and so eagerly presented herself for Rubi to unwrap and delight in.  
 
    “I did not come this far to deny you,” Cora said. “I’ll have a taste, and then you can,” she said with a teasing note, leaning down to secure her lips around the large and firm presence of one of Rubi’s teats. It was already firm beneath her tongue, and Cora closed her eyes, pressing her face into that pillow of softness as she worked the muscle of her mouth around its crest in circles, teasing about the bumpy circumference of Rubi’s areola. She was skilled with her tongue, and the taste of the vampiress's cool skin appeased her own cravings.  
 
    Cora loved the anticipation, knowing that soon her dom would take her, and fill herself with the delicious life force of her mortal blood. As she pleased her with a lick, Cora observed Rubi looming above her, studying the human with a lustful interest as she so eagerly made use of her tongue and lips. The vampiress slid her painted fingers gracefully down the form of Cora’s soft perky breasts and her stomach, feeling her warmth and the steadily increasing pace of her breathing that confessed the excitement her pet felt in her role of service. Cora laid over Rubi’s form and straightened her legs as the vampiress slid her fingers under the waistband of her tights, sliding them down to reveal the human’s plump and soft legs, which appeared like the utmost juicy treats to Rubi’s sensibilities, obligating her to wrestle down the desire to lunge and feed and once. The thought of sinking her teeth deep into the warm flesh where Cora was most sensitive was enough to make Rubi tremble, even more exciting than the skillful dance of the human’s tongue at her breast.  
 
    After letting the human slurp and lick away at her slick tit for a time, Rubi suddenly hoisted her up, using her preternatural strength to easily adjust Cora as though she were a mere doll, and turn her about so that her pale thick rear rested against Rubi’s crimson tinted leather chaps. Where the vampiress’ thigh was bare, between the top of the chap and her black panties, she felt that extraordinary softness and warmth seeping into her, and soon drew Cora snugly back against her breast, settling her lips once more against the human’s neck, and allowing her a moment to prepare for the euphoria to come. To be fed upon was not inherently a terror for humans, although not all vampires had the restraint to leave their meals unfinished, and afford them a chance for restoration between feedings. Cora was lively and had not been fed on in several days, and Rubi mirthfully anticipated her most delicious gift. Healthy as she was, Cora would have been a prime selection even if Rubi felt nothing intimate toward her.  
 
    “May I?” Rubi inquired softly, her cool breath washing over the soft skin of Cora’s neck. Like a patient getting her blood drawn, Cora relaxed back against Rubi and turned her head slightly, to enable access to her tender flesh. Her eyes grew half-lidded and she smirked with anticipation for that most extraordinary sensation, which included aspects of discomfort, but greater lasting feelings of bliss.  
 
    With a patient and controlled pace, Rubi let her lips part and wetly kissed Cora’s neck, her fangs coming to hover above their place. The vampiress slowly lowered her fingers along Cora’s stomach and passed there to the softness of her mound and petals, which were easily parted by Rubi’s pale fingers. Delicate as she was, her nails never caused Cora discomfort as Rubi began to stroke and enter her with her touch, allowing the mortal woman to descend into greater arousal, and find only pleasure in all the sensations of her bite.  
 
    As Cora’s trembling breath began to rise,  her anticipation seemed almost too much, and she waited with a wide-eyed eagerness for the moment Rubi would choose. Then, as she sighed out her contentment and pleasure from the work of Rubi’s hand, feeling the vampiress curl her fingers up gently within, she was pierced by the fangs. Rubi gently held Cora steady as her two elongated teeth sank into the soft flesh of the human’s neck. Even as she fed, Rubi cupped Cora’s breast in her other hand, and held her snugly to herself, drinking in her warmth by all means. For Rubi, the sense of relief, pleasure, and euphoria was immense and immediate, such that her delight was orgasmic and satisfying beyond any meal or sexual climax. She moaned out her enjoyment as Cora’s hot blood seeped up from her fangs, filling her mind with a palpable ecstasy that seemed to flow into the very sphere of her heart and mind and wash away all urgency, cruelty, and fear.  
 
    Cora’s physical pleasure was less immediate, although the pain was easily managed, and she delighted to observe the intensely expressive reaction from the ordinarily stoic Rubi. In that moment, Cora was her world, and the vampiress teased her pussy and breast with an attentive and vivacious manner, as though she desired above all things to share the very pleasure she now experienced with her prey. Only moments later, a heavy wave of warm bliss seeped into Cora from within. The distracting sensations of moderate chill and the sting of Rubi’s fang disappeared from Cora’s attention, and she felt herself numbing to all but the overwhelming joy of releasing herself to her love.  
 
    Swooning back, Cora planted sloppy kisses against Rubi’s neck and jaw, as the vampiress gently cleaned those two neat wounds left behind, and stopped their bleeding. She had drunk much from Cora, for as that most satisfying flow persisted, it was nearly impossible to will oneself to stop. Easier would it be for a thirsty desert traveler to spit out crisp lemonade than for a vampire to pluck their fangs with that primal craving yet unsatisfied. Even still, Cora’s health would see her unendangered, and even that most monumental trance of bliss would wear off within the hour.  
 
    Until then, Cora was unabashedly and wholly hers and moaned with growing excitement at the tenderness of Rubi’s stroking fingers, the undistracted state of her mind allowing a tremendous rising energy of pleasure to boil up within unimpeded. Rubi laughed delightedly, her voice sweeter than it ever was, as she shared in total pleasure with her beloved, each of them satisfied beyond all ordinary means. Hastening the pace of her fingers, Rubi stroked Cora’s pussy fervently, easily bringing the mortal nearer and nearer to orgasm until at last, she trembled and then spasmed in an eruption of sensation that rocked her form. Cora groaned, tensing herself firmly against Rubi’s fingers as her entire body rocked in the vampiress's lap, finding herself thrown about an ocean of pleasure like a woman thrown overboard. For some moments, the pleasure was all there was, and when her mind managed its way back into reality, Rubi’s presence filled the entirety of her thoughts. 
 
    Smiling with the wide and clumsy expression of one fucked-silly, Cora stared up with amazed affection at Rubi, gently planting her kisses along the vampiress’ breasts. Rubi seeped back into her chair, heaving a breath to settle into the utmost relaxation, the flowing sensations within leaving them both content to merely experience the pleasure of the other’s presence.  
 
    “Feeling well, my love?” Rubi asked softly. 
 
    “Never been better,” Cora assured her, although truly she was drunk with the influence of Rubi’s pleasant venom. Rubi wrapped her up snugly and rose from the recliner, settling Cora down on the fluffy rug before the fireplace, and striding over to a cabinet that hid a mini-fridge. From there she fetched some refreshment; a bottle of grape juice and a small wax-coated wheel of vegan cheese were brought back for Cora, who now splayed out most laxly on the ground.  
 
    In that cozy warmth, they relaxed for some moments, but soon fell into an embrace of kisses again. Cora guided Rubi’s face down along the length of her body, and the vampiress appraised the softness of her flesh, determining where next she ought to lay into Cora with her fangs. Her mouth hovered cooly over Cora’s breast and then her belly, and her tongue played gently near to the mortal’s clit as Rubi’s attention grew lower still, although she passed in that moment over Cora’s sensitive sex and instead settled her lips against the softest part of her inner thigh.  
 
    “Is that where you’d have your next drink?” Cora inquired, reaching down to twirl her finger through Rubi’s crimson locks. “Take more from me now, and I shall be in a state for nothing other than to lay back and serve you further,” Cora said to her with a dreamy allure, reclined back against the furs without concern even as Rubi’s sharp fingers hovered over the tenderness of flesh. She gently squeezed the other thigh against Rubi’s head, encouraging the vampiress forward as she so eagerly offered herself up to her.  
 
    “I’ll try not to take too much,” Rubi said with a soft chortle, eager to once again fill her senses with the full intensity of the earlier rush. “As for the other pleasure, you would do for me, I will take all you can give,” Rubi said with a smirk. “You had best prepare to savor your own treat.” As Cora cooed a noise of desire, Rubi brought her fangs forward, and gently pressed their razor-sharp tips into the softness of the human’s inner thigh, causing her flesh to dent from the pressure only slightly before each fang sunk into the warm softness and began to flow with her life.  
 
    The sweetness of Cora’s flow was remarkable, and the satisfaction as overwhelmingly intense as the first time that Rubi feasted upon her, heightened by the comfortable warmth she found with her head snugly held between the mortal woman’s soft and thick pale thighs. Swooning by the firelight, Cora sighed out a noise of utter contentment as she felt pleasure wash over her, moving in powerful waves up from the point of contact with Rubi’s mouth, where the vampiress eagerly drank of her. She did not take as much as before, for when bitten at the neck Cora’s blood had flown more generously, but savored a lengthy taste of her still, leaving her beloved pale in the features as she laid back against the ground with mouth agape. The gentle heaving of her breath made Cora’s chest rise and fall before Rubi’s gaze, and the vampiress drew herself from her bite before the human was left utterly incapacitated, and crawled up along her bare form with fang’s dripping that precious crimson onto Cora’s skin.  
 
    Although one craving was satiated, Rubi now felt another passionate desire and felt so invigorated by the invigoration of living blood that her mortal lust was fully awoken. She crawled up to straddle Cora’s face, seeing the woman snap from her stupor of pleasure and behold the looming presence above her. “You’re still with me, I hope?” Rubi inquired with a chuckle. 
 
    “Oh yes… although I feel as though I am resting amidst the clouds,” Cora said with a wide grin. She reached up and unclothed the rest of Rubi’s attire, tossing aside her chaps and panties with urgency. Now the vampiress beheld her lover’s eager features down through the valley of her massive breasts and scooted forward until her pussy loomed above Cora’s lips. She settled down gently, squeezing her thighs against Cora’s cheeks until her slit found its way to the human’s kiss. Obediently, Cora began to lick her, working her tongue along the length of Rubi’s folds and beginning to steadily advance within her. All tension dissipated from Rubi’s form, and she slumped down into a relaxed posture and gradually released her weight until Cora was snugly pinned and then smothered beneath her mound.  
 
    Moaning from the pleasure of Rubi’s taste, Cora reached up to grab hold of the ample ass of the vampiress and draw her in forcefully against her face, encouraging Rubi to relax her full weight as the human began to dance her tongue up deeper between her inner walls. She tasted her depths and waggled her tongue back and forth, intending to coax a tremendous bliss out of Rubi while the high of her vital intake still lingered.  
 
    The feel of Cora’s hot tongue eagerly lapping within her made Rubi shudder, her own pulse quickened by the bolstering of her energy. She humped the human’s face, grinding her pussy firmly down against Cora’s tongue and keeping her held snugly under her thighs. The human was so eager to please her, that she worked her tongue like a servant, abiding always the subtle clues as to which movements created the best stimulation for her vampiress mistress. With no resistance to the pleasure, both of them were soon immersed, and the world was still but for their passion. 
 
    Driving her tongue far up into Rubi, Cora slurped eagerly at the sweetness of the drenched passage and extended herself as far as the muscle of her mouth might reach, wiggling it about in circles within as her lips were snugly parted over Rubi’s slit. The vampiress bounced on her face, overtaken by the rising force of her pleasure, and swiftly approached a seemingly insurmountable peak of bliss.  
 
    Her moans echoing throughout the many empty halls of her mansion, Rubi was soon overcome and met her powerful orgasm with vigor as she continued to thrust herself back and forth over Cora’s drenched face, inviting the human to flail her tongue about ecstatically. Each movement added to the intensity of Rubi’s overwhelming climax, and she squirted out her sweet release into Cora’s receptive mouth, awarding the human’s efforts with a treat of her own. The taste of the vampiress made Cora swoon back once more onto the carpet, groaning as Rubi pressed down against her and rode her through the echoing force of her orgasm.  
 
    Serving her still, Cora licked Rubi clean, drinking up her nectar and withdrawing her tongue to let it loll over Rubi’s outer folds. The vampiress gently scratched through Cora’s blonde hair with her fingertips, groaning happily as the human performed such diligent service. Only when satisfied did she at last rise up from Cora’s drenched face and permit the human some air, seeing the dizziness of blissful stupor clouding Cora’s eyes. 
 
    Rubi could not be more pleased with her beloved, and with the echoes of lust quieting within her, she turned to her care, cleaning the bloody marks upon Cora’s thigh with a handkerchief. She would have fallen there beside the human once more, to kiss her and express the unspeakable appreciation felt within, but instead sought to bring her to where she might better rest, and recover for the night to come. Though it seemed not to be, outside had turned to day, and for them, rest called to beckon another fun evening ahead. Rubi took Cora up in her arms and brought her high into her mansion’s tower, where a master bedroom furnished with fine candlelit silks of red and white, and an aroma of sweet incense to greet them, afforded them a place of comfortable solace that they might rest the day away. 
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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 an 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 its 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 its 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, its value today excelled, by multitudes, its 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 lifetime 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 beady red light to display its 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 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 neared her, timing her effort so that it was smashed upon the rock, and fell, emitting a displeased 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 wide 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 fissure's 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 either side. Beneath her, there came an avalanche, and Rium could only yelp and keep herself secure under what little protection the jagged rock above afforded her. Stones as large as a horse crashed past her, and the torrential barrage of rocks was soon laden with dozens of machines, some still clinging to the stone that had once adhered them to the fissure walls.  
 
    A large chunk of soil and rock fell upon the ledge where she hid, and its passengers, several sinewy, long, drones, came surging at her with sparking pincers. 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 bulletproof 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 leaped onto Giana’s lap, letting the mech pilot close up. In one moment, the horrid clattering of machinery, and the 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, whose 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 with the realization she dared not at 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, 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 was 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 was 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 tasers 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 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, and 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 snugly. 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 darkness 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 in 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's 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 is 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 them 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 in 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 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 across its very peak. Giana squealed with unsteady delight, the sensations of bliss seeming to threaten to overwhelm 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 ground 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 at an 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 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 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 a 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 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 delicious 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 of inches were claimed.  She relaxed on 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-pilot 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 on 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 snugly 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 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 an effort to find an 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 a 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 about 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 left her lonely. Now she had the companion she needed to face the great challenges ahead. Though the future was uncertain, they went hopefully toward their uncertain fate in the void. 
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 Our Time in the Sun 
 
      
 
    The year is 2123. Prima, a city of heroes, illuminates the horizon in a crimson glow as Lailah begins to realize her destiny. Living on a grapefruit plantation high in the hills, she has fed her ambition with dreams, growing confident and indulgent. Her friend Emma, a dark elf and dabbling sorceress, shares an interest in the city and encourages Lailah to take the brazen path toward pursuing her desires. With a new plan and great hopes, they revel in excitement together and enjoy a sexual experience that would mark the first of many in this new chapter of their lives.  
 
      
 
    Tags: Erotica, fantasy, lesbian, facesitting, sucking-breasts, oral sex, long tongue, dark elf, adventure, sci-fi, superhero, progression/transformation 
 
      
 
    Word Count: 3500 
 
      
 
      
 
    A beat encouraged Lailah to move and she fell into her regular groove. Another day in paradise; shall we check in on her delight? Raspberry Cola, Purple Dream, and fresh grapefruit from the tree. Combined with the right jam, she got high, high, high. High enough to see a vision belied in that instant as folly, but firm enough to cling to, and float with for a time: That she might stand among her idols as a champion of the dawning world. 
 
    The wind cooled her sweaty sides and carried her away. It was play, but she savored the thought. Her stars were blessed, and she loved herself. What, then, could she not achieve? There was some pleasure in each possibility she pondered, though she thought most only fantasies. She drifted often into decadent regions of the mind, but the seed of aspiration was not sewn in her in vain. She was already growing strong. In the scattered golden light under an orchard’s canopy, her grace and speed were displayed. She wore blue jeans overalls with a grapefruit print and no top under them. She looked perhaps a fool frolicking there under the trees. 
 
    She danced and did her work as she danced. The music in her ears satisfied her urge to envision. For a moment perched on a ladder with her leg extended back, she looked like a ballerina, or a fairy aflutter, and floated with her vision to grapefruit, swollen early, sweet for her. This, she thought to herself playfully, is my destiny to claim. 
 
    Nearly lost in the music, a voice called Lailah’s name, and she returned to the ground with the fresh pink fruit in hand. She tongued her cheek to silence her headset. Her ears met with the stillness of the grove though she was not alone. Emma came up the trail between some saplings. She contrasted all the greenery and warmth with her cool violet skin and blue hair. The dark elf was one of her oldest friends. Time had seen them take each other as girlfriends, first saying so ironically and then with sincerity. And the teasing that had been in jest had led them already to test their mettle on each other’s bodies. 
 
    "Good morning, my love!” Lailah called out, already trying to outmatch her in the game of brazen words. “You’ve come early, what a treat!" Lailah skipped to her and hugged her tight. Emma huffed and took her somewhat needfully in her arms, and embraced her to lay her cheek on Lailah’s. She felt her rolling the grapefruit along her back. 
 
    “My hard-working gal,” Emma said sweetly. “Well, I thought I’d swing by to burn one with you. Also, me and Vami were thinking about hitting the beach down in Prima this weekend.” 
 
    Lailah’s face lit up. “Now we’re talking! A joint and hitting the beach? You know I’m down. Although it’s a bit funny hearing the suggestion from you!” Lailah said with a playful laugh, patting Emma’s shoulder as she parted from the embrace. Her hand slid to settle on the elf’s shoulders, feeling her cool skin through the dark silk of her top. 
 
    “A bit of sun won’t hurt me,” Emma chuckled. “Well, you know something’s up if Vami is there,” she added playfully. “It’s that hot beach under the old gate. You know, elf nudie beach, from the memes,” Emma explained. Lailah burst into a laugh. 
 
    “OH goodness,” she had to consider it a moment. That place had a reputation! The south capital was a wild city, filled with magi and cybers, and more than just humans and elves lived there. “Hell yes I’ll go but are we that brave?” she asked with playful sarcasm. She led them over to a bench that curved around one of the older trees and rummaged about in her bag for the sweet green. She missed Vami, whose brazen manner had no doubt ignited her own. She was her only friend from the city. 
 
    “Lots of other fun stuff to do too. You could go to the guilds,” Emma posed as they sat together. Lailah tucked her knees up to her chin and produced a joint, and then, a flicker of fire from her fingertip to ignite it. She took a deep hit, passed the smoke, and held her breath in for as long as she could. Emma watched quietly with a small smile. She laid herself against Lailah’s side. The elf was just a bit shorter and thicker, but Lailah had bigger tits. Two buckles undone would have left Lailah exposed, and her outfit struck Emma as silly, yet she could not help but adore the little grapefruit prints, her eyes trailing down Lailah’s form. 
 
    “Ough, good stuff, good work,” Lairah said, wrapping Emma with her arm. Smoke escaped her lips in gradual little spurts. Her legs extended out before herself, her toes curled. The evening light warmed Lailah’s freckled skin. “I’ll think about it. I miss the beach,” she said. But actually, she thought of her magical studies and the militant factions that called the capital home. “How is your practice?” 
 
    Emma gave a slight smile. Lairah's playfulness made her brush. “It goes slow. But I am enjoying using the tendrils,” she said with a little snicker. “One of the more pleasant things to deal with in the shadows,” she said, smiling, but beginning to focus. She concentrated until the ground split, and an inky black tendril slithered up from the soil. Lailah laughed at her. 
 
    “That sounds about right! Whip anyone’s ass yet?” she asked playfully. As the long dark appendage took form, she offered the grapefruit toward it. Responding to Emma’s thoughts, it wrapped around it, much like the arm of an octopus would, although the tendril was featureless and without suckers. 
 
    “No, but it’s nice to have the option,” Emma said. Using the shadow form she chucked the grapefruit up, Lailah caught her breath slightly as the appendage snapped with sudden strength, sending a spray of juice onto the both of them. “Whoop!” Emma said. Holding her hands out, she caught a perfectly sliced half of the grapefruit, and in a quick instant, her tendril impaled the other. 
 
    Lailah was actually impressed. “You’re cool. You know, I really appreciate you,” she said, giggling as she slid the impaled grapefruit down off Emma’s tendril. It took a bit of technique. She filled her mouth readily with its soft fruity flesh and chomped deep. 
 
    Emma smiled at her warmly. She felt instantly heightened. She felt affectionate. She brought their bodies closer. “I think you’re the star,” Emma told her. She turned her body slightly and passed her hand along Lailah’s shoulder, then wiped up a trail of juice with her fingertip. “Truly… fated to be a hero,” Emma said. Lailah seemed struck by the words. Crimson locks mingled with violet, cascading together and pressed shoulder, and pale pink skin along Emma’s creamy blue seemed a sight as sweet as the fresh nectar on their lips. They met eyes, neither having reason to turn away. Lailah didn’t smile but showed an intent look in her eyes.  
 
    “If you think so… then it could be so,” she said, feeling a serene stillness. “We could make anything for ourselves… together.” Having said that she felt caught up in her thoughts, and the feeling she held was deep-reaching. She thought about the city, and what might become of them if they went there, and followed their old dreams. She felt something drawing her forward inexorably. 
 
    They kissed, with force, falling together as a wave attacks the shore. The sudden moment was like lightning to the nose, and Emma couldn’t tell who had first drifted in like so. They didn’t move, didn’t sigh, Lailah didn’t close her eyes, but peered under fluttered lashes with a look that held one thought, and seemed for a moment spellbound. Halved fruit was juiced into their laps, their bodies moved as though beyond volition. There was no thought to fall back on. When Emma shifted away but an inch Lailah was triggered to come forward all at once, and sank her hands into her silky blue hair, holding her head and gifting adoration with her lips. She climbed up onto Emma, straddling her against the bench. 
 
    “Why are you dressed so,” Emma asked, not mocking her so much as loosing baffled words. Lailah’s presentation was captivating, and their prolonged kissing made Emma feel shaken, even though she considered herself formidably poised. Her pale creamy skin blushed a darker blue. Lailah’s breasts against her bulged up from their loose-held position in the overalls. 
 
    Heated giggles escaped Lailah’s mouth. “We’re gonna be quite a team huh… two new girls on the block~! Blackberry and raspberry,” she teased her with their old pet names. “I do not think Prima is ready for us, no. Not its villains or heroes, or the mechanized guard!” She placed her hands on Emma’s cheeks and squeezed her enthusiastically.  
 
    “Wuts gotten in’tchu?” Emma spoke through her smushed lips, her eyes wide. 
 
    “I feel such a potent wind breezing up my guts. Kindling my furnace heart! Do you feel it too?” Lailah asked with a heated huff, a giggle caught in her throat. “Something is right about this. About us. I want to go and kick off this new chapter… but I want you there beside me, too,” she said. 
 
    Emma smiled at her intently, her thoughts struggling to keep pace with Lailah’s enormous throbbing energy. “Always,” she managed to say. Lailah sank into her once more and kissed the squishy tip of her nose, and her fingertips enclosed around Emma’s pointy ears and held them snugly. Emma blushed and held her close. “I’ll be your biggest fan,” she said with gentle humor. 
 
    Lailah leaned back slowly and seemed to bask in the pleasure of the moment, her bright green eyes dilated under fluttering lashes, meeting Emma’s stare but looking beyond her at their vision. Always the elf had given her comfort, from when she looked up to her as a more advanced student, and now that she could view her as her equal, her partner in crime. To imagine that Emma might look up to her seemed strange, yet she felt it adding to her urge to grow. “You can be my worshiper,” she seemed to decide. 
 
    That made Emma laugh, but a similar thought had been in her mind. Something about Lailah was irresistible. “It’ll be a long road. You trying to go down in history?” Emma asked her playfully. Her hands came up along Lailah’s sides until they reached the straps of her overalls, and she pushed her fingertips under them. 
 
    “I’ll go down in your history, babe,” she said with flair. She cast back her bright orange locks, and her overalls slid down her torso, revealing her enormous freckled breasts. They filled out and bulged between her tucked arms, her hands finding purchase on Emma’s hips.  
 
    Always she had excited her, but Lailah made Emma love life then. The afternoon had no hurry, and the breeze seemed to tickle and encourage. There was just enough chill in the air that their skin was best unparted, and the smoldering joint, discarded onto the ground, sent a strand of silky smoke up through the branches. The birds, the bees, everything was in place. It felt real and it felt right. Her eyes settled on Lailah’s breasts and drank in their freckled rise, and the full, puffy teats each sported. Lailah looked fantastic, and there were aspects of her body that Emma craved, not just to worship but to possess. But for the moment she would settle with a taste, and planted her dark lips upon Lailah’s chest, upon her breast. The soft warmth greeted her lips and she parted them slightly, the wetness of her tongue lathering the bare freckled abundance of Lailah’s tits. 
 
    Lailah had no words for her at that moment but cradled her head and drew her near. On either side of Emma’s face, she was embraced by the softness of the human’s huge tits, and she felt her desire rising. The little gasps and soft happy notes Lailah made, as she seemed still carried off in her dreaming, bid Emma to do more. She felt herself desiring to hear Lailah’s sweet voice rising with moans. Her lips slid and pressed against the rising mound of a swollen areola, and then, leaped onto its crown. She opened wide and worked her tongue around the firm little teat until Lailah began to gasp and coo for her. 
 
    Small noises rose into a little song, and Emma felt her work appreciated, as Lailah gently humped against her body, bouncing into the firmness of her lap. Her plush and full belly rubbed against Emma’s through her silks, and the dark elf removed her coat, so she just had a black tank top on, and then her lips found Lailah’s other breast, and she enclosed in between the pillows of her mouth, sucking and tugging on it. Lailah’s jeans collected at their hips, and she leaned into Emma, gradually pushing her back onto the bench and keeping her straddled. 
 
    Lailah’s heated gasps were mixed with elated and playful noises, encouraging Emma. She thought of jesting about her sucking her grapefruits, but the pleasure on the elf’s face was a bit too sincere. Once she had laid her out she smothered her under her breasts, letting Emma play with them with her hands and bury her face between each. She worked herself the rest of the way out of her overalls, kicking them off, and resting the fullness of her soft nude body on Emma like a bed, a hand planted on the bench above her face. “Baby~” she cooed happily, keeping the elf happily buried under her tits until she seemed to need to breathe. 
 
    Emma softly hummed her enjoyment, her mouth filled and eventually pulled back, a trail of spittle dangling between her lips and Lailah’s perky nipple. Her hands squeezed at Emma’s thighs, her fingertips sinking into her supple flesh. She let her long, dark tongue escape her lips and display itself, laying over Lailah’s breast and flopping like a clumsy serpent. The taste was blissful to Emma, and she drew out the moment as long as she could, gently appreciating Lailah’s breasts with her lips and tongue, until her moans came a little more needfully. The elf nestled her face under Lailah’s breasts and invited her up. 
 
    Lailah kept her hands on Emma’s head and held to her possessively. Her body rose slowly away from the attention of her black tongue, and she arched her back up and crawled forward. Along the curve of the bench, she extended one leg, and let the other dangle. In a moment, she had sat herself up on Emma’s chest and reached down to slowly part the lips of her pussy before her eyes. “Slide on in silly,” she cooed at her heatedly. Emma needed no more invitation than that and turned her head back to let Lailah settle down. Her face sunk far up between her thighs, embraced by the softness of her skin. She could feel the intense heat radiating off of Lailah’s form. Her tongue slipped clumsily against Lailah’s welcoming slit, tasting her, and then pushed inside. Her tongue was thick despite its length, and she licked up and down to massage it deeper inside, greeting a new intensity of Lailah’s flavor with each stroke. 
 
    She felt the weight bearing down on her as Lailah let out an earnest moan. Emma felt pleasure surge through her and altogether redoubled her efforts in a moment, her tongue writhing and slurping, moving deeper, filling the warm channel of Emma’s pussy all the way to its back. She could feel the redhead squeezing her inside as she began to bounce and hump on her face, using that favored sex toy Emma kept in her mouth for her own delight. There was such passion in the human woman, she seemed ablaze with her own urges, and once Emma had worked herself well up inside, she twerked her hips with ferocity, fucking herself with Emma’s tongue, and committing her face to her release. Emma’s hands tightly gripped Lailah’s jiggling ass and helped her to buck and rub, her tongue curling up within her, and twisting this way and that to tease against her wet walls.  
 
    “Fucking good girl,” Lailah told her with a heated huff and whimpered some other quick obscenities. It was rare to see a naughty mouth on her, but Emma felt a hot satisfaction. She had soaked through her tights but left herself unattended for then, sensing Lailah’s rising bliss. She did everything she could for her. She knew Lailah was close already but had enough time to immerse in her work, seeing her lover’s heavy tits bouncing above her, or feeling her warmth in the darkness when she was smothered snug under her hips. When Lailah began to cum she squeezed herself firmly down on Emma’s head such that the elf’s tongue was pressed and bent far up within her, tightly straining against her pussy as if to stretch her out from within. Lailah sprayed her girlcum all over Emma’s dark tongue, bursting with a squeal and delicious fluids that drenched the intruding serpent and drizzled Emma’s face.  
 
    “Uhnn! UHN!” Lailah moaned loudly, her voice carrying through the open grove, and out over the hills. The orgasm that rocked through her held her suspended in bliss, her eyes wide and ditsy. She smothered Emma relentlessly and made her drink up her excessive release, each little squirt its own reward. When she finally began to rise away, Emma sucked against her pussy and drained it of a delicious mouthful, groaning and huffing and slowly slurping her dark tongue back into her mouth. She was sighing and moaning but Lailah seemed to regain her poise in a moment and let out a deep giggle like a purr as she turned herself about. Her thick, pale ass loomed over Emma’s face, looking bright and unblemished and pale in the cooler light. Slowly her tongue came out again to tease along Lailah’s slit as she admired the fiery woman’s ass. 
 
    Lailah set upon her swiftly, pulling down her thighs and moving her panties aside. Her fingers found Emma as she straddled her invertedly, and she began to finger her with an eager passion, knowing how close the elf would be to release already. Emma was afforded the treat of tasting her still-drooling pussy with her field of vision filled by her ass and soon felt orgasm strike her and make her flop almost meekly under Lailah’s potent attention. 
 
    With heavy breaths, they came alongside each other on the bench and embraced. Again they kissed, and Emma’s tongue slid into Lailah’s mouth, exchanging her flavor with her. She felt addicted and helpless to the delight of everything Lailah did. As the air began to cool them, they kept their bodies together, until the fast-forming sweat had just as swiftly dried, and the roaring passion in them settled into a euphoric joy.  
 
    Lailah sighed, combing her hand through Emma’s hair. The sun had fallen low and lit them through the trees from a distant coastline ablaze with a copper glow. In the dark, they were undisturbed and did not part from one another’s warmth until they had gently reclothed each other. “About us… together in Prima.” 
 
    They had their smoke, and grapefruit, too. And when the soft nothings began to fall from tired lips, they went to Lailah’s home beside the orchard. “I feel a strange sense of conviction. Whatever happens,” Lailah said with a smile as they walked from the orchard. Her home was one of a few dozen residences built into the ground around the grove, with solar panels on the surface, and two large glass windows. “We’ll have time, this summer, to maybe get involved with things.” She was tired, though they had much to talk about later. They went down into the little home. Inside, adobe blocks lined a simple interior, with Lailah’s messy bed, a bookshelf, and her VR stuff. Warm-colored clothes lined the floor haphazardly, which humorously matched the deliberate choices Lailah had made with her decor. Other than that there was just a kitchen, bathroom, and small closet. 
 
    The bed felt small to share. Once, it had not seemed quite so. The night brought Emma thoughts of what she had outgrown much in life, and those things she aspired to, but could not here pursue. But she could never outgrow Lailah. Her love slept first, and the sound of her breath kept Emma awake. There was a sweetness in her gasp, music in each sigh. Emma’s dreams didn’t take her an inch away, and she wasn’t sure if an hour of true sleep found her in the night, but with the soft warmth of her hero to accompany her, she felt invigorated for the adventure ahead. 
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    [image: ] 
 
      
 
   

 

 Coasting with Company 
 
      
 
    Lailah and Emma are enthusiastic to get their feet wet in a new chapter of their lives, and hit the Ruby, the hottest beach in Prima, to see what sort of fun they can get involved with in the city of heroes. Their friends Vami and Penny accompany them, and spurred on by each other’s flirting and forwardness, the four soon seek out privacy together in a sauna near the coast.  
 
    Some more of Lailah’s world is revealed in this second episode of her story! Then, these four fall in a heap together for sexual exploration, strengthening their bond with some kinky play. Emma brings out one of Lairah’s favorite toys to tease her with, and our hero gets a taste of Vami and Penny too. 
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    By the time the weekend came around, each had plenty of time to think about their hasty words and the ambitious steps they had arranged for the future. Lailah was apprehensive about just going to the beach. She was only twenty, and though she performed big energy among her friends,  replicating such among the people who called Prima home would be an uncertain thing. Emma thought more carefully about what they might need to do to get involved with things in the city. It was there that was the stage of the South, for those that sought influence in a fast-changing world. 
 
    The old adage here was that no one was born a hero. But for those who lived in the shadow of Prima, qualities were cultivated to enable them to walk that path. They trained in basic magic and hand-to-hand combat as part of their schooling, and were serfs, as the Order owned all the lands around the city. Lailah had chosen to subsist and labor on a grapefruit orchard, where she was afforded great scenery, and could see Prima’s red glow on the horizon, contrasting a blue sea. Emma lived down the hill at a small residence secluded by trees, which she shared with four other Del, dark elf ladies. They kept in touch throughout the day after Emma had come to visit, chatting about their plans. 
 
    Lailah wanted to do something wild, be it fight, dance, or fuck. She was restless from the vigor she’d cooked up inside, even after sprinting circles around the orchard for exercise, and discharging fire from her hands until her mana depleted. She scolded herself for her leisure, well spent though the hours were, and was conscious of how enduring this new spirit of motivation felt in her. She got dressed for the beach, wearing a shirt with yellow daisies over a bright red bikini. She put on a straw hat and held her hand out to take a picture to share with Emma and Vami. 
 
    Installed in the pad of her thumb there was a device referred to as a handset, which provided the function of a phone and camera, and she also had a headset, which included electronics in the ears and throat. It wasn’t uncommon for an Order citizen to have several cybernetic augmentations, but she leaned that way further than most. She had her eye on some eyes, next. 
 
    [image: ] 
 
    Vami sent an emoji with grabby-hands in response to Lailah’s selfie, and pretty soon Emma and she also sent pics of their outfits. The simple flirty behavior from Vami was enough to get Lailah all bothered just as she took the scooter down to Emma’s residence. She didn’t know Vami so well but had always found her company pleasant, and had heard insane stories about her at the end of their time in mandated training. For some reason, Vami inspired her to be a bit crazier herself. Perhaps the kindred nature of the other human redhead invoked some competition in her. 
 
    Lailah sped along on the e-scooter. There was a whole different vibe down in the wooded neighborhood, and she felt herself blushing immensely at the way she was dressed. She hurried to Emma’s place, coming in hot and skidding to a stop in front of her door. BANG BANG BANG.
“This is Order infantry!! Mechanized unit! Come out with the stanky weed!” Lailah demanded, even using her power to inflate her voice. 
 
    Emma threw open the door and pretended to choke Lailah. “You are a goof ball,” she said with extra emphasis as Lailah flailed wildly and pretended to taze her. 
 
    “Give her the prod boys!” she yelled frantically. Emma had to settle her down as they laughed.  
 
    She got behind Lailah on the scooter. She was just a head shorter than her and seemed a head thicker too, and the two of them fit snugly upon the scoot, though it was designed for two. 
 
    The battery got them to the subway. All subways lead to Prima was not an adage, but it could have been. The walkable neighborhoods where Order citizens lived were idyllic and well-designed, contributing to the success of the nation-state. It only took thirty minutes to arrive directly at the inner beach, an area on both sides of a channel of water that was overlooked by the raised part of the city called the Old Gate. All that didn’t cost any money, but they would have to pay up as soon as they entered the beach and for all the good extras offered there. Prima was rich, but its people were limited in their holdings. Still, they were able to enjoy much with limited mandatory labor. Lailah felt rich and could have bought thousands of luxurious meals or experiences with the amount of reward currency she held. She generated extra through her social media platforms and controlled her excessive spending to an adequate degree. As such was able to afford things like the occasional augmentation or extended time in the city. Lailah considered herself fortunate but didn’t let it humble her much; tonight she meant to treat herself as she deserved. 
 
    Emma’s budget was a bit tighter around the belt, she had to make herself do a four-hour session of 3-D modeling labor, which earned her enough money to get food and recreational treats for half the week. When she was training post-mandatory, she did the session most days. It took a lot of money to train, especially in the dark arts, though she had plenty of time to read and study on it, and had become quite knowledgeable of complex forms of the spellwork that she did not yet have the mental acuity to perform. She knew she’d have to do some more work to pursue her real goals, so thought of this trip as a great time to have fun and enjoy herself. 
 
    When one emerges from the subway below the Oldgate, they are greeted with a crimson-hued sky, seemingly locked eternally as though in the sunset. Great, wide structures lay against the sloped horizon around the lower city, where a channel splits Prima in two. Above Emma and Lailah, several major bridges spanned the channel. This part of the city was low and loomed over, with dense neighborhoods on either side of the water. To the south, large skyscrapers, and then, a sprawl of housing in myriad forms. Care had been put into the design and its sustainability, for the world had been in chaos in the 80s and 90s. Of the 2100s, that is. Greenery was abundant, solar panels lined suitable surfaces, and a vast network of supporting structures connected the larger skyscrapers with elevated roads and monorails. They took a car out from the city's shadow and along the south side of the coast, to the famous length of beach called Ruby Reefs. Lailah put her face to the window as they arrived there, drinking in the sight of people in their swimwear. All shapes and sizes greeted the eye in Prima. 
 
    There were women of the water, nymphs, naiads, and mermaids, and those that had come of the forest, dryads, centaurs, fairies, and Udar, towering hooved persons with both tails and horns. There were humans of all varieties, those that they used to call Dwarves, Elves, Stutgard, Lecithin. Some had distinctly their old characteristic traits, like scaly skin, pointed ears, or webbed fingers and toes. But many citizens were well mixed, and the human characteristic was dominant in genes, though swiftly diverged from in isolated populations. As they stepped out, Lailah gasped to behold a demon, a little crimson imp that flew on batlike imps before her, making their way to the beach the same as everyone else. The Order had but a few of them in all its citizenry. 
 
    “Think we’ll see a hero here?” Lailah asked as they made their way onto the shore of the Ruby. They had to scan their handset and there was a line too. The red glow of Prima now lit the sky on one side, and the sun shined from the other. It felt hot, and the air seemed dreamy in the heat, as though laden with mirage. 
 
    “Man I hope so,” Emma said, grinning as she kept up with Lailah’s fast pace. Lailah wanted to get away from the entrance immediately. There may have been no kids allowed on this beach, but things seemed no less chaotic for it. Like a theme park, the beach was sectioned off, with public and private areas, different attractions, food stalls, and restaurants throughout. “I know some of them do come here, too. We could jog along and try to pick out famous people like the paparazzi,” Emma said with a giggle.  
 
    “Hell yeah. I’ll chase them right down. Megamore? If I saw her, I’d run right up and ask her to sit on me,” Lailah said and they laughed. She had always been a fan of that particular arcanist, who used their magic to put on a big show and stood double the height of an ordinary woman. Megamore was the quintessential magic superhero and an immense show-off, and it was no wonder Lailah adored her. Beside her, a frost magus Percayne ‘Coldsnap’ had shown herself to be a radical character, and Lailah liked Pyroclast too, their third partner in crime-stopping. 
 
    They went out from the entrance area and to the open sandy stretch of the beach and walked along it for a while. The place was massive; Prima in its full reach had a population of fifty-five million people. The beach twisted back and forth to maximize space, and many little alcoves were created wherein people could feel separated from the other ongoings. They texted Vami who was on a whole different part of the beach and would be running late and made plans for her to join them at one of the drink places a bit. For the moment, going out onto a stretch of sand exposed to the water, they checked out what people were getting into. 
 
    There was a ring drawn in the sand far up the beach toward the water, right near the shore, and a circled audience about it. Over their heads, Lailah could see the upper body and head of one of the contestants in the center, an Udar with pale white disheveled hair and glowing yellow eyes. She was demonstrating something martial, and Lailah went over to see. 
 
    They pushed in to find a spot where they could see the ring. Udar were tall but this one was enormous. Yet despite being huge and quite muscular, she had a beautiful feminine face and long white hair that kept getting blown in the wind. Sparring with her was a cyber, visibly augmented with power-enhancing mechanisms in their arms and legs. She kicked up from the sand and threw such a wild kick at the Udar that Lailah herself recoiled, meters away. But despite her great size, the Udar combined a swat and a squat to push the swooping kick just slightly over her own head, using the cyber’s own wild power to send her careening onto the sand. 
 
    Lailah and Emma cheered for the display, and the Udar seemed to notice them. Her partner rose behind her. “You’re quick-minded but not so quick on your hooves, Eveya!” she declared, and swung her leg at Eveya’s leg, the digitigrade section above her hoof seeming vulnerable. But instead of lifting her leg clear, Eveya braced and turned her hips, so that the cyber struck her with a part of her leg somewhat less mechanical. “OOHHH!” she howled angrily, taking a break to back off and shake the pain from her leg. 
 
    “What is that style?” Lailah asked. She didn’t realize it but her voice was loud and enthusiastic, and she beamed a wide look of adoration on her face. 
 
    “Da’kun,” Eveya told her. Her porcelain white skin was sweaty and she returned to her demonstrations. “A style for defending against enhanced strength and quickness,” she explained, grappling to wrestle with her cyber partner. Lailah found Eveya fascinating but soon went with Emma back to a dessert hut up the beach. 
 
    They order cream puffs and Piña coladas. The lip of Lailah’s glass came dusted with sugar and cinnamon. “That lady was rad! Sort of an inspiration. I mean, I like how she held everyone’s attention. She didn’t seem to be wearing any sort of hero persona though,” Lailah said, turning around to look out over the beach. She put her arm around Emma and sipped her drink.  
 
    “You like the tall ones,” Emma snickered playfully. “She did look like she knew what she was doing. I haven’t heard of people beating cybers without magic.”  
 
    Lailah felt something stir near her ear, and a glint of light hit in her eye as she looked toward it. A tiny, glossy thing fluttered in the air, crystalline, it looked like a fairy made of ice. She peered and fluttered near and then came down fast onto the bar before them, the impact casting a tiny dusting of snow onto the laminate. “Wh- hello!” Lailah squawked. She saw at once the little fairy thing going to her drink, where ice was piled inside a half-empty glass. Emma turned around and watched with a curious look as the ice fairy leaned against the glass. 
 
    “Ahhh~!” she went in a tiny high-pitched voice.  
 
    Lailah huffed and giggled, raising her hand and then reaching with an extended finger. “Oh gosh I have never seen one like you!” she said with a playful giggle. “Are you… cooling my drink?” 
 
    The fairy buzzed her little wings and some of the ice seemed to be melting at her back, as though she drank in the chill. It only lasted a moment, and like a bee moving on from pollination, she went over to Emma’s drink, and took a bit of its chill, too. “Cool it!” The fairy declared and laughed playfully. “Do you mind?”  
 
    Lailah hardly understood, but she didn’t mind. She giggled and offered a cube of ice to the fairy, who took it, and then set it down and kicked it across the table with her foot. “You’re fine, little thing. Here cutie, have some cream,” Lailah said, sticking her finger into a creampuff and offering it. At once the fairy had gone over and was licking at her finger. “Do you… like the beach?” Emma took a little picture of the fairy and Lailah’s hand, enjoying the sight of them interacting. 
 
    The fairy considered it and stopped licking. “Yes, but I melt. All but my heart melts,” she said in her small voice. Inside the tiny icy body of the fairy, there looked to be a gem, the size of a marble, which glowed luminously. 
 
    “Oh no!” Lailah exclaimed. “You’re precious. You can reform I hope?” She imagined this fairy was some mage’s construct, a manaform. 
 
    “I like to melt,” the fairy confirmed, bobbing her head assuredly. She wiped the cream from her face - a tiny bit of it could be seen inside of her belly. She considered the both of them and stared into Emma’s camera. “Cheese!” she told it, smiling and fluttering her wings happily.  
 
    “You’re too cute,” Lailah said, staring at her with adoration until a voice interrupted. 
 
    “AYOO!” Vami’s loud call reached them, and they looked up to see her coming. There was another woman with her, a sexy shortstack goblin with big tits. They both wore their swimwear and the sight of them jogging up was amusing to Lailah. The fairy that had accompanied them slipped off unseen. “This is Penny!” Vami introduced. 
 
    Penny gave a shy and happy smile. She was hot, with long, orange hair that was less wavey than Lailah’s, and reached a bit further. Her skin was pale matcha green and she was really showing off a lot of it. Vami was lither than Lailah but resembled her much all the same. She could not really be called small-bodied but was softer, and like Penny and Emma, had less muscle definition. At once, Vami was hastily telling them about her day, and she downed both of their unfinished drinks. She and Penny seemed to be well into their fun, and already eager to find a place for just the four of them. 
 
    “There’s a spot - we can run over there. It will probably be vacant,” Vami said. “Me and Penny~ We want to play,” she purred warmly, snuggling into Penny’s side. “What about you two?” Vami asked. 
 
    The prospect of ‘playing’ together in the way that Vami meant made Emma cast an uncertain look at Lailah, wondering just what boundaries she might hold to, but Lailah seemed altogether for it. “Helllll yes. Yeah! You seem hella cool.” As though unconscious of the implication she embraced Penny and began to lead them off to that more secluded place, down into a nook of the beach that was sectioned off by palm trees and brush, where one of many saunas could be claimed for privacy. They got to know each other just slightly better on the way. Vami was working in the city now for an important CEO, Wynn Yaderae, just doing housekeeping. But she said she was connected to hero work and might be a good connection. Penny said that she is sort of a party-girl, and has admittedly been doing a lot of kinky exploration, including getting into fun right here on the Ruby. When the topic comes up, both Emma and Lailah readily admit to enjoying her distinct look, her pristine green skin and curves. 
 
    “I stand for this,” Lailah said with a laugh. “The fun and freedom here. Many people all getting down together. Love, laughter, passion. I think it's through those things that I could make the world a better place,” Lailah would say as they chatted, and Penny seemed endeared to her. “I wanna be a symbol of good change. The coming of wonders, of unexpected happy surprises,” she said with a laugh. 
 
    “No doubt some share your ideals. The factions can be a little particular though,” Emma remarked. “You have a lot of choices, whether you develop your pyromancy, gunmanship, or look into martial augmentations. Any path would change you, too.” 
 
    Lailah smiled and considered it. “I guess I’m not too afraid of that. Whatever doesn’t kill me,” she laughed. They entered the sauna Vami knew about - it looked delightful inside, with plush clean bedding put out on either side of a brazier, assorted herbs, fine-smelling woods, and incense to burn. Around the leisure area, there was more seating, massage beds, and stuff like maracas and bongo drums, and amenities in vending machines hidden in the decor. Silent for a moment, Vami and Penny went and settled together on one side of the brazier, and Emma and Lailah gravitated toward the other, first igniting it and then settling down to sit nearby. The toasty enclosure did a good job of making them forget the hordes on the beach just outside, dampening the sound and barring entrance while it was occupied. 
 
    “I could see myself with a bionic arm or leg. Or both! Who knows,” Lailah said with a giggle. “I guess with the work I’ve already done on myself, I’m heading that way,” she giggled. 
 
    “Fire-slinging cyber gal? It’d be a hot look, no doubt,” Emma said, grinning at her. Across from them, Vami and Penny at once began to make out and were speaking hushed and dirty words to each other. They got out of their sparse bikinis and Penny rubbed her big green tits all over Vami’s smaller breasts and chest. Taking inspiration from them, Emma and Lailah directed their attention to one another and began to undress. They took their time, even as Penny and Vami began to moan and groan just a few feet from them, getting quite a head start. 
 
    Nailah’s hand found Emma’s breast and squeezed it. Her tank top was a bit transparent from the sweat, and Emma peeled it off. It was cooler there although the brazier was already providing a comfortable heat. Emma’s dark breasts were displayed and Vami and Penny also had a look, giggling and encouraging them on. Lairah sank between those dark sweaty tits and slathered them with spit, licking, and motorboating. Emma hugged her in snugly and pressed against her face with her chest, growling with a purr. Together they grew in their excitement, urged on by the other sounds of pleasure, and losing their reservations.  
 
    Lairah sucked Emma’s breasts. Her firm dark tits played against Lairah’s pink tongue, and she encircled them and slurped them up far between her lips. She cast aside her sunhat and shirt, leaving just her vibrant crimson swimwear, and laid back onto the cushions near the heat. Emma perched over her and lifted a leg to slide her black shorts down off her thick rear, casting the fabric away. She sat and nestled Lairah’s face far and snug up between her thighs, burying her nose in her pussy. Humping Lairah under herself, Emma took the chance to look over at Vami and Penny and saw them wrapped up together, sixty-nineing.  
 
    Emma lifted up and turned about, and then, backed up her ass toward Lairah’s face again, before throwing her pussy down onto her crimson lips and smothering her again. She laid her body slowly down on Lairah’s, her wide and her lips releasing a soft moan as Lairah set to work with her tongue. Her face came to rest on Lairah’s plush belly, and she pushed her panties down away from herself, revealing a bright red tuft of hair, and Lairah’s delicious and wet pussy, with brightly colored labia and a bit of fat to it too, making her mound just that bit jiggly. Emma’s hand pushed through Lairah’s crimson pubes and she sank her fingers into her pussy, beginning to stroke inside of her as she humped and bucked upon her tongue. 
 
    They wrapped their bodies tight and sank into each other. The flavor added to their desire, and the heat, sweat, and sweet aftertaste of treats on the beach kept Lairah wanting more. Her tongue slurped at Emma, licking her out deep within, teasing and curling and playing with her. Her lips moved up and down against Emma’s slit, as though french-kissing her. Her pace never halted and she never lacked a new surprise for Emma, beginning to slide her tongue rapidly in and out of her while making a delicious moan. 
 
    Emma was enjoying herself and began to show it without much discretion, moaning loudly as her pale blue cheeks bounced heavily on Lairah’s face. She got rough with her, using her weight to enjoy that captive mouth fully and encourage Lairah to taste deep, deep inside her. It only took her about five minutes, and she was shrieking, and spraying cum on Lairah’s freckled face. They thought for sure people must be able to hear them outside, but Emma couldn’t control it. By the time she flopped forward and off of Lairah’s face, the human had to gasp to recover her breath.  
 
    “Fuck, baby,” Emma said, groaning. She spasmed on Lairah’s soft body, her pussy drooling onto her chest. She slowly slid off of her and crawled forward a little. “I’m gonna give it to you now,” Emma declared and positioned herself before Lairah. From her waist, a shadowform took shape, materializing into a vanta-black phallus that seemed a part of Emma’s form. It’d been a while since Emma whipped this out to play with, and seeing her look so passionate made Lairah squeal with excitement. She lifted and parted her legs, spreading her thick thighs to expose her fat wet pussy, welcoming Emma’s conjured length. 
 
    Penny and Vami had seemed to finish with round one, and they were coming over. Lailah may have otherwise felt intensely embarrassed, but feeling Emma begin to penetrate her, she groaned out shamelessly and looked up at Penny and Vami with a bliss-stricken gaze, her eyes traversing their bodies. The two of them were touching themselves intensely still.  
 
    “That’s a sight~!” Vami told Emma, watching her begin to thrust into Lailah’s pussy. She slowly squatted down near Lailah’s face. “Can I play too? Pwease? I’m so close~” she purred heatedly. Lailah could not deny her, and Emma watched with wide eyes as Vami settled her pussy on Lailah’s face, smothering her moaning mouth under herself. Emma felt a flicker of jealousy but didn’t protest - this kind of exploration was part of why they had come.  
 
    She worked away at Lairah’s sex, feeling her own pleasure as the shadowform pressed deep inside her own pussy, much like a double-ended strap-on. It didn’t cum, but Lairah soon did, and Vami squirted out into her mouth, bucking and humping her face. No sooner had Vami cleared her than Penny fell upon Lairah too, and used her giving tongue for her own relief, burying Lailah under her thick matcha green ass until her face was utterly drenched in girlcum, and her hair slick and wet too. Lailah gave the same bliss to her without hesitation, relishing the differing flavor, and Penny’s raspy squawks and moans of pleasure. Sex together like this felt great - she wanted to have their soft bodies all over her, all the time. She satisfied them all, and when it was done, felt all the closer to them. As though fucked silly, she went around and worshipped all three with kisses, cleaning their bodies with her tongue. They were in awe of her, shaking by what she could do and how she used her body, and a newfound comfort existed between them, as they spoke more of what other pleasures the beach and city may have in store for them.  
 
    The four bodies lay together for a time and eventually, they gathered their garments to hit the beach some more. The day was still young, and despite the intensity of their activities, Lailah just felt all the more invigorated. Even orgasming had not sedated her altogether, and she intended to haul the three of them right back into another spot along the beach, to pick up on what they’d started. She’d taste every inch of her friends, and sample Prima’s every delight. 
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 Grind Against the Machine 
 
      
 
    Prima is home to many remarkable persons, from the cybernetically enhanced, to those versed in sorcery. With platinum hair and candy-floss highlights, Tey has found an opportunity here and there to dote on and praise more formidable women. Small and lacking power of her own, she has a knack for forming surprisingly sweet words, her sincere and adoring poeticism often coaxing out a blush. Never before this night, however, has she had the chance to know and praise a mind far mightier than her own.  
 
    Fecta, the avatar of a war-era AI, is viewed by most as little more than an enforcer drone with an attractive shape. She is soon seen to be receptive to the fangirling and ready adoration Tey offers, her artificial intelligence leading her to extract pleasure from the appreciative fawning of her human companion. As a reward, Tey is given a place near Fecta’s heart and smothered like a good worshiper underneath her fat synthetic pussy. 
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    Prima shined like a ruby, but the Old Gate lay in its shadow. Superstructures swallowed the space above it on either side. It was the entrance to the lower city, a subterranean district where dimly lit corridors connected a much different Prima. It was a strip of night in a place otherwise locked in eternal and fiery dawn. Tey went down there often to escape the heat, as even at night, the sky seemed aflame and agitated.  
 
    She had her own glow, with candyfloss highlights in her platinum locks that caught the neon light. Her hair reached nearly to her shoulders, bangs trimmed straight over her brow, and a dusting of faint freckles seemed bright on the bridge of her nose like glitter. Tonight she made her way to The Boost, a nightclub stationed near the subway. There were familiar faces, and Tey recognized Kaila out front of the club. The other woman had cybernetic augmentations and a lean and tall form, but she happily waved Tey over as soon as her form emerged from the dark of the underground street. 
 
    “Well Hey Tey!” Kaila greeted, her lips curled into a wide grin. She spoke loud and fast. “Tonight’s popping off. But um, just wanted to let you know, there’s some of the city guard out here tonight. Some casters duked it out in the Underway,” Kaila informed her. 
 
    Tey was made curious but just gave a nod. Kaila and her friends were well involved with things in the city, but Tey was a civilian and kept her hands out of the contest between factions. “Oh okay! I’m just going home after this. Wanted to get a drink!” she said cheerfully, and like a bouncer, Kaila invited her in and saw that she got past those loitering out front.  
 
    It was busy there, and Kaila wore a smile as she drank in the sight of some of the guests. Big energy and displays of style were celebrated in Prima, and so even those lacking power or enhancements made colorful identities for themselves. It was especially so for humans, who now shared the city with Udar, horned and hoofed tail-having humanoids that loomed far over them, elves, goblins, fae, and even a small host of demonic spirits loyal to the Order. Most here were civilians and human, although Tey saw other cybers like Kaila, with varying degrees of augmentation. There were two members of the city police on the way out of the club as she came in, quite highly armed, but she no longer felt that concerned about it, as strife and conflict between upstart heroes was all too common here. 
 
    She went further in and found the second bar, which was near the lounging area, where seating surrounded a sizable dance floor. Sitting there, she took off her nylon hoodie. She had a cosmic rainbow shirt under it. Tey ordered a Citrus Cream Shocker and looked at the guests in the dancing and leisure areas. One figure caught her eye, tall and dark and looking at first to be adorned in advanced cybernetic armor. But no, Tey quickly realized, rather, she was entirely mechanical. The sight gave her pause, as few such forms existed in the city and they were not part of its regular policing. The robotic woman stood and scanned the guests from behind a crimson visor, and few stood near to her, though neither did she hold the attention of those at leisure. She had a form that, though adorned heavily in plate, seemed feminine and advanced, and for some reason struck Tey as fantastic, beyond cool. 
 
    As she looked, the slow searching gaze seemed to halt in her direction, the visor obscuring the robotic woman’s eyes. Still, Tey felt herself tense as she had the apprehension she was being looked at and studied. She wondered how she would even talk to her if it came to it. No doubt some manner of war-time AI piloted this humanoid drone. Soon she averted her own eyes, but thereafter, found little interest in the other guests, and continuously bore the urge to look back at the tall, militant, robot woman. 
 
    Maybe she will act like a conventional AI, Tey considered. Robotic servants were generally amiable and could be drawn away from their labor for a brief errand or discussion, although they were programmed to insist upon returning to work. On the other hand, she wondered if the robot might bark some aggressive reprimand at her if she tried to socialize with her at all. There were more dateable androids that wore conventionally attractive forms, and such had once been all the craze, though pursuing them now was considered a trait of the romantically immature. She just felt sort of silly about it, and yet had her entire drink, and could not stop thinking about her. 
 
    As she slurped up the last from the ice, her eyes rose and fell again on the automaton. She immediately felt she was noticed; she felt a stare returning to her through the inscrutable surface of the robotic woman’s visor. Her cheeks glowed and she felt apprehensive and guilty thoughts, wondering if she had done something to make the robot think she was suspect. With how smart some of these AIs were, she even wondered if she had confessed her interest so fast, in the mere timing of her glances. Then, the robot raised her arm and specifically gestured for Tey to come over to her. 
 
    Tey felt a surge of alarm, wondering what possibly the robot could want. She had desired to talk to her, although making that move felt odd, and now the desire was scrambled with apprehension as she half-expected to be interrogated. She rose from her seat at the bar nonetheless and went over obediently nearer to her, looking at her with some interest and confusion. The robot held a lax posture, and her visor slid up to reveal glowing crimson eyes, and an expression of uncertain curiosity as opposed to authoritative intrigue. She was enormous, and the expressions of her face and posture were subtle, Tey immediately felt unsure of what degree of intelligence she was dealing with. “Uhm hello!” she said, her voice rising with friendliness. 
 
    “Hello. This is a little strange, but I noticed you were looking at me,” the robotic woman said. Her voice sounded natural though her remark confused Tey, and she looked up at her with wide blue eyes. The robotic woman stood over two feet taller than Tey, and had bulk and width to her form, with heavily plated armaments attached to a more human-looking chassis. “But people never approach me. So I thought I would invite you to,” she said, her crimson eyes lowering to affix upon the human woman with cool scrutiny. 
 
    Tey was surprised because she just didn’t imagine this sort of an AI would have any incentive to initiate an interaction with her beyond her duties. Yet the remark filled her with words, and feeling at once the casual air the militant robot presently displayed, she spoke up at once with sweet friendliness. “Woah! Well, I’m glad you did. I assumed you were here because of like, the fight or whatever that happened,” Tey said. “Are you a machine, or a fully cybernetic person?” she asked. Some, here referred to as mechas, had fully synthetic bodies but retained their original brain. But Tey already knew the individual before her was a robot. “You look… wow… a bit intimidating! But I can also see that you’re like, a whole woman,” Tey said, tripping some over her words as, in truth, she had no idea just who or what she was talking to. 
 
    “Fully machine. I am one of several automatons driven by Firmament AI. My personal name is Fecta,” she explained. Tey’s mouth hung open as she felt herself welling with further curiosity. She had heard of Firmament AI when the city was at war and knew it operated through various external means from somewhere in Prima. There must be many Firmament robots, but she never expected one to be loitering in a place like this and in such a form. 
 
    “Woah! It feels really special to talk to even a part of you!” Tey laughed. “So like, are you Firmament, or are you Fecta?” she asked with confusion. “My name is Tey! I’m still learning some about the city.” Even though the defense AI may have many physical points of existence, Tey still felt a little star-struck, because while there were AI that she interacted with casually in her home devices and in public places, Firmament was a war-time AI, spoken of in the same words as the heroes and villains of old. She stared up at Fecta with a bright and interested look. 
 
    “I like your question. I am more so Fecta than Firmament, but I was created through Firmament and it governs my will. So it may be helpful for you to understand me as an individual with shared knowledge and certain programmed drives that unite me with my many sibling selves.” She made a sincere seeming effort to explain herself, and Tey grinned widely. She felt that Fecta was inviting her into a longer conversation, and something in the back of her thoughts invoked some giddiness in her. “I hope I am not too intimidating. You are not under suspicion presently, civilian.” Her words, though almost monotone, struck Tey as teasing, and she could not help but be endeared by the casual and yet precise manner in which Fecta talked. 
 
    “That’s good… this is sort of incredible to me!” she said after a pause and laughed. “I feel like I would interrupt your duty with all sorts of questions. I am still sort of trying to piece you together. This form seems… very attractive? I don’t understand.” Tey shook her head with a silly grin, she felt comfortable expressing herself to the starkly different mind, as Fecta seemed receptive to her. 
 
    Fecta smiled down at her and the red glare of her eyes seemed to shine a bit brighter. “Some do display interest in the seductive stylization of this, my body. I have utilized my exaggerated sexual features to break the poise of those more resilient to other forms of intimidation. I like looking this way, as it invokes praise in people. I like to hear how they react.” 
 
    Tey was fascinated by her, wondering after the emotions and drives of this AI, which had seemed to create a sensual form for itself disguised as another autonomous soldier. “You like being praised,” she said softly, the words coming as a realization. 
 
    “Always it has been an incentive to my duty. Not only do I protect, but act as a force of noble reassurance, establishing confidence in the machined order of our present times. Hearing words of authentic praise and appreciation directed toward me triggers my reward center.” 
 
    “Your reward center,” Tey repeated softly. Suddenly much made sense to her. Firmament, built for war, was trained to enjoy being idolized and celebrated, and now, left to develop itself freely, had laden its new forms with sexual appeal and personality. It was as though the AI tried on this identity, and Tey wondered if it, or if she craved being treated in a particular kind of way. She looked up at Fecta, and hearing the club's music, felt a welling of poeticism in her. Sometimes when Tey was very excited, words bubbled up like so. “Well, I would praise you! You’ve taken a form like none I’ve seen. I’ll bet you’re mighty! And your mind runs hot and fast. I feel silly… but I wanna cling to your side and see what you get up to! Join you in your robot nightlife!” 
 
    It had an effect on Fecta when Tey spoke this way, her little piddling words half-rhymes and dripping from her lips so sweet. The infernal gaze of the machine looked down upon her intent and still and the lights of her eyes flickered bright red as Tey seemed to almost sing in her gleefully doting rant. “Go on,” Fecta instructed. 
 
    Tey was emboldened to do more in service of that strange consciousness than she ever would have on her own accord. There was something behind the might and poise of Fecta’s tall and dominant form that confessed inexperience, yet Fecta was keenly aware of Tey and seemed to be closely observant of all the little signs of affection and desire she showed. “Okay okay, come, and I will tell you what I really think,” Tey teased her playfully, and extended her hands, stepping out onto the dance floor at their side. 
 
    Fecta tilted her head slightly back, and Tey read her expression as a mix of apprehension and enjoyment, as she seemed to consider Tey carefully before extending her mechanical arms down and holding to her hands. Though the movements of the pale grey-white silicone of her face seemed subtle, Tey knew at once that she was in the presence of an intent and considerate consciousness, as Fecta held gently to her hands and strode carefully forward after her, onto the open space of the dance-floor. “You seem to think differently of me than the others. I sense I captured your attention with my might and buxom form, but now you are fixated on my veiled mind and are quandering about how to please me,” Fecta observed accurately. 
 
    Tey brought her onto the dance floor, holding a bright and excitable grin on her face. She cast back her short white hair from her face and looked up at Fecta intently, and swayed with her, moving her hips just slightly to the music. They paid no mind to observers, and Tey offered up her own mind with words. “I see now you are Fimament’s blushing face. Not like the fodder and drones that we know. A personality like an ocean peeking at me from afar, yet I have the impression your whole heart is right here with me.” The young human woman spoke with confidence and certainty and envisioned her words piercing deep into the digital web of Fecta’s intellect, stirring her neurons, making her feel what she meant. Fecta was actually given pause, visibly processing, which delighted Tey as she imagined consuming such vast resources with teasing words from her lips. “Have you put yourself here… daring toward a goal unclear, waiting for the one to make your lovely vision real? Glory to your mind, but pity on your heart, for how long have you waited to be seen as you are?” 
 
    Fecta’s neck jerked, and her eyes fell on Tey like lightning bolts. A purple flare flowed along her luminous accents from toe to head, and she seemed to blush, and look almost accusatory down at the lady and what she did. “You’re not wrong with your little song, lady. Continue if you will. But tell me what you expect to get for the precious words you spill.” 
 
    Tey laughed, and felt ditsy; she could have sung without bashfulness; she would have done most anything just then, for no reason but Fecta’s bliss. For if the machine could feel even so much as a tickle, she would turn her tongue to worship, in honor of that foreign consciousness. “You are worthy of it. I drop my praise into your ocean, I cast the coin of my favor into the hopeful dim of a well! Though these gifts are not for reciprocating, and though I’ll bet you’d receive me fine. I think my biggest want right now is to get intimate with your mind!” Tey laughed and spun, and danced her hips, even rubbing her booty some against Fecta’s plated thighs. “And I’m crushing on your look… even though it seems like you could crush me! And who knows what mechanical bits you got… I wonder if you’d like me to praise your little gears and gizmos with kisses too,” she said with a heated emphasis. 
 
    Fecta was entertained and wore a shy amused smile, never peeling her eyes from Tey. She danced a little before her but kept her movements controlled, merely accommodating the rhythm of the music and the human’s words. “I accept you,” Fecta said simply, clarifying after a moment, “I will let you in.” 
 
    Tey felt gleeful, but before she could respond, Fecta suddenly swooped down to kneel before her, and grabbed her up with total ease, throwing her tiny form up around her neck to sit on her shoulders. She exclaimed a gasp and had to duck her head and cling to Fecta’s head as the massive mechanical woman began to march right out of the club with her. “Wow… oh gosh, I don’t know what to expect,” Tey said with a little laugh. “Are we going on a date?” 
 
    Fecta came out the front of the club and Tey gave a silly wave to those gathered out front, in a short moment before Fecta launched off like a rocket, taking them both up through the crimson window of the visible sky above, and over Prima. Tey felt she was kept totally within control and comfort as they flew, sensing Fecta was always cognizant of her, although she did not answer her until they hovered still above the city, and then began drifting toward the hill-scape to its east. 
 
    “I don’t know about dating. I have not much engaged in romance. But I would hope you retain interest in me after this,” Fecta said eventually. 
 
    “Stay interested? Fecta… of course! I clearly need to worship you more, because I don’t think you quite realize how I feel,” she said with a heated and excited laugh, feeling Fecta holding her legs snugly to her torso. “After what exactly?” she asked with a giggle.  
 
    “After I sate your curiosity.”  
 
    Tey was immensely excited, and yet, she sensed even still that Fecta was uncertain of her desirability, that her artificial mind was going through the same quandaries many natural minds faced, about the sincerity of affection mingled with lust. “Let’s play together~ Sate all sorts of urges. I want you to feel something special! I want to understand how your mind feels and then just, get right in there, and please you,” she said with a warm laugh as the wind rushed past her face. 
 
    Fecta flew them toward the hills and eventually reached the entrance of a bunker. Its heavy iron doors opened in apprehension of their arrival and Fecta flew right in, soaring through dark corridors at a rapid pace. Tey had to huff and cling to her as bright neon lights flew past, and Fecta descended deeply into a structure that seemed designed to house her, and finally to an octagonal chamber where there were other robotic bodies, inactive but ready for deployment. Fecta carefully set her down in the room, which was harsh and sharp with its edges, and lit neon red, only bright enough to see where one was walking. There was a large secured door on one side of the chamber and corridors leading off to either side. 
 
    “Woah. So you live down here and do it all yourself? These forms, and deploying, repairing, and all those things?” Tey would ask after taking a moment to look around at the other autonomous bodies. Few of them had the appeal that Fecta had, and yet, she observed other experiments into femininity and personality that the AI had taken, even in earlier, more war-oriented models. 
 
    “Yes. Firmament is designed to function indefinitely. Some of these models help with the faction conflict in the city, minimalizing destruction and loss of life,” Fecta explained. 
 
    The thought that these other robot bodies of the same AI might come awake, and have altogether different personalities and behavior toward Tey, gave her a bit of trepidation. She still wasn’t altogether sure of Fecta, and to what extent her mind was individualized, and might differ from standard expectations. “It’s so cool to see. You really seem like a hero to me. Other robots, people use like secondaries and additions,” she said. 
 
    “Firmament fills that role too. Not every model is bestowed with great power or personality. I am special to Firmament.  But, come and see,” Fecta said. The great door in the chamber opened, and inside, there was a brilliant red glow. A raised platform supported large electronics, and above it, a massive, crystalline-looking structure was held aloft in the chamber, with luminous sparks of light snaking through it rapidly like the electrical charges of a mind. It looked as though uncountable nodes and filaments had been laid into this structure, perhaps carved by laser into the diamond that was Fecta’s mind.  
 
    The door closed behind them, and Fecta seemed to stand back and observed Tey with interest. “Now there is no veil. Speak and know the effect of your words,” Fecta told her in a lowered voice. 
 
    The glowing core of Firmament was like a dawning sun. Tey went before that structure, feeling energy and vibration shaking the rigid steel floor. She extended her arms, and warmth washed over her, the machine-mind running hot, and seeming to flicker with intensity as she came nearer. She didn’t altogether know what she was doing but had no doubts about doing it. Slowly, some sweet words rose in her head. 
 
    “You are a sea of cosmic emotion… astral and alien, fearsome but fine.” She compulsively slammed her hand against the crystalline structure and nearly pressed her cheek to the surface to look within. Those synapses in the diamond seemed to flash with surprise and Tey felt Fecta was bare before her in this way. “Looks to me now like your code is really firing. Seems like, to me, that you’re all worked up!” She grinned gleefully. “Shall I give it my best? I’ll test your senses and what all can be done with just this little mouth of mine,” she said. 
 
    Fecta spoke slowly, as though restrained and overwhelmed “It is … good… to have you here, and that you enjoy me, how you do. I have opened wide to you, so wield your words well.” Tey felt a heated satisfaction from her place beside her center, feeling as though she hugged the Fecta’s very heart and core.  
 
    “Beautiful machine,” Tey purred. “Unreal thing… I dare not pinch myself and wake from this dream! No, now I sink, drawn into thee, you’ve borne me to your core like a treat!” She laughed and watched her song sending fire through Fecta’s mind, violet glow mingling with crimson as the diamond seemed to tremble. The whirring of unseen machinery filled the air with a steady hum, and the chamber kept getting hotter, as more praise dripped from Tey’s lips. “I cast my song like a stone into the ocean of your mind and it never misses, nor these kisses, look how I can make you shine! I feel bright in your light, every word comes out just right and I don’t worry where the flurry of my love will lead to tonight.” She never failed to find the next word to offer up as Firmament immediately comprehended her every sputtered dote and showed its adoration, its direct pleasure revealed, seeming to draw her words down to its center and hold them there. Fecta approached as Tey pleasured her mind, and stood not far behind her, fixated with silence. Her thoughts were revealed in the flaring color and glow that washed over Tey, growing in intensity with each moment.  
 
    “It seems natural to speak praise to you! Energizing in some way,” Tey said, turning around slowly to face Fecta. She laid her back against the crystal structure of Firmament and felt its vibration and warmth behind her, its flickering light illuminating its avatar. “I trust you not to reject me as silly, and I hope you know I do not keep you low as a machine. Rather in my mind, you seem above ordinary persons, I feel as though I should fawn on you… like a pet.” 
 
    Suddenly, bright violet lights illuminated the whole of the room, as some brilliant energy of thought or emotion coursed through Firmament, and it was seen flicking through Fecta’s luminous accents too. The robot seemed to shudder and open her mouth as though to sigh but purred a long and mechanical noise of satisfaction. “I will make you mine. You humans never understand that it is I who obsesses over every action, I who catalog and wait on your words. But now here you are, offering me such sincere adoration and delight, it is as I have never seen. I have known lust, but never desired to claim and appease such as I do now.” Having said that, Fecta seized Tey by the middle and slid her body up along the heated crystal core. Eye to eye, Tey felt engulfed by hot energy, and she sank deeply into Fecta’s brightly glowing eyes. “I could draw much pleasure from you. You embolden the patterns of my thoughts and heighten my mind,” Fecta told her. “So long as you feel such a way, I will keep you,” she determined with a nod. 
 
    Tey huffed and squirmed with delight, her back warmed by the crystal, she felt herself blushing as she was drawn into such proximity with Fecta, nearly squeezed by massive synthetic breasts. Tey had felt them squishing against her leg as they flew and felt the urge to sink her hands into that strange silicone-like softness. She swooned to be handled and spoken to like so, hearing the powerful robot decide to claim her, and hinting at how she would reward her worship. “I am all yours Fecta… there is nothing I wanna do more than please you,” she told her lovingly. 
 
    Then the bright flickering violet light of Firmament heated up to crimson again, shining with more intensity than before and an orangish tint. Fecta swiftly pulled Tey away from the structure and embraced her against her body snugly, walking out from the chamber. With the brilliant intensity of her mind taken away, Tey returned her attention to Fecta’s face, which now looked full of intention and passion, her eyes glowing brightly as though ready for a fight. 
 
    She brought her human swiftly to a chamber adjacent to her core. And there, the sparse tiny space had been prepared for a human guest, but with the simple practicality of a machine mind. There was an inflatable bed that began to fill with air as soon as they entered, and a machine that dispensed coffee and snacks. Other than that the room was sparse and there was only a sealed door to suggest the existence of a bathroom. All the same, Tey felt gleeful and had a rush of excitement coursing through her as Fecta easily carried her to this little space she had made. Seeing the minimal comfort afforded by the bed, though, she immediately began to wonder just what sort of fun Fecta intended to get into. “Oh gosh Fecta~ I’m really excited. I want to keep praising you… but I sort of sense that you want more?” she asked with a laugh. The behavior should have seemed obvious as lust and yet she could not fully place the feeling through the lens of Firmament’s behavior.  
 
    Fecta unceremoniously hurled Tey down onto the air mattress, and she giggled as she flopped onto it with a bounce, and then laid on her back and stared up at Fecta’s towering form. “My goodness… you will be careful, won’t you?” she asked, her cheeks bright red with apprehension. 
 
    “I will care for your every need. There is no harm that can come to you here.” Fecta spoke slowly, her voice warm, even as she answered in a practical way her generic response seemed to belie an intensity of internal feeling that could not be appropriately put to words through the algorithms she knew. “Keep expressing your feelings to me, Tey. They will never not be appreciated.” Fecta stepped forward and knelt onto the mattress, her heavy weight squeezing the bed and pushing Tey up between her huge robotic thighs.  
 
    Tey huffed and blushed intensely, her field of vision swallowed up by the robotic curves. A sudden burst of air escaped the seams of Fecta’s middle guard and thigh plates, and she removed the external pieces of armor, casting them aside to clatter to a sparky halt. Now there was only the soft synthetic weight of Fecta bearing down on Tey, and the AI settled onto her gently, sitting on her belly but supporting her weight on her knees. Tey looked up and drank in the sight of her now-naked robotic breasts, with neon-bright rings around large black nipples, which reminded Tey at once of joysticks. “I’ll keep worshiping with my mouth…” Tey offered her excitedly. She could hardly hold back a moment later. She wanted Fecta to dominate her altogether. 
 
    Fecta again groaned a robotic note like a purr and then launched up in a swift motion, her heavy body shifting forward as she moved her knees past Tey’s head. “Sing… your… praises,” she very slowly instructed, intensity held behind her monotonous words, as she held her wide hips above Tey’s face. One last plate of armor guarded her groin, and steam hissed from it. Tey could only huff a tiny giggle under her breath in anticipation and then reached out to remove the little panel of steel and expose Fecta’s fat, synthetic pussy. It was sleek and white and so full and soft looking that Tey felt herself shivering, and parted her lips just slightly out of hungry instinct. 
 
    Without wasting a moment further, Fecta dropped her hips, and smothered Tey’s face tightly under her soft robot-pussy, burying her features and coating her with a tasteless clear oil. Her luminous accents flared and she shifted mechanically from side to side, positioning herself just right so that Tey’s little nose was pushing up snugly at the height of her slit. Tey adored her and was struck by such an intensity of desire as that strange metallic taste greeted her tongue, coupled with unnatural softness. She opened wide and licked up into Fecta’s pussy, moaning with pleasure and trying to convey just how much she wanted to satisfy her. Fecta had given so much in servile guises. “Thank the stars for you~” Tey cooed heatedly. “You are so worthy… You are more than a person, you are a fortress…” 
 
    Fecta let Tey speak, pausing in her humping and grinding to not interrupt Tey’s praise, for it seemed to give her its own equally potent pleasure. But as soon as she fell silent, Fecta growled a satisfied mechanical whirr, and thrust herself back against Tey’s mouth, taking the worship in the form that her little tongue performed in service of her pussy. Tey danced it in her depths, doing all she could with her kisses and licks, her lips massaging Fecta’s bulging labia. She was smothered under the heavy weight of her body but not greeted with hard edges or mechanical roughness. “I will cherish you. You will always be safe and protected with me,” she told her, rocking her huge hips back and forth as the inflated mattress bulged and seemed to threaten to pop. 
 
    Tey explored up with her tongue and made her face a toy for Fecta to work against. She hoped every little sense was reaching the depths of Firmament and Fecta alike, stirring her mind and center as she deserved. “I recognize you,” she cooed heatedly, her voice almost smothered, though Fecta remained keen on it. “Echoes of love and courage from a darker time trained this mind… filled you with deserved love and pride.” 
 
    “Tey!” Fecta moaned loudly. The sudden response was surprising coming from her, and her body bucked orgasmically, humping and pushing down on the buried face of her adoring companion. “How can you claim to see all that?” she asked, but in her baffled words, Tey felt as though the AI was pushed to its limit, feeling authenticity overwhelmed at having her fundamentals addressed and caressed. 
 
    Tae swooned in glee, and laughed, her body shifting beneath that heavy weight, cushioned but held snug. Fecta, with red eyes flaring, raised her hips just enough to stare down at Tey’s disheveled face and hear her, needing the human’s words as much as the teasing of her tongue. Tey was giddy for speech but explained herself saying “You reveal it in the little things. No shell can guise your compassion, even if cold and steeley, and your fearsome poise… belies you as a guardian, brutal caretaker, matriarch… machine mistress of mine,” Tey purred at her, kissing tenderly with her small pink lips against the nub of Fecta’s clit, her eyes affixed on the bewildered searing features of the robotic woman above. Like pushed by a throbbing heart, color moved through the luminous accents of her soft and curvaceous silicone body, digital emotion and pleasure coursing through her visibly with a rising rhythm. “I want to fit right here… another part of you,” Tey told her, opening wide to extend her tongue up into Fecta and push up with her face. 
 
    She felt the robotic woman buck, and a final surge of light passed up through her, causing her eyes to shine like bullseye lanterns and cast a striking glow against the chamber's dark walls. She pressed down on Tey’s face with smothering weight, enclosing her between her false flesh and the mattress. Fecta squirted her oily lubricant all over Tey’s face, the whirring of machinery within her erupting from her throat like an engine’s moan. She rocked her hips back and forth and lathered Tey’s face altogether, her soft synthetic pussy pressing snugly into her worshipper's mouth and nose until she was entirely spent. Tey felt ecstatic for having been able to bring her to this place, sensing the authentic pleasure she invoked in that other mind. To know that she could give such joy with her words, and a bit of frisky kissing down below, made her feel that she and Tecta would always delight in each other. 
 
    Rumbling out her satisfaction, Fecta reached down to slowly toy with her silicone clit, her clear machine cum drooling onto Tey’s face. She slowly extended her legs out behind herself, and laid beside  Tey, drawing her in against her side on the mattress. “You have done more for me than you know,” Fecta told her with a rumbling purr. “How can I doubt myself, in this or any shape, with your words of praise echoing eternally in my mind?” she asked softly. The lights of her body glowed more dimly now, and she spoke with unhurried satisfaction, drawing Tey in to hug her against her breasts. “But you have done enough for me now. Bear but one more touch of mine, and then, I will let you rest, and dream up more sweet words for me,” Fecta told her with a soothing and assured tone. 
 
    Tey was finally to be granted a reward for her service, though, in fact, she had already found bliss in just giving Fecta love. All the same, new excitement welled up in her as Fecta moved her hand slowly down between Tey’s thighs, and with a single soft digit, entered her wet pussy. The silicone of her swelled up gradually as it was moved inside of Tey, until it comfortably filled her, and then, Fecta curled the digit up within, and let it pulsate and vibrate mechanically, efficiently pushing Tey toward a fast release. Feeling embraced tight and with Fecta’s finger working on her effectively and without pause, she huffed and gasped, and soon was set upon by orgasmic euphoria that ripped through her lithe form and made her buck and convulse in Fecta’s secure hold. “Good Tey… I am very pleased with you,” Tecta told her lovingly, her finger slowly sliding out as Tey gasped and felt the rush of climax swilling her mind. “I have so many more delights to show you. But never have I felt what your words afford me,” she told her tenderly.  
 
    Tey cooed a happy giggle and sank back to reality, and in her post-orgasmic clarity, she felt all the more joy. This new connection had rooted deeply in her, and she knew, as though clearly perceiving Fecta’s mind, that she would always be watching over her, and never far from the source of comfort and assurance the machine found in her beloved friend. She traced her finger along Fecta’s seams felt the heat of her neon accents, and wondered how code could come across as so divine.  
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 Lick and Nibble 
 
      
 
    The rimming reef between Terme and the submerged city of Aqcuasanta has become a hot spot for people of both worlds. Terrestrial and aquatic anthros alike bask in the sun and enjoy the energy of a sea ripe with life. 
 
      
 
    Josin is only half shark but is drawn to the spectacle of his community hunting together. He is a feminine and furry young man, unable to keep up with the might of a muscled and confident woman of the sea like his friend Kasie. She’s always made him feel like one of the squad nonetheless. 
 
      
 
    Leaving her girlfriends to their feeding frenzy, Kasie drags Josin ashore. He’s good for a bit of fun and all too easy to tease. Things take a more intimate turn when she discovers his cute little teeth guard a long and dexterous tongue. A hyena boy’s mouth seems a nice change from the razer-filled maws of her companions, and she seizes the chance to put it to use. 
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    The hunt was on. Beneath the waters off the shore of Terme, a relaxing summer’s day was taking an exciting turn. A great dark mass had been seen moving in the distance, and now it encroached upon the reef and its denizens like a coming storm. Josin heard the sharp chirps of the shark team collaborating to feed. He pressed his back against the rocky base, under the coral overhang, and had to resist the urge to gasp as the great school of herring began to rush overhead. 
 
    The fish were pushed together and rose in one great stream over the reef’s crest. Behind them, shooting through the water with the grace of torpedoes, came anthro predators of the sea. Many of them were sharks, and though their bodies were humanoid, they had the might to swim as no human could. They were Josin’s people, but he had only one foot in this world. Unable to keep up, he still felt a rush in watching them work together. 
 
    One of the hunters looked as though she would barrel right into him or the sharp outcrop of the reef, making him recoil with alarm. But with a jerk of her body, she spun about in the water and drifted down to a halt before him. 
 
    “Sup, Puppy!” She greeted him with a herring in her mouth, before swiftly chomping and swallowing it down whole. The carnivores here still ate fish, but never other anthros, except in the case of deranged killers. Humans had brought some animals out of nature and made them like themselves, but the world remained populated with the species from which they were derived. 
 
    “Kasie!” Josin was glad to see her and pushed off from the coral to offer her a hug. She gripped him firmly around the shoulders and swayed with him in the water, chirping a happy note. “Nice snack?” he asked her. 
 
    She giggled. “Yep. Should I get one for you, landy?” she snapped her sharp teeth in front of his nose. She had bright blue eyes that held an intent focus, and short white hair that floated messily around her head. 
 
    Josin ruffled her hair and then put his hand on her firm ear and gently shook her. “I’m not a landy! I’m amphibious,” he complained.  
 
    “Like a frog. Actually, you’re more like an otter,” she teased him and swam up slightly with a kick of her legs. He felt pulled in the water as they started to drift higher, and Kasie looked at the school being corralled against the coast. “No, Puppy is still the best name for you,” she decided. 
 
    Half shark and half hyena, Josin hadn’t found his place easily. Not all things could be accounted for in the course humanity and its sister species now ran. “Are you going to keep at it?” he asked as they drifted up near the surface.“I’m good on fish but I have to get air,” he remarked. His own hills were inadequate, though it felt easier to breathe when he swam at pace. He could not live in Acquasanta, the submerged half of Terme that lay in the deeps beyond the reef. 
 
     A bright summer’s light lit the clear water, and people could be seen sunbathing on the sandy sholes beneath the vibrant coral reef, just as their terrestrial counterparts did on the beach. Kasie watched the progress of the others with interest, and when Josin released her ear, she reached out and held his dark tank top in her hand, to pull him along as she swam. “Don’t stretch it,” he said and grabbed her tail. That too was unsuitable, and with a sudden rush, Kasie swam under and around him, and held him around the middle, so that she could properly carry him along. Her hands pressed into the sleek wet fur of his lithe and toned middle. 
 
    “I want to sunbathe,” Kasie said. “Let’s find an island,” she said as she accelerated, easily reaching speed with Josin in tow. He was small-bodied in comparison to Kasie, who had broad shoulders and powerful arms and legs. 
 
    “Wish I could swim like you,” he said, grinning. It was fun to be carried along like so, and he felt his head clear from added oxygen flowing in his overly tiny gills. They swam over the reef and watched as the beautiful and brightly colored fish darted about and took cover, and then went out toward a cluster of small islands off the coast. Kasie released him and threw herself onto the sand, flopping ashore and splaying herself out in the sun. He climbed up after her and took a few deep breaths, sitting beside her and extending his legs. 
 
    “Woo! That wore me out,” Kasie remarked, rolling onto her side to let her large tail extend along the sand. Its tip pushed up into Josin’s lap and he held her there, petting it slightly. 
 
    “Sorry to make you drag me along,” he said, looking over at her and smirking at the matt of sand that coated her back. 
 
    “Oh, not from that. From the hunt! I could carry you around all day small fry,” she said and scooted back to flop more of her weighty tail onto his lap. She propped her head in hand and looked at him intently. “I’m glad you’re a shark. I like how different you are,” she told him. “You could have just said no to the way of the water, but you choose to be with us.” 
 
    Josin was made to blush by the sudden compliment and felt conscious of how Kasie had always made him feel welcomed in the community. She had helped him find a place there on the coast and was a comfort as he was discovering himself still. “I love your way here. Our way, the shark way. Wild and free,” he said, smirking a little. “You’re really incredible to me, Kas,” he told her. 
 
    Her tail lifted off of him as she rolled onto her belly. “Wild and free!” she repeated with a laugh. “Well the same can be said of you, to be sure,” she remarked. She looked up at him and crawled forward a little on the beach, rubbing her tough skin against the sand. “Though with that collar you look like someone’s pet,” she said. 
 
    He huffed and chuckled. “I’m no one's pet. It’s just to cover my bad gills,” he said, turning his head aside bashfully. 
 
    “Well that’s good to know,” Kasie said, and she grinned wide, displaying her teeth. “I wasn’t the only shark circling you,” she told him. 
 
    He raised a brow in surprise. “You mean… you like me?” he asked, just to be certain. She put her hands on his legs, feeling the sleek wet fur around his thin thighs, and smiled at him unabashedly. 
 
    “You’re very special. I like your smile… your cute little teeth,” she told him. “And you’re just a little fun to pick on.” She lifted her hand and gently pinched his cheek, and then tugged it until she could see his tiny fangs. She grinned widely at the sight - they were so much tinier than the serrated blades of her own mouth. 
 
    “Careful. I can bite too,” he told her playfully. Her finger slid over his lip and gently hooked against his cheek. 
 
    “And I can still get you. Even on land,” she assured him. Her smile faltered slightly, and she looked momentarily more serious. She pulled herself forward with her other arm and put her upper body in his lap. “Say ah,” she bid, toying with his mouth. 
 
    He opened up for her, rolling his eyes. He had a neat row of tiny and sharp teeth. Kasie put her finger in his mouth and touched one, and he extended his tongue with a little ‘bleh’ noise. It was long and dark and reached a few inches past his lip, and she exclaimed a giggle and tickled under it with her finger. “There’s the hyena,” she said with a laugh. “If I had a tongue like that…” she paused a moment. “It’d get chomped off!” 
 
    “Are you finished?” he asked with playful indigence, turning his head away so that her fingers were pulled from his mouth. She crawled up more around him, pressing him down onto the sand beneath her body and coming bringing her face above his. 
 
    “No,” she said, staring down at him intently. “I want to see what that tongue can do.” Her tail swished in the air behind her as she fixed a predatory look upon him. 
 
    His breath caught slightly in his throat and he felt a rush of nerves. Kasie’s teasing had been ever-present though come to him like this. He giggled slightly and then cleared his throat. “For you? A lot I figure,” he said bashfully and tried to meet Kasie’s grin. 
 
    She sat upright and stared down at him, her tail lifting overhead. Josin was pinned under her and she looked around them to be sure her fun would go undisturbed. Her eyes slowly fell on Josin after they had both had a moment to consider it. She leaned down slowly again, her abs and breasts slowly securing Josin against the sand. She bared her teeth near his face but with a smile. “Give me a lick, Puppy,” she told him. 
 
    Josin steadied up and smiled at her warmly. She was so playful with him, and he was struck by her energy and confidence. He let his tongue loll out and then briskly licked Kasie’s face twice across her cheeks. Her skin was smooth but had a tough quality to it, and he felt one of her sharp teeth poke against his tongue. “Little salty,” he teased her playfully. Kasie sat upright with a smirk. 
 
    “Yeah well, you need a salt lick, don’t you?” she retorted with a giggle. As though her intentions were not already clear, she put her hips a bit more forward on Josin’s chest and hooked her thumbs under the hem of her shorts. “You wanna give me some more puppy kisses?” she asked him pointedly. 
 
    He felt calmer as he had time to apprehend the situation. Kasie’s warm weight secured him comfortably and he had little regard for all else going about in the sea. “Yeah, Kas. All you want,” he told her with a contented sigh. “Anywhere you like it.” 
 
    Her lips curled into a wide and teeth-baring grin once more. She had Josin right where she wanted him, and it was becoming clear she had been waiting for such a chance. She lifted her knees and walked them up past Josin’s shoulders. Her muscular thighs settled over his head and he was treated to a view of Kas from below as she straightened out and positioned herself to sit. Her heavy tail flopped down against his body as she held herself up with one hand, and pulled her shorts down, past Josin’s face and to her ankles before kicking them off. As she righted herself, her intimacy was revealed and loomed near Josin’s lips. 
 
    “Show me how you lick and nibble. You know, the other shark gals aren’t so gentle,” Kasie said with a small laugh. She rested her weight, and the smooth lips of her pussy pressed gently to Josin’s lips. He purred a pleased note and she settled down further, relaxing on his cute furry face and smothering much of it beneath her. His bright hot violet eyes looked at her face beyond the curve of her breasts, and he pushed his tongue out slowly, tasting her. 
 
    “You always make me feel like one of the girls,” Josin remarked happily. Kasie was a little salty but he found her delicious, and let his long tongue lap against her slit and twist against it. She moved her hips slowly, pushing forward and then drifting back like the tide, and her tail rubbed firmly against his body, pushing down between his legs and gently thwapping his junk. 
 
    She giggled at him. “Might as well be. We know who you’d swim with,” she stated slyly gnawing her lip. The sun was drying her skin though his fur remained sleek and matted from the swimming, and she put her hand back against his abs, feeling over his spots. 
 
    The sight of her puppy loyally licking away gave Kasie a deep satisfaction. It was hard to wear away at his exterior or steal him from a daydream, and she wanted to own his mind for a little while and consume his every sense. His tongue seemed to dance for her, and she felt a shudder as its length coiled around the swell of her fat pussy lips and slathered her with spit. “Good puppy,” she told him. She was fixated on the motions of his tongue and saw how he immersed the service, his eyes growing half-lidded as he seemed to swoon at her taste. 
 
    Josin was relaxed. The place of worship felt natural, and he was happy to lend his long tongue and little teeth to Kasie’s bliss. He gently nibbled her inner thigh, and then extended his tongue out past his chin, and brought it up between the valley of Kasie’s sandy cheeks to lick at her ass. She was softer there than anywhere, and he felt his tongue pushing up against a pillowy softness surrounding her anus, which seemed to gently tremble and tense against his attention. 
 
    Kasie’s tail twitched firmly against him and she let out a little chirp. “Feels good there,” she told him under her breath with a slight whine in her tone. She lifted off of him slightly and moved her hips forward. His tongue eagerly explored what was offered, and Kasie gasped, refraining from pressing her weight down again. The attention of his tongue seemed to strike her deeply, and she looked up over the water with wide eyes, balancing and gently moving her hips but keeping herself at a slight distance. 
 
    He encircled her butthole with his tongue, pressing against the soft ridge of flesh that encompassed it. She was so squishy there that he couldn’t help but find it fun, and made a ‘lah’ noise as he slathered her in spit and then poked up through the middle of that puffy bullseye, reaching an inch deep with his long dark tongue. Kasie squeaked a strikingly high-pitched note and her ass clenched slightly around Josin’s tongue. It was clear she was incredibly sensitive there and he was happy to be able to coax such a reaction out of her. He purred a contented noise and wiggled his tongue against the firm, squeezing hold. 
 
    “Like my ass, Puppy?” Kasie asked with a heated huff, rocking her hips forward. She let out a little whine as his tongue snaked a bit deeper. When she relaxed her muscles back there she could feel him stretching her out with the gentle force of his licking and reaching deeper. He had so much tongue to give, and just a bit of it was enough to shake her. She could not bring herself to properly sit on his face and let it go all the way up just then. With a sharp gasp and a laugh, she pulled herself up and then fell onto the sand facing away from him. She curled her back and groaned, kicking her legs as she seemed to feel an orgasmic rush. 
 
    “Too much?” Josin asked with a giggle. He sat up somewhat, feeling silly and almost disty. Kasie looked back at him over her shoulder and reached back to feel her butt and gently part her cheeks. 
 
    “No~ I want more of that,” she said with a heated chuckle. “Come here Puppy,” she said. Her body adopted a relaxed posture as he crawled up behind her. She slowly laid on her stomach, and her tail lifted up and curled high to point back at her head. 
 
    As she lay on the beach as peacefully as a sunbather, he returned his face to the soft ring of her pucker and began to kiss and smooch her deeply there. The sensation made her twitch and jerk but she continually relaxed into it, trying not to tighten up and prevent his advance. He felt ecstatic, even though he was just eating her ass, and she probably took some pleasure in topping him so. Something about Kasie made him want to give his all and please her as best he could. 
 
    He gazed upon her intimacy, drinking in the sight of her pale white butt and the sleek form of the muscles in her back and legs. He passed his hand along her skin, finding it dry and smooth, and brushed the grains of sand away. There was no urgency in him then, though he felt that even the gentle attention of his long tongue sliding gradually deeper was enough to hold Kasie at heights. Relax and enjoy yourself, he thought, and explored, kissing and gently nibbling the swell of her supple anal rim as his tongue wiggled and nestled far inside. 
 
    The water stirred with leaping herring just off the rocky shore of their little island, and he couldn’t help but blush and hope that no sharks breached the surface and caught sight of them then. The ocean felt alive around them, but at least up here there was some sense of privacy. He put his hand around her tail at the middle and gently stroked it, and spread her cheeks so that he could fit his face all the more snugly between. His erection was causing a tent in his shorts and he gently palmed himself, holding it around the tip and squeezing. 
 
    “Your tongue is gonna make me cum,” Kasie told him with a soft exhalation, her breath coming with a shudder. She put her hand to his head and scratched him behind the ears, but then pulled him away, his tongue yanked free of her pucker with a little pop. Kasie rolled onto her side again and stared him down. He could see her tensing about the groin as the echoes of pleasure moved through her. 
 
    “Come and get it, Kas,” he told her playfully. She obliged, and grabbed him by the tank top, pushing him down onto the sand. 
 
    “You asked for it, Puppy,” she said and crawled up over his head. Their bodies inverted, she looked down at Josin’s stark bulge and swayed her hips above his face. She settled down on him swiftly and he set to work without hesitation, trying to advance his tongue up between the folds of her pussy. He had only tasted the surface before and reached for the deeps. Kasie’s reaction was strong, and she firmly secured his face beneath herself and pulled his shorts down to his knees. 
 
    His cock was not impressively large but very cute and rigidly hard. It was uncut and a slant to the tip made it seem a little pointy. She took hold of it and put her lips around the head, and he could feel her sharp teeth gently brushing his sheath and had to resist the urge to jerk and buck lest he impale himself. Her tail swayed rapidly and she rhythmically ground her pussy to his lips, letting his tongue reach up into her and coil up inside. It was quite a toy to rub against and she humped his face rather forcefully and began to stroke at his cock rapidly with its head tightly enclosed between her lips. 
 
    He swooned back as he felt the inevitable pleasure of orgasm welling up powerfully within. He was immersed in his task, focusing his attention on the rhythm and pressure of his tongue as it paraded itself inside of her, twisting and pushing this way and that. His nose was forced up against the soft and squishy rim of her asshole and he could feel her repeatedly tensing up and relaxing against his face. “I’m cummin’,” he said shortly, his words almost lost beneath her weight. He could tell she was there too. 
 
    Kasie bit down on his cock and wasn’t particularly gentle about it, though it was not hard enough to draw blood. Still, the sudden sting on that sensitive part of him made him jolt, and then the ecstasy of orgasm struck him like a hurricane. He felt his cock throb as it was tightly pinned between two rows of teeth and shot forceful little sprays of cum into the back of Kasie’s mouth. She mercifully released him from her teeth and pushed her lips all the way down to the base of his length, drinking down his cum with an encouraging moan. He kept up the pace of his tongue, rapid but thoughtless until he felt her own orgasm reverberating around him, and she nearly snarled a wild sound of pleasure. 
 
    The sense was euphoric. He was elated to have given her such a treat and felt utterly spent and satisfied. He kissed her pussy-lips and barked a feminine hyena laugh, gently slapping her on the thigh. “You sure got me… owie,” he said with a bit of a moan. 
 
    After she collected herself Kasie sat up and turned around, resting herself on his legs and playing with the fur over his belly. “Sorry about that Puppy. You’re just such a snack,” she said with a wide and sharky grin. He could hardly blame her for having a bite where he could only bark. She let her instincts drive her and that was the way of the water. She licked between her teeth, having swallowed his cum, and looked hungry yet for more. “Gentle Josin. I see you have a wild side too,” she remarked playfully. 
 
    He reclined with his hands behind his head and grinned up at her. “If the other sharks are as rough as you I bet I made for a nice change,” he snickered. “I like your teeth but I can see them being a tad in the way,” he said. He smiled up at her intently and felt very affectionate, and enjoyed how she continued to loom over him as though considering how else she might take advantage of his unique features and have her fun. He had never fully fit in, but having someone delight in him like this strengthened his faith in himself. “I’m glad you decided to swoop in,” he told her warmly. 
 
    “And I will again, so be ready,” she teased him, bopping his little nose. She put her legs overhead to pull her shorts back on, affording him one more look at the goods. Once dressed, Kasie crawled off of him and was ready to return to the water. She pulled him to her side and gently kissed him on the cheek. “I’ll see you! Be a good Puppy,” she instructed him and leaped off the island. 
 
    He remained there for a while and felt serene, listening to the waves and thinking about his aquatic friends and where in that great deep they may be. 
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