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The darkness is ethereal and infinite, and Sila knows she is dreaming. Even in the relative silence of the stasis chamber, there was be a myriad of subtle sounds that permitted her to cling to the tangible corporeal world. When she woke, in that tense moment before she opened her eyes, she would hear the sound of blood rushing through her veins. She would hear the audible whispering breath of fabric sliding over her skin. She would hear, louder than all else, the rhythmic pulse of her heart.



But in this dark plane there were no sounds. There was nothing to secure her to the world she knew. The wakeful world; the real world. Her body is naked and exposed, floating freely in the incorporeal realm. She reaches out into the darkness as if to grasp it, and feels the silky touch of an icy presence upon her fingertips. It slides from her grip with ease as she tries to secure her hand upon it, passing away and out of reach in a manner that is painfully alluring.



She can tolerate the agonizing silence no longer. She must feel something, hear something, or see something, or she would surely be lost in this cruel dark dream. And so Sila shouts out into the darkness.



Her voice shatters the shadowy film, and the plane around her collapses like glass. A thousand layers of inky darkness seem to warp and peel apart to expose the luminous and vividly colored patterns underneath. Incomprehensible shades and hues swarm her vision, seeming to seep into her form and mingle with her flesh. The surge of light assaults her like a wave upon the shore. Suddenly she can hear something. A rushing noise and a thumping noise. Her blood, her heart. She was waking up.







And in a moment, the dream was over. Sila lays in the stasis chamber with her hand firmly pressed against the airlock’s glass window. The chemical compound that had filled her lungs during her long rest is replaced with a surge of Oxygen and she inhales deeply, relishing the temporary high. Her mind immediately adapts to reality and realizes her surroundings. It had been a long journey. She waits patiently for the attendant to come and free her from her temporary prison. Already her mind becomes consumed with thoughts and fears that had laid dormant all throughout the five month dream. She had to find Cersa. Though in her conscious memory it had only been a few hours since she lost saw her comrade and friend, Sila knew that Cersa had spent these last few months awake and alone. Being reunited would be a sweet thing for both of them, for Sila fed off the pure happiness of her
 Ka’savn
 lover.



The attendant eventually reaches her, and gracefully wastes little time opening the airlock and aiding her to her feet. He speaks with haste of all the typical warnings, ensuring that she will not take a nasty fall and harm herself on account of legs that had suffered long disuse. Sila’s impatience is clear, though she makes an effort to be cordial with the Imperial Slave. Her feet carry her rapidly from the chambers to the decontamination facilities, so that she may refresh her body up and attend to herself before joining Cersa and the others. The area was technically off-bounds for Kiar of her rank, but no Imperial Slave would deny her access with regards to the circumstance.







Sila lets out a grateful sigh as she ascertains that the facilities are empty, and tears the simplistic stasis clothing from her form. With the chamber and its many stalls entirely to herself, she sets about turning on the hot water showers of each and everyone one. The roaring sound of pressurized drizzle is soothing to her ears after the long silence.



The Kiar strides confidently to the mirrors, taking a moment to scan her naked form. Her skin was light grey or off-white, and visually appeared almost indescribably soft. A grey floral pattern of detailed flowers extended from her rear to upper-spine, and looped around her shoulder to curl near her breast. One would have to search hard to find a single blemish on her pure light-grey skin, but for the small silvery scar that graced upon her right cheek. She had an lean toned build, with a slender but well defined waist that provided her an attractive curve. Her legs were long and attributed to her slightly above average height. Where they met with her hip, Sila’s thighs were thick and smooth, but defined and separate just enough to leave a gap. Her breasts were full and perky, but not to the point of being obstructive. Sila’s hair is a ravenous silk, typically tied back in a tail. Her eyes are an Imperial Grey, and one of them is augmented with a piercing at the brow. Her ears are long and slender, and come to a point after perhaps five inches.



As she stands amidst the forming steam in the chamber, her fingers gently run the length of her flesh from her hip to her chest, feeling the goosebumps upon her with tormenting gentleness. Her mind is on Cersa when she secures a hand upon her own breast.



For a few minutes she stands there and teases herself into a horny state. She stands close to the mirror and gently coaxes her nipples to harden, encircling them one at a time with the soft pad of her thumb. As the steam warms and soothes her body, she turns her back to the mirror and counter of sinks and sits up upon it, spreading her legs and laying back on the enamel surface with a heavy pleading sigh. If only Cersa could be with her that very moment and satisfy her amounting desires. She knows that Cersa will be hers soon, but she can not help herself.



She doesn’t penetrate herself with as much as a finger at first, gently sliding her steam-moistened digits along her clitoral hood. Though her position there on the ledge is not comfortable, the thought of being propped up as such while Cersa secured her mouth upon her clit was enough to sustain her. She thinks of the green-skinned Ka’savn staring up to her from between her legs, and longs to meet her vibrant fluorescent eyes with her own gaze as she orgasms.



The fantasy stimulates her so that a thin trickle of fluid dangles from her sex; her labia minora is sticky and welcoming. She lowers her hand to the hanging strand and collects it, allowing the ejaculate to collect upon her finger. “Taste me.” She says aloud, imaging Cersa before her as she holds her finger out for her. Instead, she brings her hand to her own mouth, and draws her tongue along the length of that cum-drenched finger, shuddering as she sucks the digit clean of her sexual fluid.



Her mind is racing, and she can’t bear to deny herself any longer. A finger slides inside of her quickly as she gasps, passing easily along her inner walls. They are moist and welcoming, and press in against her hand in a way that gives her orgasmic pleasure with every inch she progresses. She draws her finger out to again bring the taste of her own pussy to her mouth, sucking it clean with an audible moan. Now two fingers enter her, and another from her other hand exposes and rubs her clit. She rocks back and forth against the metallic surface, her body entirely slick with sweat and condensed steam. Before her the room is a blank field of white vapor, and so she keeps her eyes open as she envisions Cersa sucking upon her vulva hungrily. It doesn’t take long for the sensations to begin to overwhelm her.



Her hand grips the steel head of a nearby faucet for balance while the fingers on her other hand continue to rapidly slide in and out of her slit, each motion more powerful than the last. Her eyes flutter and then seal themselves shut.



She screams with unrestrained passion as she spasms orgasms, the clear fluid bursting from her sex and drenching her hand. Her walls clench down firm on her fingers as she moves them deeper. Sila’s entire body trembles and twitches as she slowly lowers herself from the ledge, and promptly collapses onto the floor. She lays on back and slows now, breathing heavily and shuddering with every penetration. She kicks up a foot so that it rests upon the counter where she had just sat, stretching her leg out above her as the cum drizzles down from her sex and onto the smooth tile. Her conclusive thought is of Cersa lowering herself onto her face, and as she thinks of this, Sila places her cum drenched hand to her lips and licks between the fingers, moaning with every taste. The thought of tasting her lovers pussy was irresistible to her, and knowing she would be with her soon was enough to fill with ecstasy.



Eventually Sila forces herself to stand, and move to the showers that had been running wastefully as they awaited her. She paces throughout the entire chamber, spending just a few moments under each one, and sampling a bit of soap or shampoo where she encountered a kind that interested her. She cleans and shaves herself thoroughly, ensuring that whatever neglect that had accumulated during her time in the chamber was well attended to.







Finally, she shuts off the many shower faucets and dries before dressing herself in simple Kiar casual clothes. Her feet carry her to her squadron’s housing unit, and she is not displeased to find it empty. She knew her squad would be emerging from Stasis themselves soon enough, and none of them would miss her as Cersa would, for their time apart had not been spent awake. Cersa was not a member of Sila’s squadron, nor was she a Kiar. The Ka’savn had opted to pursue and train in a position of support, which would see her commanding drone aircrafts as her comrades worked the objectives of worlds below. Sila couldn’t help but bear some spite for the distance this forced between them, but she was grateful that Cersa would always be in her ear when they were deployed.



Sila doesn’t bother equipping herself in her combat gear. It was many hours before she was required to check in with her commander, and she intended on seeking out and fucking Cersa well before then. Her small pleasure in the showers had done little to satiate her, and now she could think of little else.



She seeks out a set of lingerie from her locker.
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Cersa stares blankly at the command console, vaguely taking note of the calculations as her instructor presented them. She was already well familiar with the processes they were reviewing, but would have struggled to focus in any case. Sila would be taken from Stasis today. She would be waiting for her as soon as Ceras finished her draining.



Her feelings were conflicted and overwhelming. For although she loved Sila, and had waiting for her anxiously month after month with thoughts of her constantly upon her mind, she was also nervous. The time Sila had spent asleep had felt like nothing to the her, but Cersa had changed and grown these past five months. She knew she would still love the Grey-skinned Kiar, but she was uncertain how Sila would feel about what she had become.



She tries to convince herself that these were irrational thoughts. Her hair was longer, her training had advanced, but Cersa was still entirely the same woman that Sila fell in love with.



Her instructor has asked her something in a sharp inquisitive tone, and Cersa has no idea what the question was. She anticipates the embarrassment the moment she awakes from her day-dream. “I’m sorry, Guide Thomas. I don’t know.” She says politely, looking up at the display for a hint as to the specific question.



“I know you are well acquainted with this subject matter,” G. Thomas softly says to her with a tone that encouragingly prompts. His gaze upon her dishonestly suggests he was inattentive to her dismissiveness and hesitation, though she knows that, as a Guide, he is more than aware. She locates the problem on the board, scans it, and takes a quick guess.



“While shuttles Aeta and Belo are both a safe distance from the enemy construct, shuttle Caru hasn’t taken the third planetary mass into account with its trajectory correctly, and appears to be about… twenty angular minutes off as of the checkpoint.”



“And do you have a precise answer?” He continues quickly.



Cersa was better prepared now, and had entered the formula onto her display as she spoke. “Yes, twenty one minutes, seven point five seconds.”



He nods at her lightly. “You always estimated and calculated efficiently under pressure, D.N. Cersa.” He says, and Claira chuckles. She sat near Cersa and was more than familiar with every detail of the little struggle she had just endured. “Now assuming the hostile radius around the enemy construct was divided by a factor of three, adjust Aeta and Belo’ paths so that they are following the most efficient trajectory. Work with your partners.”





Claira turns to Cersa smugly, and the Ka’savn returns the look with an uneasy grin. “What?”



“You’re excited?” Claira inquires warmly, her tone genuine.



“Yes. I’ve been… pretty anxious about it.” Cersa admits, directing her gaze away from her comrade and unto her display screen as she sets about the math.



“If I come by the housing tonight am I going to hear screaming through the door?” Claira abrasively inquires immediately, and Cersa waves at her dismissively, having expected the question.



“Maybe. Maybe we’ll take it slow.” She says, doing her best to keep her tone humble and moderately uninviting in regards to the subject.



“Last time, back on Base Duul, you were apart all of a week, and look what you did.” She says, blatantly attempting to tease. “Heck, we couldn’t hardly walk from one end of the bunker to the other without seeing you two fuckin’ grinding against-”


“Fuck, Claira stop.” She says, not doing the best at upholding an angry tone though her giggling. One of the other Drone Navigator’s gives them both an exaggeratedly inquisitive look, raising his brow comically. Cersa flushes noticeably and curses under her breath at her assailant. “You’ll get me in trouble with the Guide.”


“Oh yeah.” Claira says mockingly. “Teacher teacher, Cersa’s going to fuck her girlfriend and it’s making us uncomfortable!” She whisper shouts, shaking with suppressed laughter at her own silliness.



“Ugh you think you’re funny.” Cersa says, shooting her a glare. She reaches over and deletes Claira’s answer, typing in the correct one on her behalf.



“I am funny. But mostly, I just like how cute you get when you’re flushed. Everyone takes one glance at you t’day and can tell she’s on your mind.”



Cersa lets out a little groan. “Is it really that obvious?”



“Yeah, hah. Look at these.” Claira says, and reaches over at her as if to grab her nametag. Cersa looks down at her hand and recoils and shrieks and Claira pinches one of her nipples through her shirt. “What’s going on here? Huh?!” She squeaks at her loudly and teasingly, letting her go long before anyone nearby can ascertain what she did.



“What the fuck?!”



“Hard as a rock, every time you space out!” Claira nearly shouts in a celebratory proclamation.



“Fuck you, looking at my nipples all day.” Cersa says. She immediately regrets it, as Claira’s vague intrusive actions had left the nature of their discussion in question, but now all eyes were on her. She flushes heavily and goes dead silent as she attempts to hides behind her console screen, immediately setting about working on her calculation. Or pretending to, rather. There was no coming back from that.



“ … Focus on your work, please.” Guide Thomas says, turning his attention away from the antics. Cersa clenches at her table in horrified rage as Claira keeps giggling at her, entirely unable to rebuke. She had lost this one.







As soon as her work is complete, Cersa flees from that accursed place. Her feet carry her rapidly down the icy steel hallways of Primus One, the Emblem’s Imperial Space Training Station. By the time she nears her housing unit, she’s nearly broken into a jog. The short distance was all that separated her from Sila.



She slows suddenly, becoming anxious as the moment approaches. Sila would be waiting for her. She’d want to hear all about her studies and her trip. She’d want to touch her and undress her, and move swiftly into the passion they had before. Cersa can’t deny the extent she wants this. She has often spoken to her friends saying that she will be hesitant regarding it. She asserted that she would be slow and mature about renewing their love. But she remembers what Sila was to her, their closeness, and the feeling is impossible to dismiss. She imagines Sila’s body against her. She thinks of her mouth, her lips, her tongue. And she places her hand against the housing door.
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Sila paces her housing restlessly. Like Cersa, she is filled with thoughts regarding the progression of their love. The Emblem military had separated the two for efficiency purposes, so that Cersa and the Drone Navigators could study during the voyage, but the Kiar would require minimal resources and be preserved to some extent in terms of age and health. The Stasis had allowed her to jump forward in time.



She has dressed herself in a black lingerie that melds with her skin and puts emphasis on her floral markings. The revealing attire had never failed to seduce Cersa, as it suited Sila’s form so well, and presented her in a manner so alluring. Choosing this outfit had left her with some lingering conflict, as it was such a forward sexual gesture. Perhaps it would have been better to simply greet Cersa as the Ka’savn knew her: in her everyday military attire.



But as Sila paced the room and occasionally peered at herself in the mirror, she became confident in her choice. She felt powerful, and the revealing lingerie suited her form well. It was difficult to restrain the pure joyous energy she felt within her. No doubtful or hesitant thought could conquer her lively confidence.



She hears a footfall outside of her door, and poses herself in a welcoming and alluring manner, setting her hand upon the edge of the housing’s table. The door swings open with a soft swish, and there stands Cersa. Sila is quick to notice the small changes to her features, as they had not come gradually over the course of months, but rather what felt to Sila like a single night.



Cersa is a Ka’savn, and expresses the features of that Planetary race fully and attractively. Her skin is a pale off-white shade of green, and has a texture and appearance that reminds Sila of cream and lime. Her eyes are a fluorescent and predatory yellow-amber in hue, but soft and inviting in shape and nature. Her dark green hair is parted to the side, and hangs long and wavy. Like Sila’s, Cersa’s ears come to a point, but are much shorter. Along her back a series six of vestigial spikes rest on either side of her spine, curving downwards and coming to a sharp point at a length of several inches each. Her elbows each bore a smaller spike as well, that jutted out dangerously from the fusion of her radius and ulna. She had trimmed these ones so that they were short and dull, as was customary. They tended to take take out people’s eyes.



Her body is softer and fuller than Sila’s, and she wears her weight lower. The coloration of her skin in combination with the form of her body had lead to some calling her Pear as means of aggravation. Sila had come to adopt the title and transform it into an endearing one. Afterall, pears were lovely things.



“Pear.” She utters softly in the short moment where they stare at eachother.



Cersa enters the room and closes the door behind her. Her eyes wander downwards blatantly across the Kiar’s sparsely clad form. “B.B.” She replies. It meant blackberry, and had been her mild attempt at a response to her own nickname. She breaks the short silence following with a voice that expresses barely restrained affectionate emotion. “So you… finally woke up.” She says, the corners of her lips twitching upwards in a loving grin, revealing her little fangs.



“Mm.” Sila replies simply, dragging her fingers to and then off the edge of the metallic surface of the table as she steps forward. “Did you miss me?” The line feels cheesy even as she says it, but she can’t help herself. Cersa’s expression of pure joy and enthrallment is too precious.



“Everyday.” She softly intoned, her gentle voice restrained and level, as though forced to sound casual. Her next statement is not. “The longest five months of my life.” Her utterance cracks her tone, and her step forward is nearly a stumble.



Sila closes the remaining distance is a shadowy flash, passing through the room in a step. Her hands secure themselves upon Cersa’s hip and shoulder, and her body presses in against the other’s.



Cersa trembles in her embrace, her vibrant eyes locked hard against the vivid and defined grey orbs that were Sila’s irises. She presses back against Sila and feels her hand sliding from her hip around to her back. Her hesitant thoughts are entirely dissipated. This was the Sila she had known and longed for all this time. Cersa may have changed, but she still loved the Kiar.



Sila relishes the warmth of Cersa’s body. She breaths deeply, feeling her form though the Ka’savn’s uniform. She longs to feel her flesh, and so as her hand slides around Cersa’s back, it passes under her shirt. Her fingers gently press into the soft flesh above her hip, and then center themselves to rise upon her spine. Slowly she is drawing Cersa’s shirt up, but the fabric catches quickly on her spines. She sets about navigating the cloth down and past each one, but the fabric is too tight. She makes an indignant face at Cersa’s amusement.



“You should know by now.” The Ka’savn says as she reaches back. She unclips a button partially concealed under her collar, and Sila tugs her overshirt down easily over the spikes, allowing it to fall along her body to the floor. “Sure you wouldn’t rather catch up first?” Cersa inquires teasingly, leaning into Sila as the Kiar passes a hand over the thin white cloth of her tank-top.



“Well I have nothing new to share.” Sila says, and realizing how selfish and inconsiderate that might have sounded, she speaks in a manner that is intentionally and blatantly rude for comical effect, as if to negate the previous statement. “And I don’t know what
 you’ve
 been doing this whole time. Studying?”



Cersa gawks at her in mock irritation. “I’ll have you know I’ve been having all sorts of adventures.” She claims, her hand moving to her waist to unzip her pants.



Sila joins her down there, sliding them down her body. “I want to hear all about them, but first…” She goes silent as she lowers herself to her knees, helping Cersa wiggle out of her pants. Sila looks forward at the green-yellow flesh of her skin at thigh level, and moves her face forward until her lips connect tenderly to the flesh above the knee. Her eyes flutter shut and and draws her tongue tantalizingly up along her leg. Cersa can feel her hot breath and smooth lips against her with a delicacy that overwhelms her quickly, and she secures a hand on either side of Sila’s head, both holding her firmly and permitting her to go where she will. Sila looks up at Cersa now, staring past her panties, stomach and bust to look alluringly at her eyes. Her hand slides slowly along Cersa’s thigh, rotating around so that her fingers hover just inches below her covered sweetness.



Cersa breathes heavily as she stares down at her, allowing her body to fall back slightly so that her rear rests upon the door. Sila follows her, walking with her knees. The Ka’savn’s breasts reveal her state as they so often do - with firm nipples that poke vivaciously through the thin cloth.



Sila slides her hand up to it’s mark, her fingers gently pressing against Cersa’s groin as they make their way under her panties. When she’s hooked the fabric, she slowly pulls them down, her eyes looking up at Cersa’s sex as it is revealed. Sila has always admired Cersa’s pussy. She loved the look of her perfect centered clit, tiny and perky, and the way her lips parted only slightly. She knew how soft it was, and how easily it would part for her tongue. She knew the taste texture and smell.



Cersa takes a firm grip on two handfuls of Sila’s hair, nearly dragging her upwards to her wetness. Sila is teasing her and drawing out the moment, and Cersa can feel her hot breath upon her moistened lips. Her foot elevates and practically stomps with impatience.



“Been waiting?” Sila asks vaguely, teasingly her further. Her finger gently graces her labia majora, light enough to grant her a tormenting sensitive rush but not the pleasure she thirsted for. “I like making you wait.”



Cersa might made a comment regarding Sila’s own forwardness in response, but she doesn’t. Instead, as her breathing slows, she allows her firm grip on Sila’s hair to loosen. Her tender pale green hand gently passes down the side of her head, so that her fingertips gently trace along Sila’s ear. The spikes of her back scratch against the metallic door behind them as she shifts herself and opens herself.



Sila waits for Cersa to look down to her again, and then moves forward against her. Her lips tenderly press against Cersa’s sex, planting a small kiss around her clit, and then again between her labia. Cersa’s hands stroke Sila’s face, urging her onwards and inwards. Her feet slide along the smooth tiled surface to grant her easier access to her warm and ready pussy.



Sila slowly lets her tongue sneak from her mouth, so that its tip parts Cersa’s lower lips and tastes her wetness. She extends her tongue fuller, penetrating her slowly with the passionate lick, allowing her juices to begin to permeate her mouth. Her hands have migrated up along the Ka’savn’s thighs so that they rest firmly upon her rear and hips, keeping her pinned against the door.



Cersa’s heavy breathing and sighing becomes audible quickly, as she allows soft moans and groans to escape with increasing frequency. She looks down upon Sila’s face as the woman continues to slurp at her and lick her, her tongue migrating deep inside her warm opening. She slides a hand along her body from her breast to her clit, but Sila intercepts it. The Kiar moves her face and mouth up, securing her lips around Cersa’s perfect little clit before the hand can get there. As Cersa runs her hand firmly through Sila’s hair, she gasps as the Kiar rapidly licks and sucks her clitoris directly. The sudden sensation is enough to make Cersa lose all control, and she can only rock her body back and forth against Sila’s face as her lover works her pussy.



Sila is hungry for her, and licks with mounting passion. The taste of Cersa’s love fluids drives her mad with lust and desire, as her tongue rapidly progresses all over Cersa’s warmth. She wants to taste it all. She wants to drink every drip of Cersa’s drizzling cum.



Pressing hard against her, Cersa forces her pussy into Sila’s face with a strength and passion only the vigour of orgasmic pleasure could induce. Sila feels herself being forced back from where she kneels, until she allows her feet to fall out from under her, and lands solidly upon her back with a thumb. Cersa is in hot pursuit, and follows her to the ground, keeping her pussy pressed tight against her welcoming mouth.



Looking up at the woman above her, Sila moans as her earlier fantasy is created perfectly. She stares up at Cersa’s body upon her face, admiring her curve and her firm breasts with visible hard nipples. She opens her mouth wide around her pussy, enveloping it and licking rapidly and randomly. Her tongue presses against the clit and labia and all along the area and opening. Her speed increases relentlessly. Cersa is rocking against her. She’s pinned Sila’s head securely between her legs and is moaning loudly, so unable to control herself that she is nearly screaming as the orgasm approaches.



When Cersa lifts herself up for the briefest moment to permit Sila the chance to breath, Sila pulls her asscheeks apart and drags her tongue along her sensitive hole without warning. Cersa arches back and gasps, her face directed at the ceiling as Sila does what she has never done with her before. She is entirely lost in the pleasure as Sila works her tongue into her asshole just as she had done with her pussy, progressively getting deeper. She feels the texture of Sila’s tongue in the soft tender flesh of her anus, and she feels her lips and hot breath upon the area surrounding her asshole. Her hand has migrated downwards to take over where Sila had left her clit unattended, and she strokes herself with fervor.



Sila lets out a loud ‘Mmf’ noise as Cersa clamps her asshole tight down upon her tongue. The Ka’savn allows her body to drop so that her pussy rests on and envelops Sila’s nose. Her entire body is spasming violently, the pleasure rising constantly, though the orgasm does not yet come. Sila licks at her relentlessly, eager for her taste, moaning loudly with her lover. Her licking grows almost frantic as a full minute passes. She feels the panic in her heart as her body thirsts for air, but all she can do is fill that desire with the taste and scent of Cersa’s ass and sex.



The looks in Sila’s eyes is indescribable, as Cersa gazes down upon her. It is as though she is suffocating and desperately striving for air, but in pleasure so great that she may burst at any moment. A small grin washes over Cersa’s face for reasons she doesn’t entirely understand, and she leaves her weight upon Sila’s firmly as she screams and releases.



The orgasm is incomprehensible to her, and her body trembles uncontrollably, spasming upon Sila’s mouth. Her pussy drenches Sila’s nose and face with a seemingly relentless series of squirts. Her cum drenches Sila entirely, and fills her nose. Her ass clenches so firmly on Sila’s tongue that the Kiar can barely draw it free.



Sila spasms upon the ground, desperately trying to breath. Her mind is awash with pleasure and the primal panic of being deprived of air. Her every choking attempt to inhale sends more of Cersa’s cum and taste down her nose and throat. At last, Cersa lifts herself off of Sila, and collapses upon the floor beside her.



Sila coughs and trembles still, her body reverberating. She drags a hand across her face, and stares with wide eyes when she sees how soaked and slimey it comes off.



Cersa lays upon her side and breathes so heavily that she can not speak, but chuckles airlessly as Sila lovingly laps up her cum. She rolls her body against her, so that their sweaty forms embrace upon the housing floor amidst a pool of Cersa’s cum.



For a few seconds as they recover they stare into eachother’s eyes. Their love had returned with renewed fury. Their lips meet without hesitation, as Sila shares Cersa’s own taste with her. Their soft moaning matches their rhythm as Sila curls her legs around the other’s form.







There is a sharp knocking noise at the door.



“So can we come in now? Are you done?” Sila recognizes the voice of Gewn, one of their squadmates, and meets Cersa’s gaze with a wide frantic look.



“Well fuck.” She says, knowing it was too late. She raises a shoulder in a half shrug, and goes back to making out with Cersa as the door opens and her squad awkwardly enters and just steps over them. They might have to get used to this.
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Did you enjoy this novella? Tell us about your experience at
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 or leave an Amazon Kindle Book Review to share your thoughts! Your opinion may be showcased in future volumes!
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