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All Rights Reserved. No part of this book may be used
or reproduced in any manner whatsoever without written permission,
except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical
articles and reviews. And why would you want to? I mean, have you
read it yet?

 

This ebook is licensed for your personal enjoyment.
This ebook may not be re-sold or given away to other people. If you
would like to share this delightful masterpiece of parodic
literature with another person, please purchase an additional copy
for each recipient or use a qualified vendor’s legitimate lending
program. Thank you for respecting the hard work of this author.

 


Dedication: HERRICK! I couldn’t—well,
wouldn’t—have done it without you.

 


Acknowledgements: Heather for all the things.
Natalie for being the encyclopedia of Serenity and calling me awful
and gross but presumably those are synonyms for awesome. Cathy P.
and Veronica for promising they weren’t offended. Jennifer for
RomDom knowledge and off-color ideas in general. Petra, Melanie H.
and CJ Lemire for brainstorming with me. Countless Tweeps for
chiming in when I asked questions like, “What’s the stupidest
romance heroine trait you can think of?” or, “Name a popular
science fiction bad guy!” as well as, “Hey, Tweeps, euphemisms for
penis...go!” Sasha for “turgid tumescence” in particular. Not that
she has a turgid tumescence, I don’t think, but she suggested it.
Felix Malmenbeck Felix MalmenbeckFelix
Malmenbeckfor the Klingon tips.

 


About the book: Mari Shu, a factory drudge
in the year 4000-something, must choose how to protect her sisters,
her purity, and her own conscience in a bleak futuristic society
that’s been polluted by smog, rampant commercialism, tacky
jumpsuits, sexual perversions, unjust socioeconomics, interstellar
travel, and inconsistent use of the Oxford comma.

 


In this second jubilant outing, Mari Shu decides to
desert Olde Earth for the unfamiliar comforts and sexual practices
of Mars...and possible elevation to the elite Martian rover
class.

 


Warning: Book contains offensive material.
Buttloads of boatloads of offensive, vulgar, disrespectful, and
possibly triggering material. Sexual, political, economic, racial,
physical, typographical, religious—really, trying to hit all the
big ones. Please make sure to sign your correct name to the hate
mail so we can give proper credit in the follow-up volume entitled,
“The Hate Mails to Mari Shu”.

 


Warning 2: What that means is this entire
book is a spoof. A joke. A hoot. It wasn’t born out of hatred of
any aspect of genre fiction and culture or even hatred of human
beings but instead out of love, true love. No, seriously, quit
laughing. Oh, wait, you’re supposed to laugh, because it’s parody.
You pick, okay?







 


 


Segment 2.1

This is the second book of Mari Shu’s many
adventures. In the event you’re starting your reading journey here,
we have included the full initial segment. In the event you’ve
already read Earthbound Passions, you can click here
to proceed to the place where Mari Shu decides she and her sister
will be traveling to Mars, baby.

 


Mari Shu Three Million Even trudged alongside the
hoverwalk, stabbing pains pinching her arches with every step.
After a long, hard day in the widget factory, the workers’ pay had
been reduced. Third time in a month. All because the workers on the
moon branch had rioted again, so everyone was being punished for
their insolence.

As such, she hadn’t had the credits for a taxicraft,
much less a spot on the hoverwalk. She would, like so many other
widgeters, have to walk the ten miles uphill to her slum sweet
slum, the only affordable housing for a Million like herself.

Wealthier citizens on the hoverwalk whizzed past her
and the other drudges, fluttering her long blond hair and puffing
the smells of oil, ozone (there’s always ozone somewhere), and
desperation (there’s always desperation somewhere) around her. On
the other side, separated by naught but a thin railing, cruised
even wealthier citizens in their personal luxury crafts and suits
in government vehicles.

Hurtling death lurked three paces to the right. If
she stumbled sideways, fell over the railing, and ended her life of
drab misery...

But no. She had responsibilities. Two of them, in
fact. How was she going to tell Cassie and Trish, her dependent
siblings, that she didn’t have enough credits to pay rent by
tomorrow?

Only one thing happened to Millioners whose lazy
shiftlessness and clear-cut lack of Olde Earthian values meant they
became homeless. Okay, a couple things, but none of them were
good.

Her sisters would be no help with financial
difficulties. The girls couldn’t get widget jobs. Mari Shu had been
too poor, since their drug-addled mother had died, to send them to
school for training. All Cassie and Trish could do would be
sexxoring work, and she’d promised her grandmother at the old
woman’s required post-menopause euthanasia ceremony that no Three
Million Shu would ever earn her living on her knees.

Not that her mother had cared for that vow. Mother
had sexxored since day 6570, the first one upon which she’d been
legally allowed. In Olde Earth society—in all seven districts—no
one dared sexxor when it wasn’t legally allowed. That was a quick
trip to the Venus penile colony waiting to happen.

Mari Shu heaved a sigh, her unfashionably large
breasts bobbing under her jumpsuit and attracting the attention of
a tall male plodding nearby.

“Hello, fellow citizen.”

“Hello,” she responded.

“Might I state factually that you are a female of
what appears to be pre-menopausal age?” he inquired.

“You may.” It was, after all, factual. She was
twenty-three Olde Earth years old. Menopause and euthanasia were
several decades off.

His grey drudge jumpsuit, the same shade of grey as
hers, marked him as a fellow drudge and millioner. The material
didn’t conceal his muscled form any more than it did her large
breasts, trim waist and long legs. Olde Earth citizens were
required to remain in peak physical condition to ease the strain on
the medical facilities of their overpopulated, polluted and
probably dying planet, hence the colonization of nearby planets.
However, one must admit Venus and its penile colony were far from
optimal, the people on the moon were always rioting, and Mars,
well, it was mostly for the very wealthy—the rover class.

“Are you in a domestic partnership?” he
inquired.

Men didn’t often ask Mari Shu about her partnership
status since she had long legs, blond, tousled hair, and full lips
that were as unfashionable as her full breasts, for whatever
reason. Perhaps because she was tall instead of short? Mari Shu had
never understood, but really, readers should just assume a heroine
doesn’t feel sexually attractive or libidinous until she meets the
hero, who definitely isn’t some random widgeter trying to get a
piece of action on the street...the other piece of evidence to the
man’s lack of heroism being the fact Mari Shu’s hoohah had yet to
tingle in any way, shape or form upon meeting him.

“No,” Mari Shu told the man who did not make her
hoohah tingle.

“Me neither. So how about you and I get a permit to
make sweet anal love?” he suggested leeringly.

“I refuse your offer,” she told the man. As a
Millioner, Mari Shu wasn’t allowed to procreate. A special seal on
her vagina ensured her lack of breeder sexxoring. While we realize
an actual barrier covering the vagina would also interfere with
other things that tend to happen to adult female bodies, such as
menstruation, this is science fiction. Assume it’s been taken care
of.

Only ascension into the ranks of the Thousanders
meant vaginal penetration for her ilk...outside of sexxoring work,
that is. For which she would be medically sterilized, giving rise
to questions of how her sexxoring mother and Millioner grandmother
had managed to get knocked up and have babies, but who needs
internal narrative consistency?

And anyway, Mari Shu had a vow to keep. No sexxoring
as a means of earning a living. Even if it meant getting the
oft-itchy seal off her vag.

“Blow job?” the man suggested next, somewhat less
leeringly, since sweet anal love was apparently his preference in
recreational mutual sexxoring. “Those permits are on sale. Over at
the LabiaCorp widget factory, we just got raises. My treat.”

“LabiaCorp widgeters got raises?” Mari Shu
exclaimed. “Plutonian crapdoodles. EvilCorp just cut us by another
eight percent.”

“Like I said, my treat,” the man offered. “I’ll even
throw in a nutrient tube afterward.”

But Mari Shu had nutrient tubes and two sisters
waiting for her at home—not to mention she wasn’t tempted by
the man’s offer. In truth, never had she been tempted to engage in
sexxoring. It was likely due to a childhood spent watching her
mother sexxor in every imaginable position and with every
imaginable type of person, she realized, but comprehending the
origins of her hang-ups and lack of hoohah tingles didn’t mean she
wanted to suck off a LabiaCorp widgeter she’d randomly met on the
way home.

She wanted to hold out her sucks and her anus and
her tingles for...something. She just wasn’t sure what.

“I don’t have time,” she told him, instead of
letting him know she found him the opposite of tingly, since that
would be mean.

“I haven’t had a permit in three months. It wouldn’t
take long.”

“You’ll have to find another citizen,” she told
him.

The man shrugged and proceeded to ignore her. She
walked slower, allowing him to troop ahead. Legally he wasn’t
allowed to importune her again once she’d refused him, but she
needed more time to decide what to tell Cassie and Trish. She was
nearly home. The home they might lose tomorrow and be forced
to...

Well, Mari Shu didn’t want to think about it in
detail, because it would ruin the suspense.

As Mari Shu continued her homeward journey, the tall
buildings, constructed completely of widgets like so much on Olde
Earth, shrank to heights that ceased to block out the faded light
of the likely dying sun. The odors of the slum increased, replacing
ozone and desperation with poop and desperation. The hoverwalk
ended in a crumple of poor maintenance. Mari Shu scuttled through
the crowds going to or coming from work, all in grey coveralls
except for the sexxorers, who got to wear whatever they wanted.

For a moment Mari Shu longed to wear a beautiful,
sparkly rainbow jumpsuit with cut-out holes exposing her breasts
like Big Bertha One Billion, a nice sexxorer whom she’d
occasionally employed to babysit Trish and Cassie when they’d been
younger. The rainbow hues in Big Bertha’s favorite outfit would set
off the gold and red tones in Mari Shu’s unfashionably lush hair,
like what she remembered of her mother...

But remembering her mother also reminded her of the
dark side to sexxoring, not Big Bertha’s practically G-rated
Babysitting and Milkmaiding service.

Mari Shu sadly but with great fitness climbed the
seventy-seven flights to her tiny closet of a flat where her
sisters waited for her, after another long day locked away from the
world so they wouldn’t get any sexxoring ideas.

Cassie and Trish bounced around her when she
entered.

“What did you bring us for dinner?” Trish asked,
eyes bright with excitement. “We’re out of goo tubes.”

Worry struck Mari Shu like a meteorite, which is the
kind of outer space debris that enters the Earth’s atmosphere
without completely burning up. “We had four days of tubes left. How
did we run out?”

She didn’t have enough money for rent already. If
she had to buy food through their Wal-Mark dispenser, she couldn’t
even make a partial rent payment. What was she going to do? How was
she going to feed herself and her sisters and ensure they remained
housed and in peak physical condition?

“We weren’t out when you left for the factory.”
Cassie held up several limp packets that had once held their only
food in the world. “I got hungry.”

“Maybe you’re hungry because you throw up every
morning,” Trish suggested.

“You’ve been hungry a lot lately.” Mari Shu pushed
the fact that they had no food and little money aside for a moment
to inspect her beautiful sister. “And this throwing up thing
concerns me. Are you all right?”

Cassie’s skin glowed with the ripe peach blush of
health. At least, with what Mari Shu had heard peaches were like.
Only people on Mars got to eat real peaches.

“I guess.” Cassie’s flower bud mouth pursed with
displeasure. At least, with what Mari Shu assumed a flower bud
would look like. Only people on Mars got to sniff real flowers.
“I’m bored.”

“Maybe you’re bored because Gerald Scumbag Eight
Million Thirty Six Thousand and Fifteen doesn’t come visit us
anymore,” Trish said.

“What?” This was the first she’d heard of Cassie and
Trish having visitors. Despite the fact Gerald Scumbag was their
landlord, that didn’t give him the right to traipse in and out of
their flat as if he owned it. Except that technically he did, but
still. “Nobody is supposed to come here when I’m at work. Not even
that Scumbag landlord of ours.”

“I was bored,” Cassie said again. “You think you can
hide us away from the world and everyone in it, Mari Shu, but you
can’t. I’m in love with Gerald Scumbag, and he’s going to save up
and get us a permit to make sweet anal love.”

“You aren’t even supposed to know about sweet anal
love,” Mari Shu exploded. Next thing, Cassie would realize she was
old enough to get a job sexxoring, and the naughty chit would break
Mari Shu’s solemn no-knees vow to their grandmother.

“Gerald says I’ll like it better than breeder
sexxoring,” Cassie assured her. “You shouldn’t have been hiding the
delights of the flesh from us, Mari Shu. It’s the only
entertainment this horrible, dreary planet has to offer.”

“Why are you familiar with breeder sexxoring?” Mari
Shu asked, an ominous foreboding filling her in a true
foreshadowing fashion.

“Because Gerald Scumbag showed us how to dissolve
our vag seals,” Trish said. “And then he put his—”

“Shut up,” Cassie hissed at her sister. “He made us
promise not to tell.”

“And why is all this coming out now, when it’s
apparently been going on behind my back for weeks?” Mari Shu
asked.

“I’m bored too,” Trish said, “and even though I’m
nineteen, I felt this incredible need to perform the function of a
plot moppet.”

Mari Shu paced through their flat, eight steps
north, south, east and west. She imagined Gerald Scumbag, the man
who was supposed to do nothing but collect their rent and fix their
appliances, violating her innocent sisters. Sexxoring them against
the law. Which meant her sisters had broken the law, and their
landlord knew it, and if she knew anything about morning puking,
she knew it meant Cassie had wasted a lot of food.

Food they could have eaten for four more days. In an
apartment they were about to lose.

And now? Now they were out of options.

If they became homeless, which they would tomorrow,
they would either have to get jobs sexxoring to pay rent or allow
themselves to be transferred by Olde Earth’s Relocation Commission,
which could include anything from being sent to Venus, the moon, or
a mysterious new planet in a galaxy far, far away that nobody knew
anything about until this very sentence!

Yet if they applied for jobs sexxoring, which, as
you know, Bob, Mari Shu had vowed not to do, Olde Earth’s Sexxoring
Commission would expect all three of them to have intact vag
seals.

But apparently only she, Mari Shu, had an intact vag
seal. Thanks to Gerald Scumbag.

And also, she was quite hungry. Almost, she
regretted the LabiCorp man’s offer of a blow job and a nutrient
tube.

 


 Note to readers: the
new material in Book 2: Martian Conquest
branches here after what you may have read in Book 1: Earthbound Passions. Other adventures will
also contain the initial segment, but there will always be a note
and a link to where the divergence begins. Happy thread
hopping!

 


But Mari Shu’s choice, the right choice, was clear.
She and her sisters would report to the Relocation Commission
voluntarily in hopes of receiving a premium location. The idea of
breaking her no knees vow to her grandmother and becoming a
sexxorer was even less palatable than the grody goo tube Mari Shu
didn’t get to eat for dinner tonight. What was on Olde Earth for
her and her sisters besides pollution, misery, a lifetime of
drudgery, and a transparent square of real grass they only got to
see every other Sunday because it was in such high demand? Granted,
the Parks and Rec Commission didn’t charge citizens to view the
square, but it wasn’t the same as being able to touch or smell or
even eat the grass.

Only people on Mars got to touch, smell or eat
grass.

And maybe, just maybe, the Relocation Commission
would consider Mari Shu and her sisters for placement on Mars, as
drudges there instead of here. People on Mars needed drudges too.
She’d heard Mars was particularly in need of women. By the far
stars, at this point riots on the moon sounded better than trying
to make a go of it as a sexxorer. She didn’t even know if one
person could earn enough doing the sex to maintain their current
standard of living.

Briefly Mari Shu considered blackmailing Gerald
Scumbag into waiving their rent in exchange for her silence on the
matter of his vag violations, but decided against it. He might call
her bluff, and she didn’t trust him to honor any deals they
made.

They would simply have to report to the Relocation
Commission tomorrow. There was no way around it.

“I have some bad news, girls,” she said to her
sisters, who were staring wistfully at the empty goo tubes. “We
have to report to the RLC tomorrow. There is no way around it.”

“But Gerald Scumbag loves me,” Cassie protested. She
placed a protective hand over her belly, probably to keep herself
from throwing up that last goo tube. Mari Shu couldn’t imagine any
other reason Cassie would instinctively guard her belly.

“Will he give us free rent?” Mari Shu asked. “We’re
out of money.”

“No, I already asked, and when he refused me, I
refused him,” Trish said. “Since then he’s concentrated on Cassie.
But I’d like to hear from you why we’re out of money, Mari. This is
the first mention of any credit issues. Do you think we’re too
young to handle the truth? Or is the lack of money a new thing?”
Trish crossed her arms and regarded Mari Shu with an unexpectedly
steely gaze. From plot moppet to conscience in only a couple
paragraphs!

“EvilCorp reduced our wages,” Mari Shu admitted,
wishing she’d known about Trish’s narrative versatility earlier. “I
no longer earn enough to keep us housed and fed each week.”

“But you’re a wonderful widgeter,” Trish protested.
“You received a commendation from the Commendation Commission, also
known as the CC Music Factory, last month.”

“That doesn’t matter.” Mari Shu slowly began to
gather their few belongings, nothing that could be sold for a
profit. The only thing they could sell was her body, but she was
saving it. “Widgeters must be paid uniformly at each corporation,
without merit-based variations, else our whole society would
disintegrate into haves and have nots. It wouldn’t be fair, any
more than it would be fair to help citizens who will not help
themselves by maintaining a job, a home and peak physical
condition.”

For a moment, Trish seemed as if she were going to
continue her role as plot moppet slash conscience and adorably
point out the logical fallacies in such a societal structure, plus
the evidence to the contrary that existed in the previous story
segment, but Cassie spoke first.

“We can move in with Gerald,” Mari Shu’s youngest
sister insisted. “Or at least I can.”

Cassie tossed her dark, shimmering hair defiantly.
Two years ago, when LabiCorp widgeter salaries had been higher,
Mari Shu had gifted her sisters with spa packages at the
Cosmetology Commission. Cassie’s package had morphed the formerly
unfashionably blond and pale female into a short, orange-skinned,
tiny-breasted example of human perfection who currently glowed with
the aforementioned peachy-orange hue. Though Mari Shu had vowed
never to waste credits on her appearance and continued to languish
in hideousness, she couldn’t ask the same of her sweet sisters.

“Are there no cheaper flats anywhere? In any
building in the North American District?” Trish asked. Trish had
only wanted a partial spa package, and Mari Shu had to admit, the
radiant orange hue of Trish’s skin contrasted interestingly with
her medium brown hair.

“I already checked. Nothing below the eighty-first
floor within walking distance of the factory. I can’t afford
taxicrafts, so our choices are limited.” Mari Shu had vowed a
couple things in her life—never to earn a living sexxoring and
never to set foot on the eighty-second floor of the various
apartment buildings allotted to Millioners and Billioners. “I don’t
think any of us want to go above the eighty-first floor.”

“True,” Trish agreed. Even Mari Shu’s
unsophisticated sisters knew about the depravity that lurked above
the eighty-first floor of apartment buildings.

Floor seventy-seven, where they resided, was close
enough.

“I don’t want to leave Olde Earth. You can’t make
me,” Cassie said. “Gerald won’t throw us out.” Now she placed both
hands on her stomach, which Mari Shu couldn’t help but notice
seemed more rounded than expected, given Cassie’s delectably short
stature and tiny breasts.

“Perhaps,” Mari Shu said, a sense of hope swelling
within her at Cassie’s confidence. Her sister was incredibly
beautiful. Were she and Gerald truly in love? Could Gerald be
trusted, even though he’d already denied Trish’s request for a
break on their rent?

Just then, their vidscreen pinged with an incoming
message. It read:

 


Residents of floors 71 through 81 will need to pay a
month’s rent in full tomorrow or seek other accommodations. Also,
rent is now twice as much for residents of floor 77, which has 1000
flats on it, so I’m not singling out any particular flat. It’s
because I upgraded the Wal-Marks on that floor, which is why I’ve
been hanging out on 77 so often.

Sincerely, Gerald Scumbag

ArchiCorp Rep 798

 


Hope plummeted to the pit of Mari Shu’s heart like a
ton of waste material thrown into the Pacific Ocean.

Cassie burst into tears that tracked down her orange
cheeks like rivers of lava. She flung herself on her narrow bunk,
where she kicked her feet and pounded her fists on the hard
surface. “No, no, no, no!”

Trish’s flower bud lips tightened in a sad grimace.
“I don’t like our available options, but I’d rather relocate
off-planet than move to an apartment above the eighty-first floor.
Cassie will come around. She’ll have to.”

That night, Mari Shu lay quietly on the top bunk,
the hardest bunk, and listened to the stifled sobs of her dear
sisters. Her stomach growled and pinched with emptiness.

Tomorrow they would leave the comforts and joys of
the wasted, polluted planet that had always seemed like the only
secure choice in the universe. To traipse so blindly into the
unknown...was this the right move?

But what other choice did they have that wouldn’t
break any of her vows? Her vows, her stubborn, stubborn vows, might
ruin their lives. All three of their lives. The fresh start they’d
be receiving from the RLC suddenly seemed darker and more dangerous
than any depravity that existed above the eighty-first floor.
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Mari Shu fidgeted with her jumpsuit collar as she
and her sisters stood in line at the Relocation Commission. She’d
spent the last of her credits on goo tubes and a taxicraft to
transport them to the RLC, positioned in the area that had been
known as Florida in the 21st century. Now it was one of
the least optimal sectors in the North American District due to the
smells.

The smells, smells, smells, smells, smells, smells,
smells. The roiling and the boiling of the smells. But that was
what happened when you used the Everglades and Gulf of Mexico as a
toxic waste dump.

Unlike the Sexxoring Commission in the less smelly
northern portion of their great district, the RLC boasted no neon
archways, no flashing lights, no air purifiers, no hoverwalks, no
portals for instant transportation from location to location in the
vast complex. Mari Shu had visited the SXC many times as a child,
dragged behind her mother when she attended the seminars and health
inspections required of every sexxorer. On their own dime, of
course.

The RLC, on the other hand, was as drab and
featureless as any slum apartment complex. In fact, considering the
breadth and height of the building, stretching into the sky further
than her eyes could see through the brackish, blackish, looming
smog, it wouldn’t have surprised Mari Shu to find out that it was a
decommissioned apartment building.

Decommissioned as unsafe for human habitation—but
fine for the RLC’s uses.

Behind the RLC and emitting dull, booming echoes,
Mari Shu could hear the engines of the vast space transports as
they loaded passengers or supplies or whatever the RLC saw fit to
send beyond the stars. All one-way tickets to...somewhere.

Everyone, and everything, exited from the RLC.
Nothing returned to it.

Well, except for employees. And security guards. And
widget installers. And inspectors. And spaceship pilots.

The dull black door of the RLC marked “Voluntary
Departures” opened with the whine of unoiled widget hinges.

It was their turn.

“You can’t make me go in there,” Cassie declared,
ignoring the fact that Mari had, indeed, made her leave their flat
and then get in the pay-elevator and then get out of the
pay-elevator and then eat her goo tube and then get in the
taxicraft and then get out of the taxicraft and then walk up the
sidewalk to the RLC’s front doors.
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