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​Chapter One
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Mariel punches in the airlock code and holds her breath. Someone might have updated the multi-digit string since Rain wheedled it out of a horny techsup three weeks ago. After an anxious second or two, the vacuum latch releases with a sigh. Pulse pounding in her ears, she scans the corridor that curves out of sight in both directions. At 0300 station time, traffic in and out of Xanadu tends to be light, but you could never tell when a guilt-ridden debauchee might decide to hop a shuttle back to his wife.

The passageways are empty. The other airlocks remain sealed. Mariel slips into the chamber, pulls the door tight behind her, and slides down the wall to the studded steel floor, knees pulled to her chest.

Fear knots in her throat, though she knows there are no cameras in the locks. Customer privacy, Rain claims. She’s been on Xanadu months longer than Mariel. She knows her way around.

Please, come soon. When they are together, she and Rain seem to read each other’s minds. Otherwise, they have to rely on scrawled notes left in agreed-upon hiding places to arrange their forbidden meetings. All messages sent via their communicator bracelets are logged.

With the moon on the other side of the planet, the port set in the outside wall shows the velvet blackness of space. It’s beautiful. Peaceful. Mariel yearns for peace.

Rain is the only thing that keeps her from disarming the outer door, flipping the double lever and stepping out into the void.

There’s no sense of movement, but as the station rotates the Earth swings back into view, its blue-green swirls luminous and jewel-like. From up here you can’t see the wildfires or the swathes of dead ocean. 

Minutes crawl by. Her frantic pulse slows. Now there’s a deeper ache, as if a giant fist clutches at her heart. She closes her eyes and wills herself to be patient. There are a million reasons why her lover might be delayed.

Finally she hears the soft whoosh of the latch. Slinky and silent as a cat, her midnight-dark hair tumbling over her shoulders, Rain slips into the airlock and pushes the door shut. Then she reaches down to pull Mariel up and into her arms.

They don’t speak. They can’t speak, with their mouths welded together in a feverish kiss. Rain tastes like that atrocious Martian brandy that’s become so popular. She smells of male sweat and designer aftershave. Mariel doesn’t care. She runs her hands down along Rain’s strong back, feeling the muscles shift under the synthetic smoothness of the other woman’s jumpsuit. Pressing her body against Rain’s, she holds tight as her lover pins her against the wall. Their breasts mash together, the double layer of fabric between them slippery and frustrating.

“Damn it!” Rain lets go long enough to grab Mariel’s zipper and drag it down below the waist. She pushes the one-piece garment off Mariel’s shoulders, then hones in on her throbbing nipple, sucking hard.

Mariel gasps as lightning arcs from her exposed breast to her cunt. Rain rakes her teeth across the sensitive nub of flesh before transferring her mouth to the opposite nipple. At the same time, she forces a hand into the crotch of Mariel’s coverall and slides a firm fingertip over her rigid clit.

The transition from anxiety to desire is instantaneous. After all, they have no time to waste. Mariel grips Rain’s shoulders and humps her fingers, deeply embedded now in Mariel’s slick folds. A climax swells in her depths, gathering power second by second until it launches as a fiery explosion of pleasure. Her knees buckle but Rain holds her tight, one arm around her waist while the other hand still plays in Mariel’s pussy. Those knowing fingers awaken new cataclysms of bliss. Helpless, grateful, Mariel shudders through another fierce release. 

When the aftershocks subside and she can stand on her own, Mariel wriggles out of Rain’s grasp. “Your turn,” she murmurs, sinking to her knees on the nubby, unforgiving steel. Rain sheds her clothing and leans against the bulkhead, thighs parted. The faint scent of latex drifts up from her depilated mons.

Mariel understands now why Rain arrived late. The clients always come first. Behind the chemical smell, however, Mariel detects the rich fragrance of her lover’s musk. She buries her face in Rain’s pussy and pauses for a moment, breathing in that intoxicating perfume, before the first taste breaks the spell. Lust surges through her as she sweeps her tongue along the length of her lover’s juicy cleft. Opening Rain’s folds, Mariel licks and sucks, probes and nips, feasting on woman-flesh.

Rain shudders with delight. She bucks against Mariel’s face, tugging on her tangled blonde tresses. The slight pain accentuates Mariel’s arousal. Her own clit tingles as she addresses herself to the fat bud at the apex of Rain’s pussy.

In the beginning, Mariel had no idea how to please a woman. Now she can read every nuance in Rain’s reactions. She knows when to slow down or speed up, when to go lightly and when to dive deep. As Rain writhes against her mouth, Mariel gives her lover what she needs to tumble over the edge into bliss. And when Rain convulses and paints Mariel’s cheeks with her cum, an echoing climax ripples out from Mariel’s center.

Afterward, they lie in each other’s arms, their wadded-up clothing protecting them from the chill steel underneath their naked bodies. Mariel strokes an idle finger through Rain’s folds. The dark-haired woman flinches.

“I’m so sorry,” Mariel says, snatching her hand away. “Did I hurt you?”

“Wasn’t you, babe. The bastard who made me late—he hammered me so hard, I thought his dick would come out the small of my back.”

Mariel draws Rain into a deep, thoughtful kiss. The quiet soothes them both. “I’m so sorry,” she repeats, meaning something completely different this time. “You should have stopped me.”

“Your mouth erases the pain, love.” Rain shakes her head. “Still, if a client wants to get rough, he should order up a droid. Enbro’s always bragging about the advanced technology of his sex bots.”

Mariel sighs. “If the droids were as good as they claim, we’d be out of our jobs.”

“Yeah, and wouldn’t that be a shame?” Her lover releases a bitter laugh. She props herself up on one elbow and searches Mariel’s face. “I still can’t believe you chose to work on Xanadu.”

“It wasn’t much of a choice. Between the drought and the killer tornados, my folks couldn’t grow anything at all. The bank foreclosed on the farm. When I saw the recruitment ads... Well, my signing bonus was enough for them to buy a conapt on the outskirts of Kansas City.”

“And did they find jobs in the big city?” There’s a hint of sarcasm in Rain’s voice.

“Well—no, at least not yet. But I send them part of my salary.”

“And the duration of your contract with Enbro Enterprises?”

Mariel swallows, embarrassed and ashamed. “Four years.”

“From what I hear, not many Pleasure Reps last that long.” Rain sits up and runs her fingers through her black curls. Her smooth, dusky skin makes Mariel’s mouth water. She wants to lay the woman back down and lick every inch. 

“Still,” Rain added, “it was better odds for me than going to jail.”

Mariel knows that Rain is working out a prison sentence here on Xanadu. She has never dared to ask about her crime.

“We’ve got to figure out some way to escape.” Rain sits cross-legged, her forehead wrinkled in thought. “Sooner or later they’re going to find out about us. And we’ll pay the price.”

Mariel tries not to be distracted by Rain’s lush, tawny breasts with their chocolate-hued areolae. She sits up. Leaning against the wall, she peers out at the distant stars. “Even if we can figure out how to get off the station, where would we go?”

“How about Mars?” Rain’s voice drips with disdain. Official news reports from the colony rave about how well it was doing, but everyone knows the videos and interviews are fake.

“If we can get back to Earth,” Mariel muses, “there must be some remote corner—some island in the Pacific or some valley in the Himalayas—that doesn’t belong to Enbro.”

“We can get back to Earth. All we need to do is steal a shuttle.”

“Rain, how are we going to steal a shuttle? And even if we do, who’ll pilot it?”

“I will.”

“You can fly a space craft?”

“I can learn. How hard can it be?”

“Be serious, Rain.”

“I am.  Maybe I can convince some client’s captain to show me the basics.” When she stretches her arms above her head, her breasts rise provocatively. She flashes a cheeky grin.

Mariel believes her. 
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​Chapter Two
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The dimmed light tracks in the ceiling brighten for a moment when Rain slips into the dorm. The three women she shares with don’t wake. They probably had late clients too. Xanadu brothels operate around the clock.

She peels off her coveralls and shimmies under the thin blanket. Turning to keep her body between her hands and the wall-mounted camera, she reaches under the pillow for her communicator and snaps it back onto her wrist. The fancy device tracks her location as well as providing comm functions. It’s supposed to be impossible to remove, but the tech’s so shoddy that it only took her half an hour to get the bracelet off, that first time. Now she’s freer to come and go. With luck, station security will remain clueless about her forbidden meeting with Mariel.

Rain lies on her back, forearm draped over her eyes. Her hand’s a few centimeters from her face. Her fingers still carry a hint of Mariel’s scent. She doesn’t dare lick it off. The AI embedded in the cam might flag the gesture. She breathes deeply, savoring the faint perfume, pretending to sleep but actually replaying the recent moments with her lover.

It’s so sweet to touch her, to taste her. Their connection is a wonder, a rare bloom of joy that brightens their lives of coercion and degradation. But each time they come together, Rain senses Mariel’s increasing desperation. Though she’s one of Enbro’s much-vaunted “volunteers” serving on Xanadu, the delicate blonde doesn’t have the constitution to be a whore. Every client Mariel entertains increases her self-disgust.

The flashy ads for their orbiting pleasure palace don’t mention the high number of suicides but Rain knows the management has a problem keeping the sex parlors fully staffed. She worries when she sees the emptiness in Mariel’s eyes and senses her growing fascination with the void outside the thin skin of the entertainment complex.

She’s got to get the other woman away from here before it’s too late.

When she took the plea bargain, Rain knew she could survive Xanadu. She was used to life on the street. Three years locked in a huge space station equipped with every imaginable diversion sounded like a better deal than rotting in some filthy cell on Rikers Island. 

She doesn’t mind turning tricks for eight hours a day if that’s what it takes for her to get by. None of it really touches her.

But now, with Mariel... The girl’s so tender, so vulnerable. Rain is tough, but when Mariel hurts, Rain feels the pain too.

They have to escape somehow. Despite her bragging to her lover, though, she doesn’t really have a plan.

Not yet.

At 0700 the glare of the overhead lights rouses her. Her dorm mates–Lou, Annabelle and Natasha—are already heading for the showers. Rain joins them, scrubbing away the last traces of Mariel’s scent along with the stink of her last client. They breakfast on soy yogurt, dehydrated apples and something that claims to be coffee but tastes like muddy water.

Rain dons translucent black thigh-high stockings, pink mules and a peach satin slip that barely covers her ass—the uniform of The French Quarter. She gathers her black curls into a rhinestone clip so they tumble down her back and coats the inside of her vagina with anesthetic gel. Then she heads from the staff quarters toward the rim, to Xanadu’s red light district. Though she’s practically naked, no one gives her a second glance. The station peons are used to mostly nude women. The visitors expect females to look provocative and to be available.

The brothel reception room is New Orleans-themed, complete with jazz piano played by a black-skinned android. Brocade-upholstered sofas and armchairs line the walls. Oriental carpet covers the floor. A crystal chandelier swings from the ceiling.

In one of the chairs sits an expensively dressed old man with a naked redhead in his lap. His pale hands tremble as he paws her breasts.

Geri crouches behind her corner desk, scowling at her screen. The madam wears a flounced silk gown that clashes with her short, auburn hair. 

“You’re late.”

Rain just nods. Making excuses won’t help, even if she did work overtime the previous night.

“Your first client’s waiting in the blue room.”

“Yes, ma’am.” She uses the title mostly to impress the seated customer, though he seems to be preoccupied with his chosen girl.

The décor in the bedrooms is far less elaborate than in the parlor, but the furniture is sturdy. That’s important given what some clients want.

Rain takes a deep breath, straightens her spine and slides the door open. “Good morning, hon,” she croons, adopting a Southern accent. “I’m Rihanna. And I’m here to take good care of you.”

The man sitting on the bed looks nervous. He was probably attractive and fit in his thirties but that was at least ten years ago. Now his sandy hair is thinning, his forehead is creased and a bit of a paunch spoils the lines of his trim-styled shirt. He wears a sleek state-of-the-art wrist device and a blinking ear bud. He looks like the CEO of some tech company.

“Um—hi. I’m Devin.” 

“Delighted to meet you, Devin,” Rain drawls. She strolls over to stand between his parted thighs and runs her hands from his shoulders down along his biceps. “Mmm. I think you must be strong.”

“I—um—I do work out. Though not so much anymore...”

“Why don’t you take your clothes off so we can have some fun?” She flashes the smile she has practiced: inviting, promising, non-threatening. He still seems a bit reticent. She pulls the slip over her head. His eyes snap to the espresso-hued nubs that crown her full breasts, then drift downward. His fists clench on his thighs. He makes no move to touch her, or to disrobe.

Instinct takes over. Rain sinks to her knees, then gazes up into his eyes. “This is your first time, isn’t it, darlin’? I mean, your first time with a hooker.”

He nods, looking a bit lost. All at once Rain understands him. She imagines it all: the years working to build his business; the long hours and the compromises; the thrill slipping away as AI takes over more and more of the decision making; the inevitable divorce. The frustration that has driven him to Xanadu. The embarrassment at his self-perceived weakness.

“It’s okay. Don’t you worry, darlin’. We’re going to have lots of fun.”

When she unzips his trousers, he doesn’t stop her. She’s surprised to discover that he’s mostly hard. She circles the pinkish bulb of his cock with her tongue then flicks the sensitive ridge underneath.

He moans. She purses her lips around the swollen head, lapping up the fluid seeping from the tip. His hips tilt, ever so slightly. Encouraged, she slides her mouth down his shaft, which moment by moment grows harder. With a strangled cry that sounds almost as if he is in pain, he buries his fingers in her hair and rams his cock down her throat.

After that, she doesn’t have to put in so much effort. He’s in control, thrusting hard. She turns on the suction and swirls her tongue along the shaft, but he does most of the work.

His swollen cock shudders on her tongue. She’s sure he’s going to come. Instead, he yanks his erection out of her mouth, just before he succumbs.

“Get on the bed,” he orders. “On your hands and knees.” Every hint of hesitation has fled. He’s a different person.

He strips off his clothing while she assumes the designated position. Rain glances over her shoulder and gives her butt a little shake. She feels the flesh jiggle. Customers like that.

“You want to do it doggy style, darlin’?”

“I want to fuck your ass, whore.”

“That’s fine, too, baby.” Actually, Rain is grateful. Her pussy is still a bit sore. “There’s lubricant on the bedside table.”

“A whore like you shouldn’t need lube,” the client growls. He clambers onto the bed behind her and lands a sharp slap on one cheek. “All the cum seeping out of your holes should be enough to keep you slick.”

Despite his rough words, he does grab the tube and smears a generous dollop over her pucker. Pushing two slippery fingers into her rear channel, he pumps once or twice. That’s all the warm-up he provides, though. 

Removing his fingers, he holds her butt cheeks open and drills his cock into her backside. Rain breathes through the pain. Before long he’s thrusting in a steady rhythm. The hurt subsides, to be replaced by vague pleasure.

Aside from making occasional noises of simulated enjoyment as he reams her, she’s free to let her mind wander. Of course she thinks about Mariel.
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