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~THE MAIDEN AND THE PIT~
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Reader
Advisory

This is a work of
erotic science fiction, and a very rude one at that. Intended
exclusively for an adult audience, it graphically depicts scenes of
a highly sexual nature and situations of peril/horror.

Please click
here for more information or scan the code below.
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Cuntent Check

Cunt Quotient: 13

Fuck Factor: 13

Cock Contingent: 25

[image: tmp_f392b6ececb1063f2bd32dd90a716a34_M_a0Uc_html_m1f56e5cb.png]

Cover imagery by
Celia
McKinley

[image: tmp_f392b6ececb1063f2bd32dd90a716a34_M_a0Uc_html_m1f56e5cb.png]

No part of this book or
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SERIES
NOTE

This is just one
episode of a long-running series that forms a continuous narrative.
If you happen to have stumbled across this book fresh, you’ll have
missed a lot of story and the contents of the book here are not
going to make much sense. The start of the journey is here -

Xenofestation 1-01 -
Amber Alert
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Or for the
bargain-price omnibus edition containing the first six complete
episodes, go here -

Xenofestation Sequence
1 - Principia Germinis
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Have fun checking out
the start of the story, and we’ll meet back here for more
adventures when you’re ready…
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 Entry 1-04/A - The Maiden and the
Pit

Agribond Complex,
Northern Hemisphere, Agrarius, Scolius system

They started before
first dawn, climbing determinedly into the dusty foothills north of
the farmstead. When Scolius-A rose in the east, huge and red, they
looked back and surveyed the farm buildings, the polycarb tubes of
the growing complex, like clusters of huge white worms tinted pink
in the glowering morning light, the crowded landing pad and the
clutter of dwellings, storage barns and workshops, the vista of
Beatriz Ruiz’s world.

As they climbed
the ridge towards the peak, she made Samuel walk in front. She told
him it was because he was the best at pathfinding, but really it
was so she could admire the way his butt filled his shorts, his
slender man’s hips, his powerful thighs, muscles flexing as he
planted his feet and strove towards the summit. The fine downy hair
on his legs… oh.

It was a risk
leaving any skin exposed to sunlight, but the rewards were
so worth it, in Beatriz’s opinion.

In any case, by
the time Scolius-B finally rose in the south-east, blue and small
and angry, they would be under cover, sheltered from the worst of
its fierce ultraviolet glare.

Beatriz was
used to planning around the safe times and the risky times.

For a moment as
she climbed, she allowed herself to imagine Sam’s muscular thighs,
pressing her own bare thighs apart, as he strove towards her
summit.

She took a swig
of water from her flask to cool herself.

The day was
going to be hot.

All days on
Agrarius were hot, of course, but this one was going to be hotter
than usual, because today was the day she would take Samuel
Bycroft’s virginity.

He didn’t know
it yet, of course.

Soon, she told
herself.

Soon.

Beatriz had
arrived on Agrarius while still in her mother’s womb, her parents
apparently considering a new life in the colonies a better
alternative to the shame and criminal records resulting from a
pregnancy they had… well, she hadn’t quite managed to get the whole
story from them, but it sounded like her conception had come about
more in deliberate defiance of the reproduction laws on old Terra
than entirely by accident.

She’d been
rather proud of her parents for that. The idea that they’d been so
determined to have children, to have her, that they’d risk
any sanction, would even leave their comfortable home in Santiago
and move to this dust-bowl planet rather than miss out on the
opportunity of having her.

And perhaps
they’d adapted to their changed circumstances better than she had,
even though she’d known no home other than this collection of
prefab buildings, huddled together in the valley floor where the
moisture collected. They’d certainly never grumbled about their
lot.

Agrarius wasn’t
particularly dangerous anyway, not compared with some colonies.
They’d lucked out there, apparently. If the colony selection
lottery had sent her parents to some jungle world, teeming with a
complex ecosystem of interlocking, frantically competitive
evolution, the word was they were very likely to end up food for
something.

Or worse.

On Agrarius,
the main problem was the dry.

Despite the
dry, they had a successful farm going in the valley floor, growing
plants transplanted from Terran stock, using polytunnels and
condensers to preserve the scarce water supply. Her parents said it
wasn’t that much different from the desert regions on Terra.
Beatriz had no way of knowing; she’d never seen the place.

She’d been the
first birth on the newly-founded colony. The farm was the same age
she was; eighteen standard, thirty-five local.

Most people
still marked time in Terran standard years, a yardstick the older
generation were reluctant to relinquish. But, whichever way you
counted it, Beatriz was old enough to have a baby of her own
now.

She intended to
make a start on that today.

Her parents
would be cross, or at least make a show of being cross. But deep
down they’d understand. After all, hadn’t they had their own child
as an act of individual defiance, a means of making their own way
in life?

Her mother
would be so proud to be a grandmother, to have little voices around
her again, especially since her own dream for more children had
ended. Back on Terra the tiny tumour wouldn’t have cost her womb,
but here on Agrarius the treatment options were more basic, the
diagnosis delayed until it was too late to explore
alternatives.

Beatriz found
it bitterly ironic that back on Terra her mother could have been
restored to full fertility, but not be allowed to take advantage of
it, yet here she could have had as many children as she pleased, if
only she had the equipment.

Her mother had
never once complained about the fickle turn of fate. She professed
herself content simply to have Beatriz.
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Beatriz already knew
her parents approved of Samuel.

He was a good
lad, strong but gentle, practical but caring. He had arrived on
Agrarius five years ago, his family taking up the farm plot in the
next valley to the south. On the narrow side of the farm,
fortunately, only twenty clicks away rather than the three hundred
it would take to reach the place where the rill petered out into
flat land and marked the limit of their claim.

He was a couple
of years older than Beatriz, and unlike her he’d spent his first
dozen on Terra, so he knew about things like overcrowding. And
reproduction laws. It was going to take a bit of work for her to
unpick those deeply-seated convictions he’d brought with him.

She glanced up
the trail towards Sam.

He had drawn a
few paces ahead as they neared the crest of the ridge. She took a
few moments to imagine those tight buttocks of his, naked between
her thighs, imagined her fingers dug into his firm flesh as she
guided him into her for the first time.

Her shorts were
damp, inside, despite the dry outside.

She must be
perspiring from the heat, she told herself coquettishly.

That was
it.

Not anything
else.

Beatriz
smiled.

Her steps
shortened, her bare thighs swishing together as she clamped them
around the point of junction between her legs, and smiled to
herself.

It would be her
virginity too, but for the moment she was more focussed on Sam.

He turned back
to face her from just below the crest of the ridge, as if he had
sensed her eyes on him.

He smiled.

Beatriz smiled
back.

And then, as he
gazed over her head at the valley behind them, she stole a quick
glance at the front of his shorts. At the bulge there.

Aren’t I a
lucky girl?

She’d never
seen it, not properly, not up close, but she had felt it. First,
outside his overalls, and then, later…

The first time
had been by accident, him brushing against her hip as he squeezed
past her in the narrow gap between two autoharvesters. He’d known
what he’d done, tried blushingly to strike up a conversation about
something, anything else. She’d been oblivious, both to his
discomfort and the reason for it.

But then, a
couple of weeks later, they’d been in the queue for a Nine Ugly
Tractors gig. She’d pushed back on him unthinkingly, been surprised
at the bulge that had met her movement, had wriggled on it, not
knowing at first what it was that was hardening against the base of
her spine. How stupid she’d felt afterwards, but she’d not even
realised why Sam had frozen, was holding himself tremblingly
still.

It was only
later, that night, in her room, thinking about him, as she seemed
to be doing more and more, that she’d suddenly understood. And from
that moment she was hooked. Blushingly, haltingly,
hooked.

Not long after
that she had happened to brush up against him again, also by
accident, sort of, and soon her hand was occasionally giving him a
little tweak, just teasingly, as they went about their chores. He’d
not quite known how to deal with that, as she’d steadily got
bolder, more obvious, but he’d not protested and soon he was
finding ways, excuses really, to spend more time with her.

Slowly,
breathlessly, they’d become more physical.

And then, that
night of the harvest festival, it had all suddenly got a lot more
serious.

Sitting with
her legs draped across his lap, just outside the circle of light
from the bonfire, giggling over a shared bottle of hooch, she’d
shifted position and felt something stir… not him but her…
something that had stopped every thought in her head. She’d shifted
again, slowly fretting on him, exploring the feel of it, and he’d
groaned, not pain exactly, but something akin to discomfort, and
the sound had gone right through her in a way she couldn’t
understand or describe and she’d been the one to hold herself
anxiously still.

But then
he had started to move, and she’d moved over him, matching
him, her eyelids drooping in the half-light and… oh.

The first time
she’d come that way was the first time she’d come, and she was so
surprised at her body’s reaction she’d almost cried.

Sam, for his
part, had been transfixed by the occurrence. At first he’d thought
he had broken her, and she supposed in a way he had, but a good
way, broken the seal on something she now wanted to release as
often as she could. But she’d had to reassure Sam she was okay,
that it was okay for him to think of her, to touch her in that
way.

She was still
reassuring him.

Soon she
learned to use her fingers on his body. The first time she sneaked
a hand down the front of his overalls to touch his bare skin he had
popped off in moments. They’d been riding the flat-bed transport
back from a dance, and she’d slipped her hand down and wrapped her
fingers round his shaft. Just that, just held him as the
transporter rocked over the uneven ground, and the stars had
wheeled overhead, and
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