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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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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 5-02/A - Secure Compartment

Harmony Peace Holdings,
Toronto, Ontario, Canada
The room was windowless, the walls bare grey arbofab with no seams or cracks. Madi Dowd couldn’t see any means of ventilation but she knew it must be there because she could feel the gentle flow of mildly-scented air.

There were two unpadded chairs, one bolted to the floor either side of a plain-topped table. On the far side, facing the door, sat the woman Madi had come to interview.

“Chloë Lagarde?” The woman nodded. “I’m Madi. Mind if I call you Chloë?”

A shrug.

Chloë was sitting bolt upright, her expression stony, her lips pressed into a thin line, her hands driven so deep into her lap that her shoulders were stiff with the tension. She was wearing a severe business suit of an obviously high-quality cut, if a little out-of-season.

Madi decided to lead off with an ice-breaker.

“Nice place you've got here.”

Chloë said nothing.

Madi gestured to the stark, unpainted walls.

“Who’s your decorator?”

“It’s a secure compartment,” Chloë replied, either missing the flippancy or choosing to ignore it. “No signal gets in or out. No recording devices allowed, no cameras.”

“Yes, your guard was extremely thorough making sure of that just now,” Madi commented ruefully. “I've had boyfriends I didn't let get that intimate.”

Again Chloë didn’t bite.

“But since you mention recording devices,” Madi continued, “I’m curious. How do you know I don't have implants? Retinal films or something like that?”

Chloë gave a thin smile.

“Trust me. If you had, when you walked through that door your fake retinas would have been blown through the back of your skull in, well, the blink of an eye. So to speak.”

She didn’t seem to find the prospect an unpleasant one to contemplate.

“Wow, you guys don't mess around, do you?” Madi murmured.

“We're a defence company, Miss Dowd. When we say you’re not allowed to bring any surveillance devices in here, we really do mean it.”

“You've come prepared, though,” Madi said. She gestured towards the only other object in the room, a melon-size globe of metal and plastic hovering just above and behind the woman's shoulder.

“A lawyer drone,” Chloë replied, not sparing it a glance herself. “If I say anything it considers crosses the line, it projects a noise-cancelling field to dampen the sound.”

“And what line would that be?”

Chloë put her hands on the table and leaned forward.

“Oh, I expect if I were to say something like I want to take your smug, superc———————-—-——-———————,——-—-pose it would probably step in at some point.”

Madi put her hand up to her ear.

The effect had been very strange. Her eardrums had felt the pressure of sound but she had registered no actual words. She’d got Chloë’s meaning, though, through her body language, and hadn’t liked the intensity with which she’d spoken. Or not spoken, as it turned out.

She decided to tread carefully. Establish her ground.

“You have a human security guard,” she said. “Why not a bot?”

“We find humans are more reliable,” Chloë replied. “Bots don’t experience fear.”

“I’d have thought that’d be a reason why you’d use a bot, surely?”

That thin smile again.

“A fear of consequences, I mean.”

Madi frowned, trying to work that one through. Then it dawned.

“Fear of what you’d do to them if they fail you?” she asked. “Or perhaps to their families?”

Chloë didn’t say anything, but the slight smile remained on her lips, never reaching her eyes. That was all the confirmation Madi needed.

“That sounds like something somebody working for the Syndicate might say,” she murmured.

Chloë’s smile widened, as if Madi had passed some kind of test.

“Some might say the distinction between business and crime is merely a question——-—-———.”

Madi glanced up at the lawyer drone.

“You’re not a member of the Syndicate yourself, are you?” she asked.

“I’d hardly confirm it if I was, would I? And that...” she pointed to the drone, “would hardly let me.”

Somehow Madi had found herself on the back foot. She decided to change tack.

“Just so we’re clear, there’ll be no record of this conversation..?”

“That is what we agreed, isn’t it?” Chloë replied. “An off-the-record chat..?”

“Right. I just need some background.”

“So why don’t you stop wasting time and get on with it already?”

“May I sit down?” Madi said, and sat down on the free chair. “Shall we start with Athena Wrent?”

“Who?”

“I’m speaking to all her business clients.”

“Again, who?”

“Athena Wrent. Sometimes goes by the name of Anthea?”

“Still means nothing to me. Miss Dowd, I have a lot of business relationships, you're going to need to narrow it down a bit.”

“I think perhaps you might remember this one more clearly if I tell you she ran her business out of an apartment in Flagstaff, Arizona...”

The tiny shift in Chloe's expression would have been easy to miss for somebody not actively watching for it. But Madi had very much been watching for it, and seen the tiny twitch even before she added the next phrase, “...as a hure.”

She had to admit Chloë did a good job of hiding her reaction. But not quite good enough.

“I don’t——————,” she said.

“You don’t know her?” Madi filled in. “Is that what you were trying to say? No, I never said you did.”

She glanced up at the floating globe.

What Chloë hadn’t realised was that - from Madi’s perspective - the lawyer drone actually made her job easier. It wouldn’t let Chloë lie. Besides, there was a lot to be read from the interviewee’s body language, and the bot couldn’t intervene on that at all.

So all a good interviewer needed to do was tell the subject something provocative and watch how they reacted. Especially once they relaxed because they thought the drone was doing an effective job of shielding them.

“Maybe you don’t know Athena Wrent,” Madi said. “But your husband does, doesn’t he?”

That landed.

Madi pressed her advantage.

“In fact, over the course of several weeks last year a number of payments were made to Athena Wrent from a joint account the two of you share. For services rendered, one presumes.”

“You’ve accessed our credit records?” Chloë said, incredulous. “Without a warrant?”

“I’m an accredited gossip columnist,” Madi replied. “Empowered to investigate all matters in the public interest. I’d show you my credentials, but your goon confiscated my handpad.”

“Matters in the public interest?” Chloë asked. “Or just matters the public might be interested in?”

Madi ignored that barb.

“You were aware Patrick was doing it, of course,” she said, including the husband’s name and framing it as a statement rather than a question. Tightening the screw. “It being a joint account.”

“It’s not illegal to visit a hure.”

“Never said it was,” Madi countered, noting that Chloë hadn’t actually answered the question. “So when your husband-”

“My ex-husband, actually.”

“Sorry. Ex-husband.”

Madi had known that already, but it didn’t hurt to give an interviewee some point or other to clarify. She’d found it made them more likely to feel the need to clarify other points at the same time. More points than they intended, with any luck.

“So was it something you talked with each other about?” she asked.

Chloë shrugged non-committally.

Madi glanced down.

The woman’s hands were clasped together now, one fist closed tight over the other. Her knuckles were white with the effort of keeping them still.

Madi had interviewed any number of people who weren’t pleased to see her. Most of them had been nervous. But Chloë wasn’t nervous, she realised.

Chloë was angry.

“No, you didn’t talk about it, did you?” Madi said, almost to herself. “Because you didn’t know. That was why you divorced him. When you found out what he was doing.”

Chloë didn’t reply, but the way she didn’t reply answered for her.

“Was it when you found there was money missing from your joint account?” Madi asked quietly.

Chloë’s jaw tightened.

“-———-————-,” she spat.

“That’s a kind offer,” Madi replied. “Maybe later.”

With some effort, Chloë got herself under control.

“Look,” she said, “none of this is illegal, or even particularly interesting. So if you’re looking to rake up some kind of dirt-”

“Relax,” Madi replied, patting the air with open palms. “I'm not here after dirt on you or your husband.”

She gave Chloë a moment to think she’d somehow escaped.

“Though it is a little curious that the last payment to Athena Wrent was authorised with your thumbprint.”

She saw Chloë stiffen.

“So you do know Athena really,” Madi pressed. “Don’t you?” Chloë didn’t reply. Madi waited a heartbeat longer. “Or should I say you know her? In the Biblical sense?”

Chloë twitched. Madi put a tick in an imaginary box marked found you.

“So what was that about?” she continued. “Taking an interest in your husband’s hobbies, were you?”

“Ex-husband,” Chloë replied. “What are you getting at?”

“Nothing. Just trying to get the lie of the land.”

She could see Chloë had noticed the emphasis she’d placed on lie.

She carried on.

“Why did you say you didn’t know her?”

“I didn’t say that. I said I—-———————.”

Madi tried to read Chloë’s expression. She could see only anger there, not deliberate deceit. She decided to gamble that Chloë wasn’t trying to cover up her own involvement in something shady or illegal, but was just an innocent bystander.

Collateral damage.

While she collected her thoughts, Madi reached automatically for a handpad that wasn't there. She hadn't realised until now just how much she relied on it as a prop at least as much as a tool.

But she didn’t need props, not really, just her instincts. And her instincts were tingling.

She decided to go for the big one.

“So anyway, the reason I wanted to talk to you is because I’m doing some background research on a man named Marco Meiselas.” But Chloë was under control again, giving nothing away. “Marco owns the apartment where Athena worked. You know, the one you visited her in? He’s been known to bring a few... ah... special friends there. For special reasons.”

“Miss Dowd,” Chloë replied, “I am very busy at the moment, so if there’s nothing else..?”

There it was, the attempted brush-off. Madi figured she was about thirty seconds away from this interview is at an end.

She decided to go for broke.

“So did your husband - Patrick? – did he ever have a special reason?”

Chloë’s face turned to stone.

“Patrick never went to any of Marco’s parties.”

“No? Something else then?”

Chloë was rising from her seat.

“I’ve done the psychological manipulation training,” she hissed, her voice low and full of vitriol, “so I know why you keep saying your husband. To tie him to me. But I’m not responsible for his actions and I don’t have to account for them.”

She gestured towards the door.

“Thank you for dropping by. This meeting is at an end.”

And there it was.

Madi took her time standing, letting the seconds stretch out.

She placed both hands on the table, palms flat. Leaned forward so her lips were near Chloë’s ear.

“You must have thought your husband was an idiot,” she murmured. “Taking money from the joint account like that.”

Chloë’s face contorted in fury and for moment Madi thought she was going to get thumped. Then she saw something give way inside the woman, the release of some tension. She seemed tired all of a sudden.

“I think he was planning to put it all back before I noticed it was gone,” she replied in a small voice.

“But then things just got away from him?” Madi asked, and nodded sympathetically. “You know, I’ve done a lot of these kinds of investigations, and the thing I wonder sometimes, when somebody - a man - does something like this, is whether secretly they wanted to get caught?”

Something passed across Chloë’s face, an emotion so fleeting Madi couldn’t read it before it was gone. But it wasn’t anger any more.

“We all have secrets in our lives, Miss Dowd.”

“Do we? What's yours?”

Chloë waved an admonishing finger.

Madi couldn’t help noticing the fingernail had been chewed down almost to nothing.

“None of your business,” said Chloë. “I'm in a reserved profession, so I'm not obliged to tell you. This interview was a courtesy, nothing more.”

“And that courtesy is ended?” Madi asked.

She got no answer, merely folded arms and an icy frown.

She reached for the door handle.

Then she turned back.

“Just one thing I can’t work out,” she said. “If he wasn’t taking part in these special events, how on earth did Patrick manage to spend twenty grand on just one session with a hure?”
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Entry 5-02/B - Rapid Access

Station INF3, Lagrange Point 5, Venus orbital shell

“Julie, look! A swimming pool!”

For the average person growing up on Luna, if there was such a thing as an average person on Luna, the idea of owning a swimming pool would have been so outlandishly excessive as to be absurd. Nobody could afford to be so profligate with water that they could have a big tub of it just to swim around in. So naturally it had become de rigeur for the ultra-wealthy to have a pool, even if they never used it, even if they couldn’t swim, just to sit next to and boast about the fact they owned it. If you had a five-metre pool on Luna, you had truly arrived.

Mother Inoue’s pool had been fifty metres long, of course, and Julie and Claire had swum in it all the time, as part of their fitness programme, albeit a programme chiefly geared towards making their organs fit to be harvested when the time came.

The pool they were standing beside now was a lot bigger even than Mother Inoue’s, the largest body of water they had ever seen, maybe a hundred metres long, maybe more, certainly big enough to demonstrate the pronounced curve in the floor caused by the fact it was housed in one of the station’s habitation drums, which slowly rotated around a central hub to generate artificial gravity.

Julie knew that most people found such things disconcerting, because they came from worlds where gravity was caused by mass and where the surface was so big that everything around them was effectively flat. But she and Claire had grown up on Luna, and spent much of their childhood in tumbling gravity tanks to build up their bones and muscles and circulatory systems, so they were used to things being skewed, or curved, and they knew that what the eyes and ears told you wasn’t necessarily to be trusted.

Still, as they got into the pool, Julie using a handy ladder while Claire whooped and dived straight in, it felt weird.

Floating in water in full Terran-equivalent gravity didn’t feel much different to the one-sixth gravity of their pool on Luna, but the water itself behaved entirely differently. For as Claire paddled out from the edge she playfully batted the surface to create splashes that on Luna would have fountained up to the ceiling, yet here they barely rose higher than her head. The water in this pool felt not just heavy but sluggish, intractable.

How did Earth-folk put up with such cloying weight? With all those oceans they had to swim about in, she’d always assumed they would spend all their free time weightless in the water, but perhaps not if it was as dull as this.

Or maybe they just didn’t realise. Maybe the world you grew up in shaped the limits of your horizon. Julie made a mental note to ask that convict woman Gia. With her height, she’d probably grown up in low gravity too.

The technician - Diane - had offered both girls floats, but as experienced swimmers neither had needed them. She’d offered them swimsuits too, but as experienced alien-fuckers - or aspirants to alien-fucking at least - they’d made their own arrangements there too.

Claire was sporting an elaborate skirted sailor suit of appropriately nautical blue and white stripes, which Julie had to admit set exactly the right tone for a seabeast seafucking. Julie herself had gone a different way, choosing a snug-fitting one-piece black swimsuit cut high on her hips, strong and stretchy but wispy thin to allow for easy manipulation of her nipples if the alien so desired. Or it would have allowed it if she hadn’t been obliged to wear a medcorset beneath the swimsuit, which both dulled the sensation and ruined the line.

However, when it came to the most important zone of accessibility, Julie hoped her preparations would prove a little more fruitful. For while Claire had worn her habitual antique cotton panties, Julie had applied some careful forethought and furnished her swimsuit with a handy pop-crotch. With luck Julie would get to see her clone-mate’s face when she stole a valuable head-start at the point of penetration.

“So what do you think it’s going to be?” Claire asked, paddling in little circles around Julie as she trod water, her antique costume billowing around her.
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