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​ Author's
Foreword

This book contains adult content – and it
crosses various boundaries even for that. If you are too young to
be reading depictions of sexual activity or have limited tolerance
for such content, including activities that are, well, not
‘vanilla,’ let us say, perhaps you should look elsewhere. On the
other hand, if you consider yourself to be open-minded, well, let’s
see... There is nothing here that hasn’t been done before, after
all...

As I have indicated before, my characters are
what they are, and they speak for themselves, not for me. Don't
assume that because one of them presents an attitude that you find
offensive, or whatever, that I'm providing you with MY opinions –
look around and you'll see another character with a differing
viewpoint.

*-*-*-*-*-*

A special thank you to Tomken, who pitched in
and edited this work in the face of his own personal
tragedy...

 


Enjoy!

T. H. B.

*-*-*-*-*-*
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​ Chapter
1

 


There were five of us -- all of the
independent traders in port -- and fifteen or so of them. Rich
bitches, from some uppity college in the U. S. on a field trip to
the wilds of Marsopolis. The U. S. Ambassador to the Martian Union
waved us into the room and stood there wringing his hands; if I'd
been him, I'd have been doing it, too, given the potential
fallout.

There had been a surprise meteor shower the
previous day, and Marsopolis' Dome Two had taken a couple of hits
and lost a couple of panels, right next to each other, which meant
that the fail-safes failed. That was the spaceport side of the
city, and the port had taken a couple of hits, too, but they were
over at the passenger terminal, so freighters were spared – but the
passenger liner Sir Isaac Newton was in port and it took a licking.
It wasn't going anywhere for a while. As a result, there was an
official state of emergency, which meant that non-residents needed
to leave – but facilities were limited...

One look was all it took to realize that this
bunch was a hot potato that the ambassador wanted to be able to
hand off and stop juggling – BAD!

My illustrious colleagues made a beeline for
the hot-looking ones and started chatting them up -- and the
results weren't impressive, because we were all a little scruffy.
Marsopolis isn't known for its bathing facilities, and the last day
or so hadn't helped things. But the ambassador waded
in...

I didn't bother with the decorative shit --
they were a waste of time, I figured. There was a short, plump
blonde on the fringes -- well turned-out, and definitely the
recipient of some effort to optimize her looks, but still not Grade
'A'. I marched right up to her and said, "I'm looking for a sure
thing, Honey -- are you a sure thing?"

Big, glazed blue eyes stared back at me from a
vacant face; I got, "Wh-what?"

'Vacuum-skull...' I immediately characterized
her in my head. 'I should have known...' She WAS
blonde...

The husky brunette next to her was a LOT
quicker on the uptake. "Can we talk?" she asked.

I eyed her. She was bigger than the blonde,
but more thick than round. The hooters weren't bad... "Sure
Honey..."

"Wait here, Shelley." The brunette beckoned me
away a few feet and said, "Something is up. I can understand
wanting to send us home, but there is something he's not telling
us..." She picked up the ambassador with her eyes.

"Okay..." My estimate of this particular piece
of fluff went up a notch. "You want it straight?"

"Please?"

"Each of you signed a waiver that says if for
any reason Marsopolis' environment is unable to support you, you
will accept responsibility for your own welfare and release the
Union of responsibility. Dome Two took those meteor strikes
yesterday, and the city lost a bigass chunk of its air supply --
and despite drills designed to make it second nature for everyone
to hop into suits and make repair teams thoroughly proficient in
repairing just about anything in jig time, they had to pump air
into the dome and out through the holes to be sucked away by Mars
for WAY longer than they were supposed to in order to save the vast
majority of the residents. Have you noticed that the air is kind of
thin today?"

"Uh huh." She nodded, wide-eyed.

"Partial pressure is probably eighty-five
percent of normal. It's going to be a month before THAT is fixed,
IF the scrubbers and regenerators work the way they're supposed to.
So, it's an official emergency. You're on your own. The expectation
is that either you will negotiate a ride out with one of us, or you
will wander to the nearest airlock and see how long you can breathe
the local stuff outside the domes -- which won't be long. The
government will sadly inform your folks that you were a victim of
the initial rupture and died instantly so they won't fuss too much,
and they'll bag you up and maybe expose your body to vacuum on the
way home so you look like you got caught up in explosive
decompression."

"Oh, shit..." the brunette husked, then, "What
do YOU want?"

I snorted. "Come on, Honey -- you know
already. But I'll give you a little background. Those sharks over
there can maybe take two of you apiece. They'll burn reaction mass
-- which is fantastically expensive on Mars, even if it's fairly
cheap on Earth -- and rush them home before the scrubbers on their
hunks of junk give out and kill them AND their passengers -- and
they'll hold up Mommy and Daddy for a fantastic sum for their
daughters' rescue. AND they'll try to put the moves on one or both
of their selected pieces of fluff in transit. If the target squawks
TOO much about it, he'll see to it that she has an unfortunate
encounter with vacuum. Space is dangerous, you know?" I grinned
evilly.

The brunette cocked her head.
"Okaaay..."

"I see that I'm in the right market -- you've
got a brain in there, I think. I keep my ship in prime shape, so
I'll take three of you, if I can find three with the sense to
bother. And I won't charge Mommy and Daddy any more than the Sir
Isaac Newton WOULD have charged if her propellant tanks weren't
holed and oozing a little leftover water vapor, but otherwise
empty. But I'm going via Ganymede and Ceres and it's going to take
four times as long. If you sign on with me, you're going to work
your passage. You're going to cook and clean and lug my shit and
follow me like ducks in port -- and you're gonna do what I say when
I say it and no back talk because I'll have my reasons and
maintaining your health will probably be in there
somewhere."

She stood there, nodding, looking at the far
wall. "And?"

"And if I pick a hole to stick my dick in,
you'll present it and try to enjoy the whole thing. It's part of
your fare. When you get home, if anyone asks, you got a little
bored and a little romantic and I wasn't such a bad sort..." I
waved at the sharks circling the hot stuff. "I'm being up-front
about it. All you have to do is say no. They're going to find out
the hard way, but I'm being as honest as I know how,
here."

"Mmmmph," the brunette grunted. "Let me talk
to Shelley."

"She doesn't seem to be the brightest bulb in
the circuit," I opined.

"Yeah. I have to take care of her. Well, I
don't HAVE to, maybe, but..."

"She'll be your problem," I
admonished.

"Right." After a minute, she added, "Mister?
If the numbers are what you say they are, there are going to be
four of us left over..."

"I looked her in the eye and nodded. "Yup.
MAYBE the ambassador has enough pull to keep them
breathing..."

She nodded and went off to collect her porky
girlfriend.

She didn't even leave me out of the
conversation – she brought Shelley back over near me and said,
“We're in big trouble, Honey. The ambassador isn't leveling with
us. We've only got a couple of options.” She waved at me. “This
is...”

“Doc. Doc Tolliver. CAPTAIN Doc
Tolliver,” I supplied.

“... Captain Tolliver. He's going
to help us. What do you think?”

Shelley eyed me. “I dunno.” She
shrugged.

“He's kind of got that Han Solo
thing going, don't you think? Rakishly handsome?”

Shelley cocked her head, eyeing me. “Maybe,
why?”

The brunette gave a little grimace. “Tell him
you suck cock, Shelley. I want you to get used to the idea, because
you're gonna suck his.”

Shelley looked at her girlfriend owlishly.
“Why?”

“Because if we don't leave Mars,
we're going to end up dead, real soon. Captain Tolliver has offered
to take us – but he'll be looking for a certain amount of
gratitude. Frankly, even after five minutes with him, I'd MUCH
prefer fucking him to dying.”

“Oh.” Shelley blinked a couple of
times, turned to me, put on a bright smile and said, “I LOVE to
suck cocks!”

“Ooookaaay...” I have to admit
that I was a little taken aback. To cover things, I turned to the
brunette. “What's your name, Honey?”

“Marty. Well, Martina.”

“Well, Marty – any suggestions as
to who I should approach to be my third passenger?”

“Cecily.” She pointed at a black
girl. I'd never really messed with any black girls – it just didn't
happen. This one seemed to be the type who led with her chin – the
hands on her hips 'What the fuck do you think you're doing?'
type.

“She looks to be trouble,” I
declared.

“Yeah, well, it's all about how
you handle it,” Marty replied. “Let me go talk to her for a
minute.” She headed off.

I heard the first of it – Cecily picked Marty
up with her eyes and said, “What the fuck, Marty? I'm getting
greasy just standing here close to this bunch! Something ain't
right...” Marty pulled her in at that point. After a moment, I
watched Cecily's eyes pop and her mouth open – but Marty tugged her
back into the huddle and kept talking. Pretty soon after that,
Cecily's eyes tracked to me and locked on. I was watching her while
Shelley slid up on my right and asked, “Are you really going to
want me to suck you?”

“I'm going to fuck you, too.
Regularly. For maybe three or four months,” I declared without even
looking at her.

“Well... I guess that's okay. So,
you'll be, like, my boyfriend?”

“Owner, more like.”

“Huh.”

At that point, I HAD to break my eye lock with
Cecily – curiosity had gotten the better of me. Shelley seemed to
be thinking about the whole thing. I watched her cock her head this
way and that a couple of times, frowning in perplexity before
venturing, “I guess maybe that's not so bad.”

Frankly, I was nonplussed...

When I looked back, Marty and Cecily were
approaching. “Is she telling the truth?” Cecily
demanded.

“If she told you what I told her,
then yes,” I replied. “I didn't hear anything she said, so I'm only
guessing.”

Cecily lowered her voice. “Are we dead meat if
we stay?”

I shrugged. “Things are tight. The emergency
order went out. I have to leave, too – I'm not a resident. Oh, I
could stay in my ship, but dock fees would eat me up for no good
reason. The ambassador MIGHT get a couple of you off the hook – but
fifteen? Uh uh. You can roll the dice if you like.”

“I hear if we ship with you we'll
be slave labor.”

“More or less.”

“Daddy wouldn't like
that.”

“Don't tell Daddy.” I eyed her.
“You're welcome to roll the dice, Honey. Your girlfriend put in a
good word for you. Personally, you look like the shrill, bitchy
type to me. If you get shrill and bitchy with me, I'm gonna bust
you in the mouth. Bear THAT in mind while you weigh your
options.”

“Hey! I don't have to take that
kind of shit!”

“No, you don't...” I crossed my
arms and grinned nastily at her. “The difference between me and
them is – among other things – that we're going to have an
understanding before you ever enter my vessel. How stupid are you?
How stupid are they?” Two or three of the others apparently had
allowed themselves to be wheedled into casting their lot with one
of my, um, distinguished colleagues... “As it is, the ambassador is
going to have probably four of you on his hands – and they'll
likely go home in body bags. Once your girlfriends are in open
space, their perception of their situation is likely to come into
congruence with the reality at some point. If they get too het up
about it, they're likely to have an accident and NEVER get home,
even as a dead body! Several of them look uppity and stupid enough
to threaten one of my fellow captains with the consequences of his
actions...” I was watching Pete Sherman schmooze a blonde and a
redhead – and I could tell by the look on his face that he was
already setting up his exit strategy.

Cecily looked truculent. “Okay, suppose you
tell me how it's going down?”

“With me?”

“Worst case.”

“Okay...” I shrugged. “Worst case.
Maybe a day out, at least one of those guys is going to put the
moves on one of your girlfriends. Now, she can roll over and let it
happen, or she can get stupid. We'll say she gets stupid and he
knocks her around some and fucks her, anyway, against her will. Now
let's say she lives through the encounter, but starts spouting shit
like, 'My daddy is so-and-so and when he finds out what you did to
me...' You fill in the blank. None of these guys is going to take
that well. There are a couple of possible outcomes, here, but it's
all about timing. Some of the guys are hot-tempered – and it's
likely that her threats will leave her worse off than if she'd
stayed here, because breathing vacuum is even harder than breathing
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