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George and Mike decide they don't like getting old

	 


“You comin’, Mike?”

	“Yeah, yeah. Hold your horses, George.” Since turning one hundred and twenty-five, I’ve found my fingers just don’t function as they used to. After fumbling the buttons on my shirt three times, I decided to switch to a t-shirt. Those are more comfortable anyway. It annoys me that George doesn’t seem to have the same problem.

	George chuckled. “No problem, Mike. There’ll be another tube in about ten minutes.” Our retirement community’s ZipTube station was oddly never very busy. It was a five minute ride to the station at the central hub that branches out to various points in the village. Some people, but certainly not me, actually prefer to walk to the village. They like the exercise, they say.

	The ZipTube to the village is free. But if you want to visit other villages or cities, or even the beach or the mountains, you have to buy a ticket. Most people don’t have the five thousand credits to go anywhere.

	“There you are,” chuckled George when I stepped out of my apartment.

	I frowned at George. “Unlike you, I’ve kinda slowed down in the last few years. I’ll tell ya, it sucks getting old. It’s the twenty second century. You’d think they’d cured getting old by now.”

	As we took our seats in the empty ZipTube car, George grinned at me. “They have. You’re just too cheap to do it.”

	I grunted. “Do you have an extra three hundred thousand credits laying around? Yeah, sure. You’re eighteen again and healthy. But you’re a girl. Who wants that?”

	George frowned. “They still haven’t worked that one kink out of the system?”

	I shook my head. “Not only are you a girl, but most people don’t have those kind of credits so they wind up as indentured servants for what? Ten? Fifteen years? And then what?”

	George shrugged. “At least you get to keep your certificates.”

	“Bah!” I shook my head. "On my hundred and tenth birthday, I actually checked with my company where I was a pilot for forty years, about that. Even though you have all your certs and training, after regen, you’re a different person and they expect you to re-certify. That’s another twenty thousand credits.”

	George looked surprised. “I didn’t know that. I drove haulers.”

	I frowned. “I bet they have the same rules.”

	Our ZipTube ride floated to a stop and we both got out. 

	George sighed. “What can you do? At our age, booster spice is no longer effective. It’s either regen or protein reclamation.”

	It wasn’t far, so we walked to the edge of the village. It was a bright, sunny day with the temps in the low twenties. It was nice to get out of those soulless apartments. A buggy pulled beside us wanting to give us a ride to the restaurant district. We waved it off. We wanted to check out some stores first.

	After about twenty minutes of walking, George pointed out a store front we’d never seen before. It was a Mars recruitment center.

	George said, “Let’s check this out. I’ve always wanted to visit Mars.”

	I frowned and said, “This is a worker’s recruitment center, not a travel bureau.” But George went inside anyway. I followed him in.

	A well dressed employee looked up and smiled as we entered the building, “Welcome to the Mars recruitment center. How may I help you gentlemen?”

	George tapped a poster on the wall and asked, “What kind of Mars vacation packages do you have?”

	Continuing to smile, the employee said, “Sir, we don’t have vacation plans here. We recruit new miners, construction workers and such.”

	I was drawn to one of the recruitment posters that pictures a big titted young woman with long blonde hair. I pointed at the poster and chuckled. “Are these the kinds of miners you’re recruiting?”

	Smiling pleasantly, the employee said, “No. Not for mining or construction. We recruit young women to go to Mars to comfort the men working there.”

	I narrowed my eyes at the young salesman. “Comfort?”

	The man shrugged. “Well yeah. It’s lonely out in space.”

	George turned away from the poster he was looking at and asked, “So you’re recruiting women for wives? So they can have families?”

	The young man smiled, his patience starting to wan. He said as he shook his head. “No. Mars ain’t the kind of place to raise a kid.”

	I nodded. “Yeah. It’s cold as hell.”

	George stroked his chin. “I’m curious. How do you entice women to go to such a harsh environment to basically be whores?”

	The salesman winced at the word “whore.” He said, “We prefer to use the term, Comfort Women. The women sign a five year, Earth year, contract to remain on Mars and provide for the needs of the man they’re assigned to. The mining company, Mars A-TAKS, pays for the trip there and back and they receive a very generous package. They won’t need any money while on Mars so all their pay goes into an escrow account for their return to Earth. You’d be surprised how many women find this as an attractive solution to their financial or personal problems.”

	I raised my eyebrows. “I bet. Where on Mars are they doing this?”

	The salesman replied, “Mariner Valley. They’re building a processing plant for Port Lowell. It’s all part of the Barsoom Project.”

	George laughed. “Well hell, man. Sounds like you guys could use an experienced pilot and a hauler jockey.”

	The salesman grinned. “I don’t doubt it. But I have to tell you guys. Your age is a barrier. Not only are you past retirement age, but in all honesty, all those months in a cryo-box would probably kill you.”

	George nodded. “That’s probably true.”

	I kept looking at the big titted blonde on the poster in front of me. “Too bad we can’t afford a regen. I’d hate to be a girl, but I’ve heard those companies on Mars aren’t quite so picky about certs.”

	The salesman grinned at me. “The company will pay for your regen as long as you sign the five year agreement. After that, you can do whatever you want. You’ll have a shit ton of credits in escrow by then.” He looked back and forth from George and me and grinned.

	I looked over at George and chuckled. “What do you think, George? Want to start again?”

	George shrugged and stuck his hands in his pockets. “I dunno, Mike. I’ve never run into anyone who’s come back from Mars. Not to mention being stuck as a chick.”

	I frowned. “True. That sucks. But with all those credits, does it really matter. I’m already getting calls from the Protein Reclamation Center. Final processing doesn’t really appeal to me.” I looked over at George. “I’m going to do it. You with me?”

	George bit his lip. “I dunno…” Suddenly he heaved a heavy sigh. “Damn, Mike. Everyone I know is now excess protein. Fuck it. Let’s do it.”

	The salesman grinned from ear-to-ear. He pulled out some papers. “Gentlemen. I’ll just need your ID numbers and signatures. I’ve already dispatched a van to take you to our regen facility. Congratulations. I hear Port Lowell is beautiful this time of year. Oh, wait. It’ll be nine months before you arrive. Enjoy.”

	Ten minutes later an areo-van touched down outside the store. A man exited and then escorted us into the van and made sure we were buckled in. Two hours later, we landed at a complex of buildings at the north hemisphere space port. A sign outside the buildings was labeled MARS A-TAKS. As soon as we landed, we were whisked inside.

	A woman directed that we both lie down couches in a stark, blindingly bright white, windowless room.

	The woman said, “Welcome, gentlemen. I need you to strip completely. I’m going to give each of you an injection to prep you for the regen process. You will be unconscious for the entirety of the regen process. You will then be taken directly to your cryo-boxes. When you awake, you’ll be on Mars and a new person.”

	She then walked up to George and using a powered injector, shot a chemical into his arm. It must have hurt as he winced. As the woman approached me, I asked, “That’s a large load. Is that really necessary?”

	She smiled patiently at me and said, “Yes.” She then injected me. And holy hell, did it hurt. But just momentarily. I looked over at George and he was already out like a light.

	I could feel my mind start to drift away. Not sure why, but I tried to fight the effects of the drug. It was too strong. 

	Just before I went completely out, two men with gurneys came into the room. The woman had left.

	As they moved George over to a gurney, one of the men said, “Can you believe these two jokers? They actually signed up to be stupid whores on Mars. What schmucks.”

	The other guy said, “I know I’m new here, but don’t they get a ton of credits after their five year contract?”

	The other man laughed. “You are new, aren’t you? Life expectancy for a Martian whore is four years.” They both laughed and then nothing.

	*          *          *

	It seemed like I was at the bottom of a deep well. I heard voices and odd sounds that seemed far away. My eyes were closed, but I started to perceive a little bit of light. I felt cold. Nothing about me seemed quite right. My whole body tingled like when your foot goes to sleep.

	As my vision began to clear, I felt something poke my arm. I turned and saw a woman dressed as a nurse injecting something into my arm. A moment later, she shone a pencil flashlight into my eyes and then wrote something down. She turned to someone I couldn’t see and said, “This one’s good.” She then moved out from my sight.

	I rolled to my side and sat up on one elbow. I felt an odd shift of weight on my chest and dark brown hair slid across my eyes. I was lying on a mat on the floor. Women all around me were either sitting up like me or trying to stand on wobbly legs. Except for medical people, everyone was dressed the same I was in a dark blue and black form fitting outfit.

	Shaking the cobwebs out of my head, I rose slowly to my feet. I still felt a bit dizzy but that was clearing quickly. I looked around slowly trying to spot George. I frowned. What the hell would an eighteen year old female George even look like? There was one girl who hadn’t moved yet, still lying on the floor.

	There were quite a few women standing around looking confused. I didn’t bother to count, but it seemed to be over twenty. Most were teen girls though there were several women in their late twenties and early thirties. When I thought about it, someone that age who was already female wouldn’t need a regen. I wondered how many of the teens used to be men like George and me.

	The nurse or whatever she was who had tended me when I woke up was talking to what appeared to be a senior medical staff. She was studying a pad computer. The nurse said, “We have one deceased regen. With the three cryo failures, brings a total loss to four, captain.”

	The captain didn’t look up from her pad as she nodded. “Thank you, lieutenant. That’s well within acceptable loss.” She looked around the room. “Looks like a good trip this time.”

	Another woman stepped into this recovery room. She was dressed in the blue and red coveralls of the company MARS A-TAKS. She smiled as she looked around the room. She said, “Ladies! Ladies. Please follow me to Orientation.”

	Still looking confused, everyone exited the room and followed the woman single file down the hall.

	We were led into a large, brightly lit room with several rows of long tables with chairs. A large display screen was on the wall at the front of the room. A rather gruff looking woman in company coveralls stood at the front of the room. She was flanked by two younger women dressed the same.

	As the woman looked around at us coming in, she said in a raised voice, “Girls. Please find a seat quickly so we can get started.”

	Everyone quickly pulled a chair away from the tables. I’m not sure if anyone but me noticed the door we entered from was not just closed but bolted.

	The woman obviously in charge of the meeting started to pace back and forth. Sternly, she said, “Girls, the first order of business here is to make clear your situation. The moment you signed the agreement, you surrendered all rights and privileges. For the next five years, you are exclusive property of the corporation. You have no say in the duties we assign you. This was all clearly spelled out on the contract.”

	I found this appalling actually. I blurted out, “Ma’am, I had the contract in my hands for maybe fifteen seconds. I didn’t have a chance to read it.” Several teens nodded in agreement.

	The woman frowned at me. “And yet you signed it. Sorry, but not reading the contract is on you. We spent a lot of credits on you. We own you. 

	“The second item to understand is that pregnancy is not allowed. You can’t use getting pregnant as out from your contract. You are given a shot every six months, in fact you just got one before you came in here, that stops your menstrual cycle. You will get a reminder when your next shot is due. However, should you become pregnant, you will forfeit all credits and be sent back to earth on the next ore ship. Depending on orbits, that could take ten to eighteen months. And then, you’re on your own.

	“The life of a miner or construction worker on Mars is tough, mentally and physically. The men need not only a release, but a caring hand as well. Whether you read the contract or not, I’m sure everyone here walked into signing up to be a comfort girl did so with their eyes wide open. You’re here to have sex. That’s not all, but really, that’s why you’re here.”

	Actually, I was taken aback by that. Yeah, intellectually, I understood what the salesman was saying when he mentioned comfort girls. Maybe I didn’t want to believe him. I was staring at eternity and quite frankly I was in no mood to return my protein. So am I excited about having sex with men? Fuck no.

	The woman continued. “Keeping your assigned man satisfied is your primary duty as a comfort girl. But that’s not all. You’ll be required to provide your man with a hot, nutritious meal when he gets back to his cube after fourteen hours of grueling work. And while he’s at work, you’re expected to also keep his cube clean and orderly and wash his clothes.” 

	She paused and grinned. “Ah, I heard those little wheels spinning in some of your heads. ‘I didn’t sign up to be a house maid! It’s bad enough to fuck some asshole!’ Admit it. You’re thinking that. Well, please re-read section 13-C in your contract. While I know you will enjoy the sex. You wouldn’t have signed up to be a comfort girl otherwise, here’s a short video presentation I need for you all to watch.”

	The screen on the wall lit up and the corporate logo suddenly filled the screen. The logo was replaced by the image of a very beautiful, smiling young woman. She said brightly, “Hello! I’m Jennifer-479Z4 and I want to talk to you about being a comfort girl. It’s the best job you’ll ever hate. No! Really. 

	“I know it sounds like drudge work to have sex with the same man every day, prepare his meals and do his laundry. You might as well be married! Am I right? But it’s much better. MARS A-TAKS doesn’t want you to do something silly like fall in love with your man. That’s why you get rotated every ninety days! Just try that with a husband!

	“And check this out! Being a comfort girl isn’t just about having sex and housework. Your man is away from his cube for over fourteen hours every day. No weekends off! After sex and housework, you’ll have twelve to thirteen hours all to yourself. Maybe more! You can use that for sleeping of course. Or you can visit the comfort girl clubhouse! Seriously! There’s a wonderful spa at the clubhouse. There’s an Olympic size pool. A hair salon and a make-up studio. You can sign up for classes for all kinds of things like cooking, sexual techniques, make-up, and fashion. Or you can shop at the beautiful Modern Martian Mall! And don’t forget about a relaxing game of tennis at the clubhouse. You haven’t really played tennis until you’ve played it in thirty-eight percent less gravity! The clubhouse has everything you need to keep your man happy and to keep you beautiful. The corporation demands you stay gorgeous and fit for your man. Just check out section 15-B in your contract!

	“So welcome to Mars, girls! Get ready to have the time of your life!” She smiled as the screen went blank.

	The woman smiled at us which was not a pleasant look on her. She said, “There you have it in a nutshell. You girls get a week to get used to this place before you’re assigned a man. Get to know each other. Visit the clubhouse. Take one of the many tours. Any questions?”

	A girl raised her hand and asked, “Why do you need so many of us? Are you always adding new workmen?”

	The woman forced a smile and said, “Good question. You have to remember that, even though we have strict rules against harming or killing a comfort girl, accidents do happen.”

	Another girl raised her hand and asked, “Are we involved with the men at the other construction site on Mars?”

	The woman shook her head. “We have nothing to do with the UAC. They’re a weapons developer and doing teleportation experiments. I doubt they’ll ever get that to work. If there are no further questions, Holly-50009D4 will assign you all your new names. After that, you’ll be taken to a private room at the luxurious Martian Marriott. Holly?”

	A very pretty girl, looking around nineteen stepped up front of the room. If I had to guess, she’d probably had done a second regen. No one that I’m aware of has ever lived past three.

	Smiling, Holly said, “Hello. I’m Holly. Everyone who comes to work as a comfort girl gets assigned a new name. I’ll get you a tag to wear so you don’t have to remember all those silly numbers.”

	I got my new name after waiting for about twenty minutes. I admit I like my new name of Melissa-1123009B. I finally found George. I was shocked at what a cute little hottie he’d become. His new name was Toni-333GH5.

	When I finally caught up with him, he seemed bothered by something. I’m sure it’s just from all the excitement, but he couldn’t remember anything about driving haulers. Come to think of it. I don’t remember much about being a pilot.

	It’s probably nothing.

	*          *          *

	“Mike,” said the now incredibly young and cute former George named Toni as we stepped on the moving sidewalk to take us the clubhouse. “It’s not like there’s no warning. I’ve read more than one article about how some brain cells go missing during a regen. However, something seems to be very wrong here.”

	I nodded. “I agree, Geo…er um Toni.” I said, trying to use her new name. “I was a pilot for pretty much forty years or better but damn am I not a little foggy on that.”

	Toni shrugged. “Same for me on being a hauler jockey. But there’s a bigger lapse that makes me think we were lied to.”

	“I think I know what you’re about to say,” I acknowledged. “There was no contract on that paper we signed. At least none of those section this or section that.”

	Nodding, Toni exclaimed, “Exactly! I thought I was losing my mind, but all the agreement said was, “I agree to be a Mars A-TAKKS Comfort Woman for five years or until regen debt has been repaid. Sigh here! That was it Mike… er… Melissa.”

	I studied Toni’s face for a moment. “I hate to say it, but I think we’ve been duped. But despite not actually having a contract, we’re kinda committed anyway. We did agree to be comfort women.”

	Frowning, Toni said, “I should never have let you talk me into going to that recruiter.”

	“What?” I exclaimed. “I followed you!”

	Toni scowled at me. “I thought I was booking a vacation.”

	I laughed. “The store rep even told you they were a recruitment center.”

	Toni shook her head. “Well, it’s all water under the bridge anyway. But besides not remembering, There’s something else bothering me.”

	“And what’s that?” I asked. “I think this is where we get off.” There was a large sign that read ‘Comfort Girl Mall & Spa’.

	Toni narrowed her eyes at me. “I have a sudden craving for cock. I never had an interest in a penis before.”

	I shrugged. “It could be that you’re missing it already. But I’m kinda feeling it too,”

	As we stepped off the moving sidewalk, one thing struck me. Especially after the conversation with Toni. There were no men around. Only a handful of young women and even fewer older women.

	Toni folded her arms and glared at a sign. “The spa is closed. I was looking forward to that.

	One of the women walking by laughed. “It’s always closed. You’ll have better luck getting ice cream at the McDonald’s.

	As we walked down the mall’s hallway, it both fascinated as well as scared me to see windows with views of the Martian landscape.

	A woman standing outside of the storefronts looked at us. “Good morning, ladies. New to Mars?”

	Toni said, “We just arrived.”

	The woman chuckled. “I could tell… because you’re still smiling. I’m guessing you used to be men? Would either of you be interested in signing up for make-up lessons? They’re free. Compliments of the company.”

	“Maybe later,” I said. “I think we just want to look around to see what’s what.”

	The woman smiled. “Sign up anytime. The mall never closes. Except for the spa. Anyway, welcome to Mars.”

	I walked over to one of the expansive windows looking out on the surface of Mars with its deep, purplish blue sky and dry ice clouds. “I hope these windows are stout. Remember that decompression accident a few years back. That was at Hypatia Base I believe.”

	Toni rapped her knuckles on the polycarbonate window. “Yeah, that would most definitely suck.”

	As we stood by the window looking out, a pair of men in orange uniforms approached us. I couldn’t tell if they were military or police or if there was any difference. They both carried batons as well as side arms and wore dark glasses. They were the first men we’d seen since our arrival. I felt a sudden, immediate attraction to both.

	One of the men frowned at us and pointed his baton at us. “You girls need to stay clear of these windows. You know the rules.”

	Toni turned to face them. “Sorry. We just got here today.”

	The man who spoke growled, “Ignorance is no excuse!”

	The other man grinned. “Hey Slan. What do you say we take these two into custody for a good fucking as punishment?”

	Slan laughed. “That’s not a bad idea.” He poked me in the chest with his baton. “But they’d probably enjoy it too much.”

	The other man grinned. “Look at them. They’re practically drooling at us. Noob comfort girls are the best fucks, man.”

	Slan agreed. “They’re not just willing. They’re anxious.”

	Slan was right. I suddenly found myself consumed with desire to have sex with these men. What have they done to us? A few of my old co-workers became regen females and they weren’t this way.

	Another man in uniform approached. He looked pissed. He said, “Hey you two. Get away from those females. Don’t you see their V tags? Upper management haven’t used them yet.”

	Slan shrugged. “Captain. We just wanted a little fun is all. Look at them. They’re practically begging for it.”

	Toni said, “Hey, we were just minding our own business and admiring the view.” It wasn’t really much of a view, but neither of us had ever been this close to the Martian surface.

	The captain angrily stepped up to Toni and slapped her hard across the face. “Silence, bitch! No one spoke to you. I’m sure you’ve been informed to stay clear of these windows. I need to talk to the intake supervisor if you weren’t informed of the rules. Now clear the area!”

	Toni was crying. I touched her arm and said into her ear, “Let’s get away from here.”

	As we walked away, I heard the captain shouting, “Slan. I’m warning you. You get one more reprimand and you’ll go to regen and join those bitches. Understood?” We couldn’t hear the rest of the exchange.

	I hugged Toni to try to comfort her. “What the hell have we gotten ourselves into?”

	*          *          *

	“Hey girls.”

	I looked over in the direction of the voice. It was a woman standing in the entrance of a restaurant. “Come over here for a second.”

	I looked over at Toni and she just shrugged. I took her hand and walked over to the woman. 

	She smiled at us. “New to Mars?”

	I nodded. “Just defrosted,” I said, referring to just being revived from a cryo-freeze.

	The woman nodded. “I thought so. They must have been in a hurry if they didn’t run down a few basic rules for the mall here.”

	Toni frowned. “Yeah. They told us nothing.”

	The woman nodded again as she folded her arms. “That happens. You’ll get a pamphlet later when you check into your room. But I’ll clue you in on two major rules. You’ve already encountered them.” She lifted one finger. “One, they really do insist you stay behind that red line in front of the windows. Why if the windows are indestructible? Well, the seals can be easily broken. You’d think they’d come up with a different seal, right? Now, at any loss of pressure, the doors all seal automatically. However, if you’re on the wrong side of the door…” She shrugged. “It’s a one way trip to protein reclamation. But don’t worry. It’s not like it happens every day.”

	Toni looked over at me with a frown. “Did the salesman mention any of this?”

	The woman chuckled. “Yeah, they really do need to shut down those recruitment centers. Be thankful you didn’t enter a Ganymede recruitment center. Those mines are a hell hole.”

	Puzzled, I said, “I thought it was all automated there.”

	The woman grinned. “Someone has to run the machines. And those men get lonely too.” She extended her hand towards us. “By the way… My name is Doris-341000AZ. But you can call me Dee.”

	After Toni and I introduced ourselves, Dee continued, “The second important thing you need to be aware of is really, the most basic rule. You don’t challenge men. If a man tells you to do something, you do it. We are subservient. And there’s no point in complaining about that. The men are under strict rules from management not to abuse that. But it still happens. While men are seldom punished here, all the whores in the whorehouse one deck down are former men who pissed off management once too often.”

	I shook my head. “Sounds like a fun place. While not a lot of news about Mars reaches Earth, you don’t hear anything about this shit. No news. No drama shows. If anything, Mars is shown as a great vacation get-away.”

	Dee chuckled. “The tourist business is booming on Mars. You won’t find any tourists anywhere near the mines. I’m sure you’ve heard of Martian Gardens.”

	“Oh yeah,” I said. “That park where they tried to recreate the conditions on Mars a few million years ago.”

	Dee grinned. “Yeah. Big tourist hit.” She paused and studied us for a moment. “I see you still have your V tags. Management tries to take care of that pretty quick.”

	I looked down at my front and saw the yellow V pinned to my uniform. “Yeah. That officer mentioned that. What do they mean?”

	Dee shook her head and sighed.. “Another thing they neglected to tell you. You could probably guess. Those tags stand for virgin.”

	Toni laughed. “Virgin? Not hardly. You can ask any of my former wives.”

	Dee rolled her eyes and asked wryly, “Have you had sex with men as a woman yet?”

	Toni looked embarrassed. “Um well. Not that I recall, exactly.”

	Dee laughed. “Yeah. No men are allowed to touch you until management has fucked you to evaluate you. Any man who so much as kisses you while you’re still a virgin, gets an instant regen and placed among the whores. So while you have those tags, you should be safe from assault. Even without the tags, most men are just too tired to bother you.”

	I grunted a laugh. “I wish we’d read the fine print, but I don’t remember seeing any.”

	Dee sighed. “It doesn’t show up until after you sign. Hey, are you girls hungry? I run one of the better beaneries in the Martian Mall. And it’s all complimentary.”

	I patted Toni’s shoulder. “Are you hungry?”

	Toni nodded. “Yeah, let’s eat. So what’s good here, Dee?”

	Dee grinned. “This is the only place on Mars where you can get a genuine chicken fried steak. And real beer I brew myself.”

	Toni grinned. “Sounds good to me.”

	I nodded. “Me too.”

	Dee rapped the table top with her fingers and said, “I’ll have that out in a jiffy.” She then turned and disappeared into what I assumed was the kitchen.

	Toni looked around and watched two policemen walk slowly down the hall. “I’m glad we found this place.”

	I nodded. “Yeah. It’s helpful that Dee likes to talk.”

	Toni nodded. “She’s very helpful. But I’ll tell ya, Melissa. I don’t like this idea of being fucked by management. Evaluation? For what? Most of the girls like us won’t have a clue what to do with a man!” She tugged on her V badge and scowled.

	Shrugging, I said, “I guess you just do what you hope a woman would do for you back when you were a man.”

	Toni shook his head. “The bad thing is, I’m afraid I’m going to enjoy being fucked. I started to get horny with those guards.”

	Nodding, I said, “I felt it too.”

	After a few minutes, Dee returned with another girl helping to carry our food. It smelled wonderful. Grinning, Dee said as she set the dishes down, “Enjoy, ladies.”

	Before she stepped away, I asked, “Before you go, anything else we should know?”

	She frowned for a moment and then sat down at our table. “I’ll get in trouble if I tell you much more. Everything I’ve told you already is shit they should have already told you. Be ready. In the next few hours, both of you will be called to management. Immediately after your evaluation, you’ll be assigned a man. All I can say about that is that you must keep your man happy. Things will get hard for you if you don’t. And keep your noses clean.”

	Toni looked quizzically at Dee. “How did you get out? How did you get your own restaurant?”

	Dee sighed. “I kept my men happy and my nose clean. You can survive your contract and they do pay you a shit-ton of money. Look. Be careful of who and what you talk about around here. There’s some serious shit going on here. The miners don’t know and I certainly don’t what the hell it is they’re mining. It’s more valuable than gold, diamonds or oil.”

	I frowned. “Doesn’t seem to be much of a pleasant future here.”

	Taking on a conspiratorial tone, Dee said, “You have another option and since you two are so gorgeous you might try it. If you keep your men very happy, you could get promoted to being a high end escort. Next to the tourist side is the business side, investors and the like. Management treats those guys like kings. The girls assigned there all look like high fashion models. Beautiful dresses, beautiful hair, beautiful make-up. The girls there work for the clients and aren’t assigned a man just for them.”

	Toni asked, “Why didn’t you try for that?”

	Dee laughed dismissively and pointed at her face. “With this mug? Not a chance. But you two definitely have the looks. But you have to be good at pleasing men as well. Okay, girls. It was great chatting, but I need to get back to work.” She suddenly looked sad. “One other thing. You two seem to be close friends. I hate to tell you this, but after your evaluation, you’ll probably never see each other again. Come back here for some good grub. Later, girls.” She stood up and returned to the kitchen.

	Swirling the last bite of chicken fried steak around in the gravy, Toni said, “Damn, Melissa. I don’t want to be separated from you. I thought we could kinda stay together.” She swallowed her last bite.

	I nodded. “Yeah, that sucks. Maybe we can try to meet up here at this restaurant.”

	Toni frowned. “Maybe.”

	A guard stepped into the restaurant pointed and asked, “Hey, you bitches over there. Are you Melissa-1123009B and Toni-333GH5?”

	I stood up and scowled at the guard. “Yeah. What about it?”

	The guard frowned. “Don’t get smart with me, whore. The presence of both you have been requested by management. Follow me.”

	I looked over at Toni. She said, “Shit.”

	*          *          *
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