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Welcome!

The Cruise du Kinque has done its best, one deck at a time, to capture the erotic worlds and unique kinks of Lena White and Badger Therese.

Did we succeed? Do you have a question about the deck you signed up for, or the deck you’ll choose the next time you sail?

Follow the links below for the novels that inspired the world’s first cruise of unmitigated kink!

	Deck	Lena Decks:	Series
	3	Bondage (restraints, chastity belts)	Club-sub series
	5	Visual Arts (Pornography)	First Time Hotwife series
	7	Buckhorn Club (Interracial Cuckolding)	Reluctant Cuckold series
	9	Penthouse Room (Prostitution)	The Whore Hotel series
	11	Gangbang	Black Bulls Club series
	13	Discipline (whips, paddles, shocks)	Black Bulls and Hotwives series
	15	Confederacy (Slavery)	New Confederacy series
			
	Deck
	Badger Decks:	Novel or Series
	4	Milking	The Production Contract
	6	Breeding	The Debt Proxy - Mirabilis
	8	Domestic slave (sex, chores)	Female, Recreational series
	10	Adult Products Testing	Adult Product Testing
	12	Prison (from 2024)	2024
	14	Medieval Slavery	Slave Girl Husbandry
	16	Female Sexuality Lab	The Debt Proxy Series
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1 - Sinflix Tonight
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Music, trumpets and drums, mostly, almost martial but not quite, blared from the speakers on a makeshift news set in Los Angeles, California, or Century City, to be precise. Gradually, then suddenly, the music died out and a pretty woman in a blue blazer and white shirt, a bit manly for her taste but she didn’t get to choose her wardrobe for the first time in her short career, looked into the camera aimed at her face as the set director counted down and pointed at the camera for her to begin.

“Ladies and gentlemen, welcome to the first ever edition of Sinflix’s brand new, live-streamed news show, Sinflix Tonight. I’m Zoe Grayson, your correspondent and host for this fresh look at all the news that’s relevant for our new streaming service which has taken the country and really the world by storm.” Zoe took a too-large breath and smiled broadly for the camera. She’d rehearsed this opening speech more than a dozen times but she still felt she could have done better. Luckily, her producer and new friend, Amanda Matthews, told her to expect such thoughts on her first live broadcast and to ignore them. With almost twenty years in the broadcast television industry, Amanda would know, Zoe told herself.

“We’re here tonight with the principal players in a major new project for Sinflix, the maiden voyage of the Sinflix Cruise du Kinque on our massive new cruise ship, the Sinflix Loviator.

“First of all,” Zoe said as she turned to the five disparate people sitting on the sofa across from her news desk. “I want to thank you all for coming today. I know you’re all very busy, especially right now and I really appreciate that you made time to talk with us here at Sinflix Tonight.” Zoe smiled again. Her producer told her often enough during rehearsals that she needed to smile more so it was top of mind. She glanced at her notes but looked up quickly so as not to lose the group’s interest and focus. All eyes were still on her, she noted with relief.

“Captain Hudson,” Zoe went on. “Let's start with you. What did you think when you first heard about this ship and that you were being considered to captain its maiden voyage?”

The captain, trim and distinguished in his naval-themed uniform, smiled without breaking eye contact. “I was thrilled, to be honest. This ship has a storied history even if she’s been rechristened by her new owner.” He looked briefly at the Black man sitting next to him, Rodney Morrow, before he turned back to Zoe. “It’s quite an honor, really. Almost twelve football fields in length, to put it in non-nautical terms, and with over 2200 staterooms and 17 decks to serve almost 5000 guests, it’s an even bigger responsibility, to be sure. But my crew and I are up to the challenges.”

“Challenges?” Zoe asked with a slight smile. “What kinds of challenges do you anticipate, Captain?”

Hudson’s eyes darkened before he caught himself and smiled again. “Just that this is a first of its kind voyage and presents some unique, shall we say, situations for the cast and crew to deal with, but that’s a subject best handled by our Director of Operations, Elijah Compton. Eli?” he said, looking to his left.

“Thank you, Captain Hudson,” Compton said as he shifted in his chair. “We’re employing over 2300 crew members and another 2000 cast members to give our guests a completely unique and immersive experience that will be beyond anything they’ve dreamed of. Because we’ve refitted the ship completely from bow to stern, every detail of the experience has been designed with the safety and enjoyment of our guests in mind and will be meticulously monitored, rigorously controlled, and carefully managed at all times…”

Zoe listened politely as Compton droned on almost incessantly, but she was anxious to transition the focus to her other guests, most notably Morrow, the man responsible for shepherding this new form of entertainment from conception to reality. At the first sign of Compton’s willingness to cede control, she turned her attention to Morrow, who looked bored with Compton and amused with her predicament.

“Mr. Morrow…” she began but he waved her off.

“Call me Rodney.”

“Rodney, then. Where did you come up with the idea for this novel concept and are you at all concerned about its long-term viability in the current social and political environment?” Zoe smiled to herself for putting the man on the spot with her first question.

He smiled at her before he looked up, as if he was used to being questioned by someone who had no idea how much smarter he was than anyone in the room, including her.

“I’m used to taking calculated risks, Zoe. It’s how I made my way from the streets to the Forbes 400 for the first time just last year.”

“Yes, and congratulations on that, sir. But to maybe put my question another way, isn’t what you’re offering people rather offensive? Not to mention, dangerous?”

He smiled again, a more predatory smile than Zoe has seen in some time, if ever. She felt her pulse quicken as if she sensed a danger that only her unconscious mind was aware of. She chided herself for imagining something that was clearly absurd - the man would hardly be a threat in this setting, with cameras and crew, not to mention his staff as witnesses. Still…

“No one is being forced to do anything, Zoe. Including signing up for the cruise. And yet we have a long waiting list of prospective guests, enough for a dozen cruises and we’ve only been taking reservations for a few weeks. If I had another cruise ship - if I had another dozen ships, I could fill them three times over. We seem to have struck a nerve in the current social and political environment, as you so delicately put it.” He smiled again and Zoe had to fend off the urge to shiver.

“Captain Hudson,” Zoe said in an effort to regain her composure. “Do you anticipate any problems with the varied and rather unorthodox forms of entertainment being offered on the cruise? I mean, it’s not for everybody, wouldn’t you agree? And can you guarantee everyone’s safety in such a unique environment?”

The captain made no effort to hide his disdain for Zoe’s question. “First of all, the safety and relative comfort of our guests is our top priority on this ship - Mr. Morrow has spent untold millions to make that happen. What’s more, we’ve retrofitted the entire ship with state-of-the-art video capture technology so that every square foot of each deck is under constant surveillance at all times and recorded both for legal purposes and for use on the Sinflix Streaming service.”

“So,” Zoe said, almost too eager to pounce, “I suppose there’s no pretense about privacy for your passengers, is that right, Captain?”

“It’s written right into the contract,” Morrow interjected. “We make no bones about the fact that we operate a multimedia entertainment company, something we drive home in every one of our screening interviews. No one will be surprised by the fact that their images will be used for the entertainment of our subscribers. The cost of the cruise to our guests would be substantially higher if not for that fact, Zoe. As it is, we’re charging one of the lowest weekly rates in the industry for what I would call deluxe, even premium accommodations and entertainment services. But we’ll let the market decide - it always does.”

“But didn’t you rechristen your ship the Loviatar? Isn’t she the goddess of pain or something?”

Morrow smiled again and Zoe couldn't help herself– she only hoped the camera didn’t catch her shudder. “The Sinflix Loviatar,” he corrected, adding, “accommodations come in all different flavors, Zoe.”

“If you say so, sir.”

“See for yourself. Come with us.”

“To see the ship?”

“No. For our maiden voyage.”

“A full week? On a ship named for the goddess of pain?” She felt the color drain from her face.

“Only if you dare, Zoe. Only if you dare.”


2 - Meghan Sees the News
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Meghan Attweiler turned up the TV because Candy, her 4-year-old, was yelling at her dolls and she’d wanted to hear the end of a story about a shooting involving a Mexican immigrant. So the TV was still blaring for the introduction to the next story. 

“. . . Sheriff’s Department is continuing to investigate. And now we go out to the Port of Los Angeles for an exclusive story about a very interesting new cruise. KLAF Action News Reporter June Wayman is there to get the details.” 

The right half of the screen switched to June, a young female reporter standing behind a narrow curtain, only her head and bare shoulders visible, a collar around her neck, a chain dropping from it. The blue hull of a cruise ship loomed behind her, a huge door yawning open, as though waiting to eat her. A husky Black man in a gray uniform, the kind a prison guard might wear, stood to her left. 

“Hi, Sally!” June said. “I’m here at the LA port, standing in front of the newly-christened SS Sinflix Loviatar, and getting ready for a very personal tour of a completely new kind of cruise.” 

“Tell us all about it,” Sally said, pausing briefly and looking puzzled. “But first . . . what are you wearing?” 

“Well, that’s the thing,” said June. “I’m not wearing, really, anything. That’s part of the experience. But it’s not just a nudist cruise, Sally. Real estate mogul Rodney Morrow has come up with something completely new.” 

“Rodney Morrow, the self-made billionaire?” Sally asked. 

“Yes,” June replied. “He made his fortune in hotels, but now he’s headed to the seas for a one-of-a-kind cruise experience. He’s calling his new company Sinflix Cruises, and the name of the cruise says it all: Cruise du Kinque. Whether you’re a die-hard fan of kink, or you’re not sure but you’re curious, this cruise will give you a safe, immersive way to explore a wide range of fantasies.” 


“Fantasies?” Sally said, eyebrows raised. “You mean, unlimited food and drink on a beautiful floating palace isn’t fantasy enough?” 

“Mr. Morrow is introducing a whole new level of fantasy to the cruise industry,” June said. “He’s partnered with bestselling adult author Lena White to bring some of her most popular worlds to reality.” 

“Lena White?” Sally said. “Author of the New Confederacy series?” 

“That’s right, Sally. Now a major motion picture, also produced by Rodney Morrow. And there will be an entire deck devoted to it. Passengers who sign up for that deck will get to live in Ms. White’s world for themselves—a week-long trip as a Southern slave.” 

Sally, obviously briefed beforehand on the contents of June’s report, feigned wide-eyed astonishment. 

“June, are you saying that people are going to pay to be slaves?” 

“Not just slaves,” June said, smiling. “The cruise will satisfy a wide range of kinks. Fourteen decks worth, to be exact, with a different kink on each one. And most of the kinks can’t be mentioned on a family program. The first cruise departs next month, and it’s almost all booked. Almost five thousand guests. And they nearly filled up three more cruises before they stopped taking reservations. It seems like Mr. Morrow has tapped into something hidden in the American mind. Something hidden, and very, very kinky.” 

“Are we going to get a look inside the ship?” Sally asked. 

“We are indeed!” June announced. “But I’m going to need a few minutes to get on board. They’ve got me chained up, and I’m not moving very quickly.” 

“Chained up?” Sally said in mock horror. 

“Just like a real passenger.” 

“Oh, my goodness!” 

“I wish I could show you,” June said, looking down. “They’ve got my feet cuffed, my hands chained, and it all runs to the collar you see around my neck.” 

“And it looks like you’ve got a guard there?” Sally said. 

“Yes, this is Bruce, one of the cast members. But I just call him sir, and if I forget to address him properly, he’s promised to give me a very serious spanking.” 

June laughed a little nervously. “He’s one of 4,300 cruise employees, and he’ll be escorting me on our look at one of the decks.” 

“Okay, let’s pause for a few messages while we let June get aboard,” Sally said. “Please stay with us for the second part of our exclusive story about this fascinating new cruise experience.” 

Meghan was shaking by the time the first advertisement popped up, for a local attorney. Other than that, she wasn’t moving at all, standing and staring at her TV, horror-struck, her fingernails digging into the back of the chair, oblivious to Candy’s shouts. What better example could Meghan find of the moral rot destroying America from the inside out? 

Meghan Attweiler—moral culture warrior, co-founder of the California chapter of Freedom Moms, newly-elected member of the Orange County, California, School Board—was profoundly outraged. And for women like her, rage led inevitably to action. There were children to protect, after all. 

If she was upset before, the second half of June’s report was going to push her all the way into momma grizzly death rage. She waited through the commercials with white knuckles and a snarl so fierce it was more animal than human. 

In the commercial meantime, June had been brought aboard, escorted by Bruce through the ship’s dock-level entrance and over to the elevators, where she was catching her breath and waiting for the broadcast to resume. Walking in chains was surprisingly taxing, at least if it was your first time. 

Rob, the cameraman, had his camera off and pointed away, he and June both holding still, listening through their earpieces for the on-air call when a woman’s shoes rapped against the floor, drawing everyone’s attention. She appeared a moment later around the bulkhead, tall and slender, in a white blouse, black pencil skirt and black pumps, her hair straight and red. 

“June, hello!” she said, stepping up and offering her hand. “I’m Katrina.” 

“Hi, Katrina,” said June, doing her best to offer a warm handshake despite her restraints. “Nice to meet you in person.” 

“Are you enjoying your exclusive?” Katrina asked. 

“It’s going great so far,” June replied. 

“And you remember our deal?” Katrina inquired. 

“Oh, yeah,” June said, looking almost panicked for a moment. “You mean, testing out some of the equipment?” 

“Yes, we’ve had to build a dozen machines from scratch, with nothing to go on but the books our authors wrote,” Katrina explained. “So we need to put a girl on them and try them out before we inflict them on our passengers.” 

“Inflict?” June echoed. 

“I’m sort of joking,” Katrina said with a light smile before her eyes went hard. “And sort of not.” 

“But it’s safe, right?” June asked. 


“I’m sure it is,” Katrina said. “At least, in terms of life and limb.” 

“But . . . what’s going to happen?” June asked, her voice squeaking. 

“We’re going to put you on some of the machines that still need testing, see how they do, and fine-tune them if necessary.” 

“How long will it take?” 

“An hour or two.” 

“Will it hurt?” June asked. 

“Yes,” Katrina replied. “Some of it will. And some of it might be kind of fun.” 

“Thirty seconds,” warned the producer in June’s and Rob’s earpieces. Rob turned the camera on. 

“Let’s get her in the elevator,” Bruce said, pushing the up button, and the doors spread and he guided June through them, her chains rattling with every step. 

“Twenty seconds.” 

“I’ll come get you once you’re done,” Katrina said, stepping back. 

“Okay,” June squeaked. 

“Ten seconds.” 

Rob entered the elevator, lifted his camera and aimed it at June. 

“Live!” 

The broadcast went split-screen again, Sally looking faux-worried on the left, June on the right, the camera focused tightly on her face. 

“And we’re back,” Sally said, “with an exclusive, live first look at the SS Sinflix Loviatar, where Rodney Morrow is launching history’s first cruise–the Cruise du Kinque, to be exact–dedicated exclusively to kinkiness. Action News Reporter June Wayman is aboard.” 

“That’s right, Sally,” said June. “My guard, Bruce (quick pan to June’s guard before the camera returned to June), has brought me on board the ship, and he’s going to show me around. And for anyone who’s just joining us, I’m at the Port of Los Angeles, and I’ve had to conform with some very unusual rules to get on this cruise ship. I’m completely naked, other than the chains they’ve put me in, so I can get the full experience of life as a slave in novelist Lena White’s New Confederacy book series. Right now, I’m in one of the main elevators–there are 25 for guests. Cruise CEO Rodney Morrow has invested millions of dollars on this ship to dedicate 14 floors to 14 different kinks. Seven floors offer immersive experiences in the worlds of best selling adult author Lena White, whose book about slaves in the new south has recently been turned into a movie. The other seven floors capture the writings of Badger Therese, a lesser-known, more niche author who has recently signed a movie deal with Mr. Morrow.” 


June looked at her guard. 

“Sir, will you please take us to the New Confederacy deck?” she asked. 

Bruce reached over to push the button for the 15th floor, and the elevator rose, beeping as it passed each floor. 

“Sally, every time you hear a beep, that means we’re passing a new deck, with its own unique, very adult experience. There are several decks where guests can be modern-day slaves, like they are in the books by White and Therese. There’s a pornography deck, prison decks, several decks where guests can spend a week being tortured. Milking is done on–” 

“June, did you say guests can be tortured?” Sally interrupted. 

“I did.” 

“Tortured by reggae music? Too many coconut drinks?” 

“No,” June said with a wry smile. “Electric whips were mentioned.” 

“Oh, my goodness!” Sally said. 


The elevator beeped and the door slid open. 

“Welcome to the New Confederacy,” said a recording of a black man’s voice. “Do as you’re told and you won’t be punished . . .too much.” 

“Sounds like we’re here!” June said, her voice slightly nervous for the first time. 


June looked out of the elevator without moving for a second until Bruce nudged her arm. She looked up at him briefly but her eyes went right back to the unreal scene before her. The room was empty but much larger than she expected. Rows and rows of cages - the type used to hold dogs, she realized with a start–almost covered the space, dozens of them she realized. 


“So,” Bruce explained in a solemn tone, “this is the main room of the Beaumont Processing Facility, where new slaves are processed before they’re shipped to the auction house.” He grabbed June’s bicep to guide her towards an alcove set aside from the cages. “Here’s where new guests who have signed up for a day or a week living as a slave of the New Confederacy are stripped, deloused, and outfitted with slave hardware like you’re wearing.” The camera stayed focused on June’s face so as not to flash the station’s audience with a glimpse of her full nudity (not counting her shackles and manacles which would do nothing to avoid a massive fine from the FCC). 


“Once they’ve been chained,” Bruce went on as they walked, “I take them to their cage so they can get a taste if they’re only here for a quick visit.” 


June looked up at her guard. “Some people will be here for the entire cruise?” she asked in a small voice. Sally’s producer back at the studio, linked to her via earpiece, told her to speak up. 

“Depends on what they signed up for,” Bruce explained. “We’ve got fifty reservations for the full week for the maiden voyage.” He grinned at her and the camera. Rob gave June a look over his camera. 


“And you only allow women down here once the cruise gets under way, right Bruce?” June asked in a louder voice. 

“That’s exactly right,” Bruce said, warming to his task. “We’ve only got female sex slaves so no men other than guards like me on this part of Confederacy deck as far as guests go. We’ll have male guests in the Lexington Auction House, though.” 


“Why is that?” June asked. 


“They can bid for slaves, if they want to spend their own money,” he said with a look that made June feel silly for not knowing. 


“Did I hear that right, June?” Sally asked from the studio. “Male guests are allowed to buy female guests as sex slaves?” June repeated the question for Bruce, who was miked but not wearing an earpiece. 

“Of course,” he said with a slightly condescending tone. “That’s the whole point. Of course, everyone knows the safewords so there’s no misunderstandings about what’s going on. And we got the entire ship under surveillance all day every day to make sure no one gets carried away.” 

“What happens if someone says the safeword?” June asked. 


Bruce nodded. “Depends on which one they use. They say the word ‘Yellow' and that means the scene is over but they want to stay put. ‘Red’ means the guest needs to be extracted and taken to the Safeword Deck where they’ll stay for the remainder of the cruise.” Then the guard leaned close as if he was about to share a secret with June and her audience. “And if a guest says the word ‘Black’, that’s the full extraction and we get ‘em off the ship by helicopter as soon as possible.” He straightened up and gave June a proud smile. “We take the passengers’ mental well-being and comfort very seriously.” 

It’s all June could do not to laugh at the man. 

“Okay, that’s all the time we have,” Sally said. “Thank you, June, for that exclusive report on the world’s first cruise dedicated to kink.” 


“Thank you, Sally,” June said, maybe just a little less enthusiastically than one would expect from the young but ambitious and self-assured TV journalist. 

“You heard it here first, folks,” Sally said, staring into the camera. “Cruise du Kinque, departing for its maiden voyage from the Port of Los Angeles April 14.” 

The half of the screen depicting June vanished and Sally introduced the weather report, but sunny skies were the last thing on the mind of Meghan Attwieler, culture warrior and Freedom Mom. She snatched her phone off the counter and, hands shaking, pounded out a message to her husband, Keith: “I’ve just watched the sickest thing I’ve ever heard of, on the morning news, and it’s happening at the LA Port. We’ve got to do something!” 


3 - Beachy Gets a Tour
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“Beachy Sands, as I live and breathe,” Rodney Morrow murmured with a sly smile as he took her hands in his. “How’s life treating you?” He was dressed in an impeccably tailored, subtly-pinstriped Saville Row suit and looked younger than when she last saw him at the world premier of the motion picture she made for him last year. His hair was still dusted with flecks of gray but other than that he looked ten years younger than she knew he was. Beachy smiled at him as he held one of her hands and leaned away from her. “You look good. Notoriety suits you.” 


“I’m well, Rodney,” she whispered when he moved in and kissed her cheek, his lips hot against her skin. “How are you?” 


“Oh, you know,” he said with a shrug. “Life is good.” 


“I imagine it is,” she said with a side-eye look around the sumptuous office that elicited a laugh from the aging real estate and budding entertainment tycoon. “According to the trades, you’re cleaning up with our little movie.” She leaned close and stage-whispered in his ear. “So why am I here instead of making the sequel like you promised?” 

“Patience, woman,” he growled with a smile she knew was forced. She’d already bested the man once by extracting an unheard-of concession from him for her first movie role ever, something she knew he’d never forgive her for, no matter how much money she made for him. And she’d made him a boatload of money even if she was earning a fair amount for herself. “We’ll get the sequel made in due time.” 

“Then why don’t I have a contract or even an offer, according to my new agent?” Beachy growled right back with an out-of-place smile. She negotiated her own terms for their first deal, shocking everyone who knew him and everyone in Hollywood who only learned of either of them once the movie took off. 


He forced another smile, even less convincingly than the first as he leaned close once again. “You know damn well you have me over a barrel, Beachy, so give me a fucking break, okay?” He leaned back again and transformed his face into a mask of grudging respect for his new star. “But I’m glad you came just the same,” he added. 


Beachy grinned. “I decided it was time to talk to you face to face and get the deal hammered out once and for all, Rodney.” She leaned close and whispered, “Are we clear?” 

He turned away from her and motioned to his personal secretary, a tall white woman who looked more like a runway model than even a billionaire should expect, but given Morrow’s reputation Beachy wasn’t too surprised. The woman handed an expensive leather folio to her boss without a word from him, which told her everything she needed to know–the man was here to make a deal. Not that she would take the first offer he made. Turning down his first offer had worked wonders for her before and she was in a much stronger position now that the first movie was a huge hit. 

“So, here’s what I propose, Beachy,” Morrow began. “I’m starting a new venture that I want you to be a part of and I’m fully prepared to make it worth your while.” 


“A new venture?” Beachy asked. “I’ve just begun a new project myself so I doubt if I’ll have time for anything else.” 

Morrow smirked. “Your OnlyFans page?” he asked, dismissively. 


Beachy blinked. “You know about it?” 


“Of course. You are trying to promote it, aren’t you? How could I not know about it?” He laughed but without mirth. “If I didn’t that would speak volumes about your ability to put the word out, no?” 


She didn’t respond for a beat, then added, “You make an excellent point, Rodney.” 


“Anyway, we’re getting off track here.” He opened the folio and handed it to her. “This is what I’m working on and I want you to help me promote it, Beachy. I understand this is coming out of left field for you but I’ve gone to a great deal of trouble to keep it under wraps until we’re ready to launch.” 


“Launch what?” She looked at the top sheet in the folio but it made no sense. There was nothing but a brochure for a cruise ship. 

“The maiden voyage of the Cruise du Kinque on my new cruise ship, the Sinflix Loviatar. I’ve got my pilot on the roof standing by to take us to it. Come on.” He stood up and offered Beachy his arm. She looked up at him unsure what to do but feeling swept up in his force of personality. 


“Sorry, where are we going?” 


“To the Port of Los Angeles, Beachy. I want you to see this with your own eyes.” 


Morrow escorted Beachy to the elevator, which whisked them to the roof of the building where a sleek helicopter was all ready to lift off. They climbed into the cabin and Morrow showed Beachy how to buckle herself in with shoulder straps. They donned headsets so they could communicate with each other over the roar of the blades. 


“What’s my incentive for doing this, Rodney?” Beachy yelled into her mic. Morrow smiled and took the folio from her. He paged past the brochure for the cruise and pointed to the contract nestled behind it. 

“Right there, Beachy. I gave you one gross point on the first picture, against my better judgment but it paid off in spades, I think we can all agree. But a picture is one thing and a cruise line is something altogether different. If this works, and I have no doubt that if we work together we can make it work, it’ll be so much bigger than the movies, no matter how many we make.” 


Beachy was trying to read and listen with the landscape flying past her peripheral vision but her eyes gravitated to the terms of the contract, and her eyes widened in surprise. Ten percent, her original demand, was what Morrow was offering her for the second picture and any more that followed. She’d already made a small fortune on the first movie. The second, so long as it didn’t bomb, would make her more than rich–she’d be wealthy. 


“What’s the catch, Rodney?” She stared at him as he smiled at her. “Why are you being so generous all of a sudden?” 


“Because the economics are huge, Beachy. It’s why you’re getting into OnlyFans, instead of going the traditional route in porn. You can make movies and get paid peanuts, or you can do live-stream and make real money. Even you saw that much.” 


She stared at him for a few seconds before she decided to ignore his insult of her intelligence. “What’s that got to do with a cruise line?” 


“You’ll see,” he said with a smile and a dismissive wave. “There she is.” He pointed across her toward the window and the pilot dipped the helicopter just enough to bring the port into full view. Morrow was pointing at the largest ship in the cruise ship section of the harbor and although she’d never been on one, even Beachy could see that the ship was gargantuan. 


The pilot maneuvered the chopper toward the intimidatingly small landing pad near the stern of the vessel and Beachy held her breath as he hit the mark perfectly. A pair of crew members in black shorts and red shirts ran out to open the door for them and as soon as they disembarked. They cleared the rotors’ circumference and the chopper lifted off in a whirl of sound and wind as Morrow escorted Beachy to the staircase down into the enclosure under the landing pad. 

“This is all yours, Rodney?” she asked as the roar of the helicopter’s blades faded in the distance, they stepped into an elevator and the doors closed. 


“It’s all Sinflix, Beachy. With the revenue pouring in from the movie I was able to leverage the balance sheet ahead of schedule and lease this bad boy for a year. If it works out, and I’m sure it will, I’ll be able to buy it outright if I want to. But I’m considering ordering custom-made vessels instead.” 


Beachy blinked. “Vessels? As in, more than one?” 


“Three to begin with and then I’ll reassess. I’ve got this one booked out for a full year and we’ve been taking reservations for all of two weeks. It’s a goldmine, no fucking doubt, Beachy. I might even buy an island.” 


“And this is before I sign on for whatever it is you’ve got in mind for me?” 


Morrow smiled at her. “Well, I may have jumped the gun slightly on that score.” 


She stared at him again. “You’re already using my name, aren’t you?” 


“I haven’t promised anything, Beachy. It’s all been implied but nothing’s guaranteed.” 


“I could sue you, then, for breach of contract or something, couldn’t I?” 


“Maybe copyright infringement but do you really want to go there? Can’t we all just get along, as the late, great, Rodney King once said?” 


“Who?” 


“Don’t worry about it. Just keep an open mind, Beachy, and focus on the ten percent of the gross you’ll get if you sign on.” 



4 - Amy Gets an Offer
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“Amy?” Mrs. Nielsen said, rapping lightly but insistently on her daughter’s bedroom door. “Amy, you up?” 

“Wha–?” Amy replied groggily. 

“It’s almost 10,” Mrs. Nielsen said. “Why aren’t you awake?” 

“Dammit, Mom, I was out late last night,” Amy barked back with the sharp voice of the unpleasantly roused. “I was sleeping in.” 

“What time did you come home?” Mrs. Nielsen asked through the door. 

“I don’t know,” Amy said. “Late?” 

“What were you doing?” Mrs. Neilson said. 

“I was out. I was at some of the clubs. Networking.” 

“Were you looking for a job?” 

“I have a job,” Amy said, the anger in her voice yielding to defensiveness. 

“Two nights a week as a restaurant hostess is not a job.” 

“I’ve been looking for stuff. I had that cruise interview.” 

“With that Sinflix company?” 

“Yeah.” 

“And how long ago was that?” Mrs. Nielsen asked. 

“Uraugh,” Amy grunted, sliding off her bed and heading to her bathroom. “A couple of months ago.” 

“And you’re still waiting?” 

“It would be the job of a lifetime,” Amy said as she peed, raising her voice so her mother could still hear her. “If they call, I’d have to quit everything else. So why go to all that trouble?” 

“You really want to work for a company called Sinflix?” 

“What’s wrong with that?” 


“You know who owns it?” 

“No, who?” 

“Rodney Morrow.” 

“Oh, the famous Black guy billionaire?” 

“Yes.” 

“What’s wrong with that?” Amy asked. “You don’t like him because he’s Black?” 

“I don’t dislike him. And you know I don’t have a problem with his race.” 

“How do you know he’s in charge of the cruise?” Amhy asked. 

“There was a profile about him at Buzz, and they talked about Sinflix, and the cruise. I can send the link to you, I didn’t know you were still hoping for the job. But Mr. Morrow’s got a very shady past. A lot of the things he’s into are not wholesome.” 

The toilet flushed and, a moment later, Amy flung her door open. 

“I wish you wouldn’t open your door naked,” Mrs. Nielsen protested. 

“I just got out of bed,” Amy retorted. 

On a good day, the girl could be beautiful, blonde and blue-eyed, trim and full-breasted, nipples that were always erect, and a golden triangle of pubic hair that she rarely had to tend. But this morning, Amy Nielsen was something less than covergirl-worthy, heavy makeup smeared around bloodshot eyes, blonde hair in clumps around her shoulders, and a hopelessness one finds in the faces of elderly refugees, not 21-year-old, middle-class girls raised in Southern California. 

“Oh, god, what were you drinking?” Mrs. Nielsen asked, screwing up her nose. “It’s . . . it’s coming out of your pores.” 

“I had three drinks,” Amy said, struggling to stand completely vertically. 

“Three fish tanks?” Mrs. Nielsen asked. 

“They’re called fish bowls.” 


“Three fish bowls then?” 

“No. One.” 

“Honey,” Mrs. Nielsen said, shaking her head. “We’re really worried about you. You’ve got to start getting your life together.” 

“The cruise could call me any day,” Amy said. 

“You can serve drinks at any bar in Los Angeles,” said Mrs. Nielsen. 

“This is NOT serving drinks,” Amy said. “I’ve told you that. They’re looking for . . . they call us cast members.” 

“Whatever you’d be doing on a boat you can do on dry land.” 

“Not true,” Amy said, turning her head sadly side to side, as though her mother’s ignorance was the source of all her angst. “The whole cruise is conceptual. They need performers, and I’m in the running for, basically, the star of the whole thing.” 

“When did you find this out?” Mrs. Nielsen asked. 

“The day they interviewed me,” Amy said. “I didn’t want to tell you and Dad until I had it, but I’m in the running, seriously. For the Grace part.” 

“Grace?” 

“She’s a girl from some super-popular books. And a movie, too. And I’d play her. They said they were looking for someone to play Grace, and asked me a bunch of questions about it.” 

Mrs. Nielsen perked up a little. Not because her daughter was going to be the star of a cruise ship show, because that wasn’t going to happen. But because someone saw some light there, the light that burned brightest when Amy was in the fifth grade, doing dance and talent shows and plays, confident and beautiful and cute. And then things started happening, as they do to all girls about that age. Amy was sensitive. She was an idealist. And slowly, day by day, her light had been going out. It was still going out. If someone else saw a little light there still, though, maybe it wasn’t completely extinguished. 

“I wish you’d told me this earlier,” said Mrs. Nielsen. “Her name’s Grace? What kind of character is she?” 


“Well, she’s in high school,” Amy said a little hesitantly. “And she . . . it’s sort of dramatic. She ends up in, as a, so she sort of gets in trouble . . . oh, and they made a movie about it. She’s the star of the movie. That’s why I want to play her. She’s being played by Beachy Sands in the movie. So I’d be like her, cruise-wise. It’s a total open door. Once you get a job like that, everyone wants you working for them. You name your price. You–” 

“First you have to get the job,” Mrs. Nielsen interrupted, adding quickly, “but I’m proud of you. I really am. I didn’t know you were being looked at this seriously.” 

“It would be huge. Yeah.” 

“Is it a singing part?” Mrs. Nielsen asked. “A lot of speaking lines?” 

“Uh . . . I don’t know that much about it.” 

“What did they like about you?” Mrs. Nielsen asked, eyes glowing like they sometimes did when she felt a little hope for her only daughter. 

“My looks, first,” Amy said. “And they had me talk, and they said that was good too.” 

“So there’s a movie tie-in to the part in the cruise?” 

“Yeah.” 

“What’s the movie?” 

“Well, I was telling you. It’s based on some books.” 

“What are the books?” 

“They have a few titles.” 

“Well, what’s the movie called?” 

“Okay, yeah,” Amy said. “New Confederacy. Something like that. New Confederacy.” 

“Slave of the New Confederacy?” Mrs. Nielsen said. “I’ve been seeing ads for it.” 

“Yeah, that’s the one.” 

“And Grace is the main character?” 


“Yeah. That’s why I want to play her.” 

“Now I want to see that movie,” Mrs Nielsen said. 

“No,” Amy said nervously. “I mean, you wouldn’t like it that much, really.” 

“Well, it’s important to you,” said Mrs. Nielsen. “I’d like to see it for that reason. And what’s Grace’s role in the movie?” 

“She’s the one I was talking about,” Amy said. “She’s in high school. She does this trip with her friends. And . . . it doesn’t go that great.” 

“Slave,” said Mrs. Nielsen, sounding doubtful again. “Literal slave? As in, a slave that’s owned?” 

“I guess.” 

“So you would be portraying a slave?” said Mrs. Nielsen, trying to say it brightly. 

“Yeah, if I get the part,” Amy said. “But, hey, I should take a shower. And I’ll look for some other jobs today. I promise.” 

“Okay, that sounds like a plan,” said Mrs. Nielsen, and she stepped forward to hug her daughter. The woman had always struggled with finding the right side of the line between love and co-dependence. 

In the shower, as she often did, Amy pondered her place in existence; two places, really: the place where she wanted to be, and the place she actually occupied. 

She had hopes. She even had ambitions. She knew that beauty wasn’t enough. There were girls at least as pretty as she was, everywhere. So she’d tried desperately to have something more. A good singing voice. Acting chops. The charm that would make her a sought-after personality. The beginning of the end came in sixth grade, when she’d won third place (third-place!) in a singing contest, and had been chosen as an extra for a school play. That’s the one that really stung. Debbie Frankel, a plain girl with a personality to match, got a speaking part. Amy was relegated to a role as one of the anonymous townspeople. Her job was to “shout excitedly.” 

So she started giving up, not because she was lazy, or incompetent, but because her heart had been broken. For as long as she could remember, she’d been assured she was beautiful, as though that’s all that mattered. But she knew there was more. She didn’t have enough, however.  Being a beautiful girl of ordinary accomplishments would be a failure. Beauty was, in some ways, a prison. Ordinary success wouldn’t do. Ultimately, the problem was a failure of perspective, but who was she to question all she’d been told since she’d been old enough to understand? 

So, in Amy’s mind, getting the Grace role would mean redemption. Not just in the eyes of her worried parents, but for Amy herself. Starring on a Sinflix cruise would justify all that had gone before. The role would open future doors, yes, but that didn’t matter as much as finding a reason for the trajectory of her life to date. 

And they liked her. The interview had, in fact, gone swimmingly, and it had been thorough. VERY thorough. Not that she wanted her parents to know all that. 

At the start of her three-hour assessment at Sinflix, they’d asked her to strip, and she’d spent most of the time there nude. They hadn’t exactly leered at her, but they’d taken a close look at all her attributes, a man and two women discussing her nipples, her cup size, her pubic hair, her height and her blondeness as though she wasn’t there. They’d put her in chains. Literal, locking handcuffs and shackles. They’d put her in a cage where all she could do was stand up straight. And once she’d been bound and caged in the nude, they’d continued the interview. Are you comfortable? Are you claustrophobic? Could you work like this? Tell us about a time when you had to interact with someone you felt at first very uncomfortable around. How did you resolve it? 

Do you need to pee? she’d been asked. 

Yes, she’d said. 

Do it there, in your cage, with your chains on, they said. 

So she did, without blinking an eye. She soaked her thighs and her feet and her shackles, her urine running down the drain between her toes, and when she was done, they hosed her lower half off like it was something they did all the time. 

After that, one of the women offered her a thick dildo, passing it through the bars. 

“Okay,” Amy had said a little tentatively. “So, I can . . .” 

“Whatever you want to do,” the woman said. “You can give it back to me if you prefer.” 

Amy didn’t want to give it back and, obviously, that wasn’t the optimal response. Not that working the toy up her vagina was a simple choice. She was chained, and her cage was so narrow her knees banged it with even the slightest parting of her legs. But after a little trial and error, she’d figured out how to penetrate herself, she was certainly wet enough to push in the dildo, and she did it in front of all three interviewers, sighing through the sensations of being filled, squeezing around it as she continued the interview. 

Do you masturbate regularly? she was asked. 

Yes, pretty much every day, even during my period. 

Do you use aids? 

A dildo and a vibrator, she confessed. A butt plug sometimes too. 

From the start, they’d told her she could leave at any time, say she was done and put her clothes back on and go home. She didn’t, though. And not because the interview was her last shot at redemption. No, this was fun. She didn’t want to leave. This was a new world and she liked it. She was almost sad when she was told to remove the dildo, the cage was opened and her chains came off. 

“You’re done, you did good,” the man told her. “We’ll let you know if we have a role for you.” 

“What roles would I be considered for?” she asked as she pulled on her panties. 

“Well, we’re looking for a Grace,” the man said. “A few other roles too, but she would be a key player.” 

“Grace?” Amy had asked. 

“Slave of the New Confederacy,” he’d explained. “It’s a book series, and now a movie too.” 

“Wow!” Amy said. “I’ve read all of those. So you’re saying . . . I could be Grace? On the cruise?” 

“We’re trying to get a bunch of roles filled,” the man said. “But yeah, that’s a possibility.” 

She’d read the books, and loved them, and now the interview made perfect sense. She’d had to pee on herself, just like Grace and her friends had on their visit to the slave processing center. She hadn’t been mated with an over-endowed Black guard the way Grace was, in a large room where other girls were being used the same way, but she’d been given the next best thing, mating with a dildo while everyone watched. 

She’d loved the Confederacy books, but she made sure her mother never saw them. The covers bore a girl with her wrist chained to her ankle, for God’s sake. 

Mom was a sweet lady, Amy thought to herself as she showered, but she asked too many questions she wasn’t ready for the answers to. Not that she didn’t know how to dig, making you end up saying things you didn’t mean to, and today was a good example. Amy was trying to sleep it off, fighting a hangover when her mom started prying, and she was vulnerable, and she’d said way more than she wanted to. Mom did not need to know about that movie, and she absolutely did NOT need to see that movie. Especially if Amy got the Grace role. Or even if she didn’t. Yes, Amy Nielsen had applied for a job as a sex worker. That’s what it was. Why else was she interviewed in the nude, offered a dildo? Does just applying for a sex worker job make you a sex worker? Maybe it depends on how the interview goes. For Amy, the interview was glorious. And they must have noticed that. Did they also notice how aroused she was, how wet the dildo was when she withdrew it? She masturbated twice as soon as she got home, masturbated twice again that night after she got home from work. 

Amy dried off, wrapped a towel around her hair and, otherwise nude, went to her laptop, opened her email. And she drew her breath in so sharply she almost choked. 

Among all the junk was this subject: “Sinflix Cruise Casting Proposal” 

She clicked it open with one hand, bit her thumb with the other. 

“Dear Amy Nielsen,” it began. “It is my pleasure to offer you the role of Hannah Loughbridge on our maiden Sinflix Cruise. We will be departing on . . .” 

Amy didn’t bother reading the rest of it. She couldn’t really. Her eyes were so blurry she could barely see. 

She passed the heel of her hand over each eye, saw well enough to hit “Reply,” and typed in the following message: 

“Dear Sinflix. Who the fuck is Hannah Longbrig? And why the fuck would I want to be her? No thanks. Sincerely, Amy Nielsen.” 

She reached for the send button, thought better of it, added a PS: 

“Oh, and you can all go completely fuck yourselves.” 

She hit send and immediately slammed her laptop closed. 

Once again, some other girl got the star part, and Amy got the scraps. 

Hannah . . . La, Le . . . what was it? Liftbarge? Sounds like an extra. Another townie. Cheering excitedly while someone else played the role Amy was born for, interviewed brilliantly for, peed on herself and put a dildo in herself for. 


Muttering furiously, Amy pulled on shorts and a jogging bra, laced up her running shoes and stormed out of her bedroom for the run of the ages. She was going to burn holes in the street. She was going to run until there was nothing left. She was going to run until she threw up. 

Only now did she realize how much she’d wanted this job, and how certain she was that she had it. She’d put her life on hold. Yes, that’s what she’d done. For two fucking months. 

She was running before the screen door was finished closing behind her. 

Two fucking months. Her mom was right. Her life was on hold. 

Failure to launch. 

Since high school, she’d taken culinary classes, early childhood education classes, accounting classes. Nothing stuck. She didn’t fail. If she didn’t just stop going, she passed. But the As and Bs she got were anticlimactic, because they were rewards for doing things she did not want to do. This is not my life, she’d said to herself, over and over again. It had become her mantra. 

This is not my life. 

The cruise was her life. Grace, slave of the New Confederacy, was her life. 

She stomped down the sidewalk to Fullerton Avenue, rounding a woman pushing a stroller, dancing at the intersection while she waited for the light to change, charging forward. Someone was making a left turn and their tires squealed when they braked, and she turned and flicked them off with both hands. 

So, who got Grace? Who’s playing the star this time? Probably another plain girl, another boring girl, just like in 5th grade. Teacher’s pet. Someone who knew someone. In the end, that’s who got all the jobs. Someone’s kid, someone’s cousin, an ass-kisser. 


Okay, she thought to herself as she raced down San Tomas, the Santa Clara Valley spread out before her. Mom’s right. It’s time to move on. Two months wasted. Or really, three years wasted, if you start counting from high school graduation. But I’m doing it on my terms now. Maybe more nights hosting. Maybe waiting tables six days a week. Or sex work. I can do that. Stripping. Dancing. Those ballet lessons I got from Mrs. Robinson when I was in fifth grade are finally going to pay off. Prostitution? No, I’m not ready for that. I probably never will be. But I’ve proved to myself there are a lot of things I can do, some of them not completely conventional. 

Running helped. Running always helped. Amy’s head was clearing. She was still metabolizing last night’s drinking, and running always sped that process up. Now she was making plans. Real plans this time. She was done waiting to hear about that cruise. 

There was just the tiniest shred of doubt about what she’d said back to them. “Completely fuck yourselves,” she’d written. Was that a little harsh? But still. Who the fuck is Hannah, uh, Linkmeister? 

Amy finished her five-mile run drenched in sweat, in desperate need of another shower, but imbued with purpose. The cruise wasn’t going to happen, but the interview was staying with her. She’d learned things about herself, and she was going to put them to use. 

Back in her bedroom, she stripped, put down a towel to sweat on, another around her wet hair, and opened her laptop. 

Hmm. Her email was still there. It hadn’t been sent. She’d shut her laptop too quickly, apparently. 


Okay, just read what they wrote, she told herself. Hear them out, and then tell them off. Maybe not say “fuck” so many times. Sinflix had nothing to do with things that happened in fifth grade. Different people. So she read with an open mind: 

Dear Amy Nielsen, 

It is my pleasure to offer you the role of Hannah Loughbridge on our maiden Sinflix Cruise. We will be departing on Sunday, April 14 and returning the following Sunday, April 21, with additional cruises every other week for at least the rest of the year. Please report to 11561 Industrial Avenue, Anaheim, at 9 a.m. on Monday, April 1, for two weeks of orientation and training. 

The role of Hannah Loughbridge is one of a half-dozen marquee spots on the cruise, and one of the most demanding, as you will be the central figure on one full deck inspired by the Female, Recreational series of books by Badger Therese. 

We encourage you to read the books to get the fullest sense of your character, but briefly, Hannah was a poor young girl acquired by debtors to settle her mother’s accounts, and she quickly became the property of a wealthy family in Texas, where she was used as a sex and domestic slave. As Hannah’s persona, you will be naked most of the time, often chained and/or caged, used sexually by both males and females, and subjected to mild corporal punishment. You exhibited an outstanding comfort level with similar situations during your interview, but if this doesn’t sound like a fit for you, please let me know now. 

If you are interested in this role, please reply immediately, and fill out the enclosed background check and onboarding forms as soon as you can. Your starting salary will be $6,000 per cruise, paid by direct deposit. As a marque cast member, you will also be eligible for commissions, performance bonuses, and licensing benefits. 

I look forward to seeing you again and welcoming you on board! 

Sincerely, 

Donna Holbrook 

Director, Talent Discovery 

Sinflix Cruises 

Amy read the email through twice, the rumbling in her belly growing. 

Actors wait for their first big part, musicians dream of contracts, and when they arrive, the response is contrary, a sort of sickness. Couple it with the reply she’d almost sent, and Amy was woozy with a cocktail of horror and self-doubt. She stood, her makeshift turban sliding down to her left ear, and she staggered to the toilet, raised the seat, and vomited. 

I can’t do this, she whispered to herself after the first expelling. 

They’re wrong . . . they must think I’m someone else. 

Another purge, and then a third, and she was empty, and sad, and utterly lost. 

And yet she flushed, rose to her hands and knees and crawled like a dog back to her laptop. The turban slid forward, startling her when it dropped to the floor beneath her, and she was completely naked when she clambered up to her desk chair and hit “Reply” for the second time that morning. 

“Hh, Dnya,” she wrote. She deleted and tried again. “Hi Dnna” Another try: “Hi, Donna. Yes, count me in! I’ll be there. I’ll get to the forms ASAP! Sincerely, Amy.” 

It was a mistake. She was going to get an email today, this morning, in the next five minutes saying “Whoops, we meant this for another Amy, sorry, have a nice life” 


But that email didn’t come. Maybe this was real. Or real until she showed up in two weeks, on April 1, at which point the mistake would be obvious to everyone. 

Okay, maybe this is a mistake, she thought, but if I fake it, maybe they’ll have to bring me on. For something. Serving drinks, like Mom said. Some minor sex work. Dancing, stripping. I’m not marquee material, obviously, but I can contribute in some way. And what would I do with $6,000 anyway? 

Almost in a trance, Amy filled out the background check form, the onboarding form, both tedious and pleasantly distracting. A little after noon, she sent both directly to Donna. Within five minutes, she got a reply: 


Thanks, Amy, these look great. See you April 1! Oh, by the way, have you done any publicity shots? It’s okay if you haven’t, we can take care of it during orientation. And we need a 150-word bio to send out with our promotional materials. School, similar work experience if any, hobbies, interests, what the cruise means to you, that kind of stuff. 

Okay, Amy thought, blinking away tears. Okay, maybe this is real. 

But still, who’s Hannah, uh, Lineburg? 


5 - Nadine Books A Cruise
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“I think we need to shake things up,” Nadine Greene said to her husband, Sid, on an unseasonably warm Saturday morning in the early spring. The couple had been married for fifteen years and were old enough to remember the term DINK but never use it. They had a very nice house in Nashville and a rustic cabin on the Lake of the Ozarks they rarely used anymore, especially since the Netflix series that ruined it for them.

“What are you thinking?” Sid asked without looking up from his phone at the breakfast table. Sid had recently developed a taste for online gambling, not enough to cause a ripple in their financial security but even he had to admit he spent a lot more time watching sports since every game offered unlimited options for wagering. “Want to go to opening day?”

Nadine sighed. “No, I really don’t, and I can’t believe you even suggested it,” she said without trying to disguise her frustration. The man was just clueless, she decided for the umpteenth time.

“What? You like baseball,” her husband said when he finally looked up.

“I tolerate baseball, and just barely.” She stared at him and as he looked at her over his reading glasses, a look she’d come to despise. What’s next, bifocals and cardigan sweaters, like her father has been wearing for years? “No, I mean we need to really shake things up, Sidney.”

“Uh, oh. What’d I do now?”

She sighed again, louder, in case he missed the first one. “It’s not what you did, it’s what we didn’t do, what we don’t do anymore.”

He rolled his eyes. “This again? Come on, Nadine. You know I can’t do that like we used to.”

She stood up from the table and carried her cup to the coffee maker. “We haven’t done much of anything lately, Sid. That’s exactly the point I’m trying to get across to you.” She poured the coffee, then mixed in a dash of cream, no sugar, and carried it back to the table. She’d been brewing up to this discussion for weeks–months, really–and putting it off any longer was no longer an option for her. “I’m not asking for that much, Sid.”

He put his phone down and took off his reading glasses but didn't stand up to take her in his arms and tell her how much he loved her and how happy she made him even after all these years together. Not that she expected him to, not really.

“Is there something you’re not telling me, Dee?” He cocked an eyebrow and she wondered if maybe she was making too big a deal of it, also for the umpteenth time.

No. She wasn’t.

“I guess maybe there is, Sid,” she admitted as much to herself as to her husband. Now that it’s out there, she decided, forward is her only choice.

“That sounds ominous. Are you seeing someone else?”

She almost wanted to hit him. “No, Sid. That’s not it at all.”

“Then tell me what it is, Dee,” he said in a tone much too close to whining - so close, it almost made her teeth ache.

“I’m bored, Sid. I am fucking bored to tears.” She turned away from him but he stood up, at last. “We’ve got another, what, fifty years together?” She blew out a breath. “I can’t imagine what life will be in a year or two if we don’t do something to break the monotony, never mind decades from now.”

He moved toward her and tried to take his wife in his arms but she fended him off. “No, don’t do that.”

“Well, what do you want me to do, Nadine?” he asked, his voice rising like a little girl’s. She’d always had her doubts about a man who didn’t have it in him to take charge when things went wrong. She got used to being the one who called the plumber when the bathroom sink wouldn’t drain because he was just not the kind of guy who would figure out how to take care of it. She never let it bother her before but now she couldn’t stop thinking about it.

This was bigger than a clogged drain, though. Way bigger.

“Nothing, Sid. I’ll handle it,” she said in a tone that made it clear she was ready to do something way outside her comfort zone.

“What do you have in mind, then?”

She eyed him without comment for a few seconds, then she looked down. He seemed to notice for a change and not ignore her frustration - maybe she was getting through to him, at long last.

“Do you remember the book I read a while ago?” Nadine asked, then she looked up at him. Sid’s eyes grew wide.

“The one about that club in New York?” he asked.

She nodded. “Well, I just read about this cruise that’s sailing out of LA where they’re recreating that very same club on one of the decks.” She cocked an eyebrow. “In great detail.”

“Seriously?” Sid asked. “Seriously? How can they even do that?”

“I looked it up on their website. They sail out to international waters so they don’t have to worry about the local statutes and law enforcement.”

“You’ve got to be kidding, Dee.” He looked away and then back at his wife. “You said you weren’t interested in that kind of thing.”

She rolled her eyes. “Around here, I’m not. What would it look like if anyone we knew found out about it?”

“Wait, you’re saying the problem was the possibility we’d get found out? I thought you didn’t want to, you know…”

“I didn’t, not when you first brought it up, at least. But now that I’ve had some time to think about it, and get used to the idea…” She leveled a look at him. “But I haven’t made a reservation or anything, Sid. So don’t get your hopes up.”

Sid Greene just stared at his wife for several silent seconds. Nadine imagined she could see him picturing what they read about almost a year ago but which she reread only last week when she heard about the cruise. She read all the other books in the series as well, which almost put her off the whole idea. Almost.

“How much do they charge?” Sid asked and Nadine almost exploded.

“Seriously, Sid? Can’t you take your accountant hat off for once in your life?”

He held his hands up in mock surrender. “I’m just asking, Dee.”

She sniffed. “It’s not as bad as I thought it would be, to be honest.”

“How much?”

She stared at him for another long moment. “It’s a little complicated but we can book one of the nicest staterooms on the Buckhorn Club Deck for about $4,000 for the week.”

Sid just stared at her. “Wait, they actually call it the Buckhorn Club, like in the books?”

“Books?” she said. “You read the whole series, too?” She cocked an eyebrow and he looked down. Then, after a beat, he glanced up at her.

“Too?”

She looked away.

Busted.

“I guess I should book it then, hmm?”

“Yeah, I think you should.”


6 - June Pays Up
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June, still naked and chained, a virtual prisoner on the New Confederacy deck, whirled when the elevator door opened behind her, face blanching slightly when Katrina stepped out, black pumps rapping against the mosaic.

“That was beautiful, June!” Katrina said, beaming. “We’re all very happy with your piece.”

“Okay, great,” June said, looking anything but happy with the praise. “Uh . . . we?”

“The team,” Katrina said. “We were watching on the lab deck.”

“How many are on your team?” June inquired.

“And thank you too,” Katrina said, ignoring June’s question as she turned to the cameraman. “Rob, correct?”

“Yes,” he said. “Glad to help out.”

“Bruce, will you show Rob off the ship?” Katrina said. “June, you can come with me.”

“See you back at the station, June,” Rob said with one last look at his naked colleague before he turned to follow the husky Black guard toward the elevators.

“Okay,” June said doubtfully, her on-camera confidence stripped away in the same way her clothes had been.

June, 25, had graduated from USC’s general media studies program three years before and gone straight to work for KLAF as the weekend morning weather girl. After a year of that, she was allowed outside the studio, continuing to pay her dues covering charity marathons and school concerts, but now and then when no one else was available, she’d luck into a murder story or apartment fire–her delivery serious, fact-driven and accurate–and she was starting to make a name for herself as more than just another pretty, southern California face.

The only media studies major in her graduating class to have minored in information technology, June deserved to be taken seriously. She had no interest in IT as a profession, but she was comfortable with technology and fascinated by the way the world was building a single, global brain composed entirely of on-off switches. She’d even written a paper about it that was still available on the USC website as one of the best undergraduate works of the year. She’d gotten the IT minor for two reasons, both because she enjoyed the subject and because it lent her some cred.

She was still pretty at the moment, of course, her black hair professionally streaked tan, her dark eyes staring out under perfectly-manicured eyebrows. But now she bore all the trappings of a slave, at least as the concept had been created by Lena White for her book series and the first movie. Not just naked but clearly uncomfortable in her chains, June followed Katrina with her body slightly bent, by design. Only when the feet were together did the go-to slave restraint of the New Confederacy allow upright posture. The separation of the feet necessary for walking yanked on the main chain, forcing June’s neck downward, bending her back in a portrait of servile submission.

June’s b-cup breasts bounced with every step, her bound hands stretched to hide her black triangle of pubic hair, and her face betrayed the concentration people typically wear when headed into an unknown ordeal.

June had agreed to the arrangement, not the first of her career, but in hindsight surely the most reckless. She’d heard about the New Confederacy books and movie but hadn’t indulged in either, wasn’t familiar at all with Badger Therese’s books, but she wanted the exclusive on Rodney Morrow’s new cruise, and when Katrina Biro, Cruise du Kinque’s lead prototype engineer, emailed with a proposal, June had jumped at the chance.

“We need someone to help with a little equipment testing, can you do that for us?” Katrina had said vaguely. “Right after your exclusive?”

“Of course!” June had replied.

What had June imagined? Testing out a new espresso machine? Trying out the hot tub?

She should have put two and two together. In tandem with her exchanges with Katrina, she’d been trading emails with Jamie Sylvan, cruise public relations specialist, who told her the full cruise experience for most female passengers would involve nudity and chains, and proposed that she submit during her story. After a day’s consideration and hesitant buy-in from KLAF’s top brass, she said yes. Breaking a story like this could go viral, get picked up by the national media, get her closer to an anchor job. All she had to do, she was starting to realize, was put her body on the line.

Shambling obediently after Katrina toward the elevators, June unwittingly slipped into the same mindset of desperate bargaining real slaves had engaged in for the millennia before the institution was shut down.

“Hey, Katrina?” she began. “Could I get these chains off?”

Katrina, deigning not to enter the elevator car chosen by Bruce and Rob, hit the down button on a second car. And then, instinctively playing the role on her side of the equation, ignored a question from June for the second time that day..

“Or maybe just my collar off?” June pleaded.

“We’ll put you on a leash when we get to the milking deck,” Katrina finally replied.

“A leash?” June echoe. “You mean–”

“Wow, June, looks like you lit it up!” Rob shouted from the other elevator, waving his hand to keep the doors from shutting, stepping out to look at the girl.

“Yeah?” June said nervously.

“Five texts already asking if I was doing the camera,” he said, holding his phone out. “And the switchboard’s going crazy, Phil says they’re getting 17 calls a second, and . . . oh, damn, it’s Mr. Schwartz. Oh, fuck.”

June froze, watching as Rob answered a call from Raymond Schwarts, KLAF CEO and notorious news micromanager. The TV was always on in his office. And during the morning, noon and evening broadcasts, the man had an uncanny ability to track everything being said, even in the midst of other meetings. If he didn’t like the way a story was reported, you’d hear about it. Sooner rather than later. And if you were going to be fired, that’s when he’d do it–after he’d ripped you a new one.

“Yes, Sir!” Rob said, like a private addressing his general. He paused, nodded. “Yes, Sir, I’m about to leave the ship. No, Sir, June’s still on board, she’s going to stay here and help them with something. Yes, she’s right here. Okay.”

Rob tapped his phone, held it up.

“Okay, got you on speaker.”

“Ms. Wayman?” Schwartz boomed.

“Hello, Mr. Schwartz,” June said, her voice even, her eyes wide with mortal terror.

“They’re coming at us with torches and pitchforks,” he said tensely.

“Oh,” June said. “You mean, literally, Sir?”

“No,” Schartz barked. “Not yet. But my phone’s ringing off the hook. In the last five minutes, I’ve already been called a communist, a Hitler, and a child groomer more times than I have in the last year.”

“I’m sorry to hear that, Sir,” June said, “I hope I didn’t–”

“We’re going to have to let you go,” Schwartz said.

“Sir?” June squeaked, eyes immediately filling with tears.

“Sinflix loved your story, they’ve asked if they can rent you through the first cruise. I said yes.”

June shook her head in bewilderment.

“It’ll be good exposure for us, great exposure for you,” Schwartz said, chuckling at something before he continued. “I don’t know the details, but the money’s too good to pass up. Syndication terms applicable, so you’ll get your slice of the pie.”

“I, uh,” June stammered, “thank you, Mr. Schwartz.”

“We’re just the messenger,” Schwartz said. “If they don’t like it, they can take it up with Rodney Morrow. The damn boat’s leaving from the damned Port of Los Angeles and they want us to ignore it? That’s what I’m telling everyone who calls. It’s our responsibility to cover this, even if people don’t like it. Especially if people don’t like it. We’re going to put out a statement to that effect once the lawyers approve it.”

“I hope I . . .” June said, struggling to get her thoughts in order, “I’m sorry if my story . . .”

“I’ve already heard from two of the major networks,” Schwartz barked. “One wanted to buy the story, the other asked how we got the exclusive.”

“I just–”

“Damn good story, Ms. Wayman,” Schwartz said. “I like to raise a little hell now and then. Mission accomplished.”

“Thank you, Sir,” June said, a tear running down the left side of her face that she couldn’t wipe away.

“And Mr. Marsh?” Schwartz boomed.

“Yes, Sir?” Rob said.

“You did a great job with your camera. No FCC fines today.”

The line clicked dead, and June and Rob looked at each other in stunned gratitude. Rob offered her a thumbs up and slipped into the elevator, and June followed Katrina into their own car.

They dropped five floors before June found her voice.

“I guess you’re borrowing me?” she said.

“Huh?” Katrina said absently, staring at her phone.

“What Mr. Schwartz said,” June explained. “He said I was being loaned to Sinflix for something. Do you know what I’ll be doing?”

“I don’t know anything about that,” Katrina said, adding as almost an afterthought, “but I guess your boss liked your story.”

The elevator stopped on the fourth floor, the “4” button lit up.

“I guess, but he really . . .” June said her voice trailing off, her gaze focused on the glowing number 4 as her mind’s professional pride neurons, her modesty neurons, and her fear neurons competed with each other for attention, the end result a hopeless mental cacophony.

“C’mon,” Katrina said, touching June’s elbow. “Let’s get you milked.”

“Milked?” June said, stepping slowly from the elevator, stopping immediately when her eyes swept the space before her.

Like the Confederacy deck, this space looked nothing like any cruise ship she’d been on, and she’d been on two, once for her high school graduation, once with a boyfriend and his parents.

The normal trappings of welcome and luxury had been removed, replaced by a coarse metal flooring and a bare-bulb ambience that was somewhere between modern industrial and Dickensian workhouse. Immediately to her right were 40 tiny cages, big enough to stand up in, nothing else. Directly before her stood six posts mounted floor to ceiling, each with a pair of rings set near the floor and high overhead, their purpose obvious. To her right were two chest-high racks loaded with chains, their general purpose also obvious, although not every chain ended in a cuff, oddly.

But most disconcerting to June were the other people here, perhaps a dozen, all clothed, all looking like working people anywhere, the men in jeans, the women in pants, skirts, shirts in a variety of hues. Most of them were gathered around a conference table, the rest in three or four of a dozen small open offices where they tapped on computers.

It was, for the most part, like any minimalist workplace. Except for June.

“We’re here!” Katrina announced unnecessarily, because June’s ankle chains were clattering noisily against the floor with every tentative step, and most of the people here were already looking at the naked girl bound by the standards of the New Confederacy.

“Our reporter!” shouted a man of what seemed to be Indian descent, rising from the conference table and heading over, smiling as he offered June his hand.

“Hello, June, I’m Samuel Patesh, so nice to meet you.”

“Hi, Samuel,” June croaked, doing her best at another restrained greeting, her chains ringing between her feet.

“Sorry, June, maybe we should get you on a leash,” Samuel said, as though noticing only now that June could barely raise her hand. “Katrina, what do you think, can we do that now?”

“”I was thinking the same thing,” Katrina said, motioning June to follow her, and the girl did her best to keep up as they headed for the restraint racks.

“We’ve been doing our best to match Badger’s milking book,” Samuel said. “So the first thing we need to try on you is the anal leash.”

June shambled, processed the words unsuccessfully, stopped before the chains and said nothing.

“There’s a logic to the approach,” Katrina said, grabbing a length of chain with a loop at one end, a plug at the other. “If the only restraint you’re on runs to your bottom, anything can be done to the rest of you.”

All of June’s focus was on the plug, black, thickest at the middle, tapered at the tip and toward its widened base, where a chain had been affixed.

“Wait,” June said. “That’s . . . is that . . .”

“We’re going to put it up your anus,” Samuel said.

“It’s not going to lock, though,” Katrina quickly added. “We’ll have them lock for the cruise, but we’re still working out the final kinks on that model.”

“Kinks,” Samuel said, as though hinting at an inside joke.

Katrina just rolled her eyes.

“We’re product engineers,” Katrina said, “so this is all a little new for us. We’re going to learn together.”

“But you’re going to put that thing in me?” June protested, voice high with distress.

“Yes,” Katrina said simply. “Can you bend over, hands on your knees?”

“But you’ve never put it up anyone before?” June said, remaining fully upright, her eyes wide with the terror of someone who’s about to run, futile as that would be in her case.

“This is the least of your worries,” Katrina said. “Except for the chain in the base, it’s no different from a thousand plugs you can order online or buy from any adult store.”

“Some drug stores have started selling them,” Samuel noted.

“But I didn’t know I was going to have to . . .” June said.

“A deal’s a deal,” Katrina said, wrapping her hand around June’s shoulder and easing her downward. “If you were so worried about the details, you should have asked me before now.”

Moments later, Katrina was fumbling with the leash plug at June’s anus, pressing the tip against her hole and making no progress.

“Ow, wait!” June protested. “You need to lubricate it first.”

“We need a little friction so it’s not dropping out,” Katrina said. “It’ll stop hurting once I get it in you.”

June flailed, the chains ringing as she tried in vain to reach behind herself.

“Ow, damn! Stop!”

“Okay, it’s in,” Katrina said. “You’ll be fine.”

Still bent with her hands on her knees, June grunted with a mix of pain and frustration.

“Did you lock it?” she asked.

“This kind doesn’t lock,” Katrina said without sympathy.

“It feels weird,” June protested. “It’s big or something.”

“It’s very standard,” Katrina said. “Don’t you use a plug?”

“What?” June asked, slowly easing herself upright, face bright red. “No. I don’t.”

“A virgin,” Katrina said with a side glance at Samuel. “Most of the passengers who’ve signed up for the milking deck are expecting this, but everyone gets one, no matter what. If they don’t like it, they can use the safeword and they’re done.”

“What’s the safeword?” June asked hopefully.

“We’re giving them a few,” Katrina said. “Yellow, red, black.”

“Okay, yellow,” June said. “Red.”

“Nice try,” Katrina said, wrapping the leash around her wrist and giving it a light tug.

“Hey!” June protested.

“Let’s get your chains off and let you meet the rest of the team.”

June, looking decidedly unhappy with the increasingly lopsided deal, followed Katrina and Samuel over to the conference table, where everyone was watching them approach, peering over the tops of their laptops.

“This is June, our proof-of-concept girl,” Katrina announced.

“And our girl on the scene,” said a woman, looking June up and down. “Great story.”

“Who has the key?” Katrina asked.

“For what?” the woman asked.

“Her chains,” Katrina said.

“That leash isn’t secure,” said a man.

“It doesn’t have to be secure,” Katrina said. “She’s not an actual prisoner. We’re just trying things out on her.”

“Yeah, but still,” the man said.

Samuel seemed to remember something, stepped before June with a ring of keys in his hand, one a car key, several house keys, and a narrow silver key that he manipulated with his thumb, pointing it toward June’s belly.

“Samuel’s the key man!” someone quipped.

“Speaking of which, you have a plan for keys, right?” another man asked. “Because you’re going to need thousands. And if someone says a safeword and you can’t find her–”

“All figured out,” Katrina said, silencing the man with a wave of her hand, and June was beginning to understand Katrina was in charge of this team..

June held up her hands and Samuel opened her wrist cuffs, knelt to free her ankles, and when he reached for her collar, she lifted her chin, staring at the ceiling as it came off.

Mostly unrestrained, she rubbed her wrists and looked nervously at the people before her.

“June,” began Katrina briskly, pointing first to the woman at the far end of the table, “these are some of the team you’ll be working with. Carole, Dag, Minnie, Peter, Cindy, D’Shawn, Autumn.”

As their names were mentioned, each staff member reacted uniquely, with a smile, a nod, two fingers raised, and June responded in turn with an inborn poise that had already proven essential to her young career. Whether she was interviewing a bereft mother, a teen-aged talent show winner, or a conspiracy-spouting Los Angeles City Council candidate, she conveyed empathy, understanding, and unflappable grace. This wasn’t an interview, of course, and the circumstances this morning had been increasingly divergent from her usual calling–she was naked, for starters, and now she had a chain hanging from her rear–but her aplomb was reviving itself.

“Hey, everyone,” she said, her voice clear but a little flat. “I guess I–”

“Who gets her first?” Katrina asked.

Katrina was all business, but one might have sensed some sympathy among the others there for the girl, a respected professional suddenly pressed into service as nothing more than an equipment testing model. Just another piece of equipment, in a sense.

“Are you sure you’re ready for this?” the girl named Minnie asked with an uncertain smile.

“Well, it’s what I agreed to,” June said, voice lifting. “I’ll give it my best shot!”

“It’s not an act,” Peter marveled.

June looked at him, one eyebrow raised.

“It’s why I chose you as the cruise reporter,” Autumn said. “Wide-eyed innocence combined with an open mind and a sense of adventure. I was on the phone to your station head by the end of your first segment.”

June smiled brightly, because this was how she wanted to be seen, how she saw herself.

“We’ve been looking for someone for months,” Autumn continued. “Turns out we were looking in the wrong place. We advertised for an adult event reporter, and everyone we interviewed wanted to establish their cred in the business, and it just wasn’t working for me, but I wasn’t sure why. But I realized it as soon as I saw your report this morning. You’re what most Americans will relate to. And we want most Americans to relate to this.”

“We’re thinking we take her through the whole process, start to finish,” said Dag, motioning to the dozen open offices along the far wall. “Interview and processing first, then the poles, then off to the stalls and the main floor.”

“Sounds like a plan,” Katrina said, and she handed June’s leash to Autumn and turned, shoes rapping on the metal floor as she headed back to the elevators.

“Okay, let’s go,” Dag said, standing. “This will be our first dry run. We’re going to stick to the protocol we’ve put together so far, so everyone look for problems, things to work on. The goal is the most accurate passenger experience.”

The rest of the team stood, and June followed along, grateful Autumn was holding her leash loosely.

They headed for the first of the dozen small open offices along the wall, three of them occupied by middle-aged women who looked up nervously at the approaching procession.

“Have you read any Badger Therese?” Autumn asked. “Production Contract, maybe?”

“No,” June said. “Should I have?”

“It’s not required,” Autumn said, “but a lot of our passengers will have, and it would have given you some idea what to expect.”

“I guess it will be a surprise, then,” June said. She was trying to be funny, but her attempt at humor fell flat. Maybe her nerves were showing. Or maybe everyone else was nervous. She looked at the taut faces around her and decided it was the latter.

“Let’s let Birdie do the honors,” Dag said, motioning Autumn to steer her prisoner toward the first office. “Betty, Doria, come join us.”

The two other women stood, and soon all were gathered around Birdie’s space.

“Okay, follow the script and the steps just like they’re written,” Dag said.

Birdie breathed in, looked up, smiled tightly. She was probably in her mid-forties, plump, hair dyed black with gray roots visible.

“Hi,” she said, eyes darting between June and her PC screen. “Please take a seat and tell me your name.”

“June Wayman,” June said, moving to the simple plastic chair, settling down carefully, mindful of the plug in her rectum. The restraint was designed for sitting, she noted, because it didn’t hurt, and she took in the space. “Birdie Swanson” had been engraved into a cheap plastic name tag mounted at the front of her battleship gray desk. On the wall behind her, three pictures had been taped up, of Birdie and a man her age, presumably her husband; of a younger Birdie and two middle school children, a boy and girl. Then the same boy and girl, college-age. Actual family pictures, or props? They looked real. But the calendar pinned up next to the pictures was definitely a prop, open to April, a closeup of a breast with a collection cup attached to the nipple.

“Collection Module 5-27,” the caption read.

Birdie typed, tapped a few buttons, a printer whirred, and Birdie turned, retrieved a document, three pages stapled in the upper left corner, with a generic woman’s face in the upper right corner and “Jane Hugh Kao” and a passenger number of all zeros beneath the signature line at the bottom of the page.

“Time out,” said Dag. “A little explanation, which you’ll need for your reporting. If you were a registered guest, your cruise photo and name would have been pulled up when Birdie typed your name into the system, and that’s what she would have printed out. Okay, back to the script.”

Birdie slid the document and a pen across the desk to June, and she glanced at it briefly, noticed sections about compensation, care and punishment before she signed it “Jane Kao” and slid it back.

“Thank you,” Birdie said, sliding the form into a desk drawer, pulling out a black plastic garbage bag and setting it on her desk. “Welcome to Arnold Farms. Now, please remove your clothing, all jewelry and anything else you’ve brought and place it in the bag.”

“Time out,” Dag said. “Passengers will still be dressed at this point. You won’t strip and get leashed until you’ve signed the contract.”

“Okay,” June agreed.

“Okay, Birdie, good so far,” Dag said. “She’s put everything in the bag, you’ve tagged it with her name and passenger ID # and set it back there in the bin, and you’ve leashed her. Continue.”

“Do not attempt to remove your leash,” Birdie said, staring at her screen and speaking a little stiffly. “The restraint is designed to cause moderate pain upon removal unless it’s unlocked, but if you manage to work it out, or if you resist being restrained or confined, or remove or attempt to remove any restraint, you’ll be punished. Remember your safewords. ‘Yellow’ ends a scene and you return to your stall. ‘Red’ means you want the experience to end and you’re ready to finish the cruise on a non-immersive deck. ‘Black’ is you need to leave the ship altogether. Response to a safeword will be given priority but will not necessarily be instantaneous. And extraction fees may apply.”

Birdie rose from her desk, took the leash from Autumn, smiled with growing confidence. What had she done before this? June wondered, the question providing a needed distraction from her present ordeal. DMV clerk? Nurse? This was probably her first job as a cast member on anything, much less an erotic cruise. What about the other two? An older Black woman with an updo and orange, incongruous sneakers. A short, heavyset Hispanic lady in a moo moo. They’d been chosen because they looked exactly like people who would be doing this kind of work. Shuffling paper, getting contracts signed, putting a chain up a girl’s rear. All the same to them, just a job, just a paycheck at the end of the week.

“Someone will be along to process you in a few minutes,” Birdie said, and she looped the end of June’s leash around a hook set into the partition between the offices. Keeping her face blank, as though she hadn’t just finished a performance in front of nearly a dozen people, she returned to her desk and looked up, awaiting her next passenger.

“Wow, perfect!” said the woman Katrina had introduced as Cindy. “That’s how it’s done. No small talk, no chit chat, just get the contract signed, leash her and hook her and get to the next female.”

“I noticed a few things we need to tweak, but well done, Birdie,” Dag said, offering the beaming woman a few polite claps that the rest of the team, including June, joined in on.

Dag stopped clapping, swept his arm around the room.

“So here’s what you’d be seeing on day one,” he said. “Women are stepping off the elevator, fully-dressed, and they’re directed to one of the offices. They get taken care of by a clerk, like you just did. Then some are waiting like you on their hooks, some are in the cages over there, some are between the posts getting their IDs installed, and then they’re walked to the stall area, where they’ll be kept most of the time.”

June nodded, unexpectedly comforted by the image of a room full of nude, restrained women like herself.

“The target is 50 passengers per hour in each processing room,” said Cindy. “There are four, so we should have all 450 milking deck passengers through in two hours.”

“Any questions, June?” Dag asked.

“Where will the women be before they get here?” June queried, just to be asking something. Never be without a question, she’d learned.

“Passengers going to decks where they need to be processed will be kept in a waiting area,” Dag said.

“It’s actually pretty nice,” Samuel said. “Buffet, drinks, you can still–”

“Non alcoholic,” Cindy said. “We want them completely sober for this.”

“Absolutely,” Dag said. “So next, we’re going to take you to a pen, then you go to the posts for ID, and on from there. Ready for the next step?”

“Yeah, I guess,” June said, sounding a little less than ready.

* * *

Five hours later, June Wayman, still naked but unrestrained, was standing in the Sinflix Tonight video production room on the second deck, a microphone in her hand, a camera waiting to catch her words. There was no curtain this time. Set to the right of the camera was a video playback monitor, depicting June from the waist up in all her newly-debauched glory, both nipples visible, erect and puffy. Her hair was disheveled, the way it got after an hour of frisbee golf, or an hour of sex with one of the more demanding lovers from her past. Her skin was glowing the way it did after a good sweat. There was something in her eyes, too. A shine. A knowledge, perhaps.

“Hello, everyone, I’m June Wayman,” she said, her voice flat, exhausted. She opened her eyes wide, looked to the left of the camera. “No, sorry, cut that, let me try again,” she said, and she breathed in, shook her head, passed her hand through her hair as though forcibly resetting herself. “Okay, okay, one, two, three. Go. Hello, everyone, I’m June Wayman, embedded correspondent with Sinflix Cruise, here for my first report on the maiden voyage of Cruise du Kinque. The ship doesn’t embark until April 14, but I’ve spent the day trying out the equipment and helping the team refine the experience. And in the last 10 hours, I’ve been . . . okay, wait, cut, what time is it? 3? Three o’clock? 3 p.m.? Okay, wait, wait.” June breathed in, looked at the floor, squared her shoulders. “Okay, go. And in the last, uh, five hours I’ve been, I’ve been milked. Actually milked, by machine. I’ve been tied up. I’ve had my labia, my, my vaginal lip . . . so they could, so they could . . . I was brought to a prison . . . a torture . . . to be tortured. I was . . .”

June looked down, closed her eyes, put her free hand against her forehead.

“Okay, stop,” she said. “I can’t do this right now. I need a minute . . . let me. Can I just sit down, please? Just maybe like a half an hour? An hour? Please? Okay, thanks. Oh my god.”


7 - Zoe Faces A Decision
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“Nice to meet you, Marcy,” Zoe said to the plain woman behind the small desk. “Thanks for taking the time. I know you’re busy.”

“When Rodney tells me to walk someone through the full program, I make the time,” Marcy said. She stood up to greet her, shook her hand and motioned for her to take a seat. “It’s no trouble, really.”

Zoe had her doubts but kept them to herself. “I won’t take up too much of your time. I just wanted to get some idea of what I’m getting myself into.”

“Rodney told me you’re the new host of Sinflix Tonight,” Marcy said. “That’s quite an accomplishment.” She smiled but Zoe saw no warmth in it. “And now he wants you to be his guest on the maiden voyage? What’s left to decide?”

Zoe looked at the woman with curiosity–what was she getting at? “I’m not sure I want to take a full week off just as the show is getting started,” she explained, something she hadn’t done with Morrow. Why not? she wondered, not for the first time.

“Well, that’s understandable, I guess. But if you do the show from the ship, wouldn’t that be great for ratings?” Marcy stared at her as a confused look overtook her expression. “Do ratings even matter with Sinflix?”

“I’m not sure but the head of programming, Brad Johnston, seems to be laser-focused on something called utilization metrics, whatever they are.” Zoe smiled and shrugged, anxious to move on.

“Well, I guess I’ll leave that to you and your people.” Marcy reached over to grab a looseleaf notebook that reminded Zoe of high school. Marcy seemed to notice her look. “I’m still getting organized and we sail in three days,” she said with a laugh. “There’s just so much to do and so little time to get it all done.”

“Then let me get right to it, Marcy,” Zoe said in an attempt to reassert control over the conversation. “If I’m going to sail with you, I want to see as much of the ship as I can. I was thinking I could do a remote from each deck at different times of the day.”

Marcy looked up. “Oh, you’re going to broadcast your show live? Not just get footage for a later show?” She closed the looseleaf and put it back on the credenza. “I guess I misunderstood what this was all about.”

“We won’t put it on the service live but I have to put something fresh every weekday evening, Marcy. I can’t be just getting B-roll footage at this point. That would be a waste of my time, not to mention my crew.”

“You’re bringing your whole crew with you?” Marcy asked in a tone that surprised Zoe. Hadn’t Morrow explained anything to his Director of Entertainment?

“Of course.” Zoe didn’t feel the need to explain but Marcy seemed to be waiting for further information. “I thought you knew that,” she added at last.

“Why would you need a crew when the whole ship is fully wired with four HD cameras in every room?”

Zoe frowned. “Stationary cameras, which wouldn’t get any sense of me exploring all that each deck has to offer the way a cameraman following me around would.” She couldn’t believe an Entertainment Director would be so clueless about the basics of taping a television show.

Marcy nodded inconclusively. “Well, clearly that’s a decision that’s way above my pay grade. I’ll have to run it by my boss and see what he thinks.”

“Do you work for Rodney directly?” Zoe asked.

Marcy smiled. “No, I report to Eli Compton, head of operations. Nice job interviewing him, by the way. He can be…a handful.”

“Thanks.” Zoe smiled vaguely, not sure what Marcy meant. “Do you know Rodney?”

“We’ve met. I’ve worked for him indirectly for years.”

“Really? Care to share?”

Marcy looked at the clock on the wall of her small office. “Maybe some other time. Let’s talk about your stay with us. We’ve got a lot of ground to cover.” She flipped open a brochure and turned it to face Zoe. “Are you at all familiar with our basic setup?”

“A little. Sixteen decks, fourteen kinks, more or less, depending on how you count them.” Zoe raised her eyebrows to get confirmation that Marcy understood she wasn’t clueless.

“Yes, but the way it’s been laid out is pretty complicated. But it makes sense once you understand how everything was designed. The first two decks are mostly operational: a staging area, supplies and equipment, and a place for people who used the safeword to finish their cruise. No kinks on those. There are decks that don’t require a long commitment, like the Penthouse deck taken from Rodney’s hotel chain, and then there are some more involved decks . . . milking deck is a good example. Guests can schedule a short visit on some of the decks, to get comfortable with the environment and maybe book one next time.”

“What do you mean? What is the kink on the Penthouse deck?”

“You’ve never been to one of Rodney’s hotels, have you?

“I’ve heard of them but I’ve never visited.”

“They all feature a room on the roof, the penthouse, obviously, where women can meet men.” Marcy smiled and paused as if waiting for Zoe to ask the obvious question. Which she did.

“That just sounds like a bar, Marcy. How is that a kink?”

“The women charge for their services.”

“Oh. So, prostitution?”

“Yes, exactly.”

“And these women, they are guests, not employees, right?”

“Right again.”

“And the men who, uh, partake of their services?”

“For the maiden voyage they will all work for me as part of my extensive cast of performers. For later cruises, we’re thinking about inviting male guests to ‘partake of their services’, as you put it.”

Zoe blinked and struggled with this new information. But the other kink that Marcy mentioned intruded into her jumble of thoughts. “You also mentioned milking?”

“Deck Four is the milking farm, where women can spend an hour or a full week as a provider of human milk for a commercial dairy. Restrained and naked, of course. That’s one of the Badger Therese kinks.”

“Of course,” Zoe agreed, not knowing what else to say. “And above the milking deck?”

“Visual Arts is one of them. If a woman or a couple decide that they’ve always dreamed of creating a special video but lacked the equipment and expertise to do it right. We’ll facilitate for them by supplying everything from the set, the director, the script, and as many actors as they deem necessary to fulfill their expectations. As with the other decks I’ve already mentioned, they can book a short session or a series of sessions depending on their artistic ambition.”

“And above the Visual Arts deck?”

Marcy walked Zoe through each deck in order, including the Bondage Deck, Breeding Deck, Buckhorn Club Deck that featured interracial cuckolding, the Female Sexuality Lab, the Discipline Deck, the rest.

“The culmination, of course, on the highest levels, are the New Confederacy Deck and the Sexual Research Deck, where committed participation is required, subject to safewords, of course.”

“Committed participation?” Zoe asked.

“Once you enter, you can’t leave, except with the safeword that permanently ends your stay.” Marcy leaned in and Zoe unconsciously mirrored her. “To be honest, those are the decks I envisioned for you, and I’m sure we could accommodate your switching at some point so you got to try both.”

Zoe sat back, stunned by Marcy’s suggestion and her reaction to it–her belly twinged hard at the idea of being subjected to such an environment, let alone two of them.

“I don’t have to make a decision now, do I?” she asked and regretted asking immediately.

“No, of course not,” Marcy said with a warm smile. “I still have to find out what we’re doing with your show and your crew, for one thing. Although to be honest, I don’t see how we could integrate your show into those highest decks–we’re just not set up for that kind of disruption, and the last thing I want to do is ruin the experience for the other guests. We saw the strongest demand for those two decks, by the way. We sold them out faster than a Taylor Swift concert.” Marcy laughed and Zoe felt compelled to smile.

“So you’ll get back to me when you’ve talked to your people about my crew?” Zoe asked as the women stood up and shook hands.

“I will, and I look forward to working with you in whatever capacity you decide to indulge in, Zoe.”


8 - Meghan’s Truth

[image: ]

As soon as Silvio Martelle, associate pastor at First Pentecostal Church of Anaheim, finished his prayer, Meghan Attweiler leaned forward, sucked in her breath to speak.

Close to 50 men and women had gathered this Wednesday evening for a meeting of, officially, the Healing a Troubled Land Committee, a church body charged with the broad mission of doing whatever could be done to purify American society, remove Satan from the nation’s corrupted culture, and prepare the world for the Second Coming of Jesus. Informally known as the culture warriors, this team directed First Pentacostal’s most important work: abortion clinic protests, candidate endorsements, pornshop picketing, anti-sex trafficking campaigns.

“Who was watching Action News Monday morning?” Meghan asked, the question sounding almost like an accusation.

“The immigrant shooting?” a woman asked, nodding sadly. “I saw that.”

“The story about the cruise,” Meghan said, eyes searching the room, everyone looking back and listening attentively. As an elected official, and a member of the Orange County School Board to boot–a group vital to the protection of the next generation–Meghan held considerable sway here. “KLAF had an exclusive on it. It’s a cruise where thousands of people can satisfy their perversions. Thousands of people.”

“The Cruise du Kinque,” said a man, sounding almost amused. “I saw something online about it.”

“It’s a new attack,” Meghan said, answering the man’s amusement with a tone of fury, and she reached out her hands like a pair of claws. “Satan has found another way to put his fingers into our souls.”

“It’s kind of like an adult club,” the same man said, sounding a little dismissive. Yes, at some point such clubs must be outlawed. Everyone knew that. But saving the utterly lost was lower down the current priority list.

“No, this is different,” Meghan said, voice rising with urgency. “This is active recruitment of the innocent. They’re calling it a cruise. But they’re–”

“A cruise in sheep’s clothing,” someone interjected, prompting laughter.

“Exactly,” Meghan said, nodding. “It meets five of our action criteria.” She held up her hand, stuck out her pinky first, then the other four as she went down the list of prioritizing attributes. “It’s new. It’s especially perverse. It puts the innocent at risk. It’s being promoted by mainstream media. And it's cloaked in innocence. A cruise in this case.”

“This was on KLAF?” Silvio said.

“They had an exclusive on it,” Meghan said. “They were very proud of that. And their reporter, the reporter who covered it, they had her naked.”

“Can we find the story?” Silvio said, prompting more laughter. “For information-gathering purposes only,” he clarified, smiling. “I’m sure the reporter was protected in some way.”

“They put a screen in front of her,” Meghan said, adding to a bevy of outraged gasps, “they had her chained up. You could see the collar around her neck. She said her hands and feet were chained too.”

Desire Falcone was operating the AV system for tonight’s meeting, and the screen lit up as she went to the KLAF website, quickly found the offending video, and launched it.

For the next 7 minutes, the culture warriors watched in open-mouthed horror as June Wayman reported with unabashed eagerness about a cruise dedicated to every sexual kink immoral billionaire Rodney Morrow and his minions could think of to tempt the wavering American soul.

When the broadcast ended, Desire turned off the TV, and Meghan surveyed the conference room with victorious outrage.

“It’s even worse than I remember,” she said. “And mind you, I was watching all this with Candy. Thank God she’s too young to understand.”

“Any kid could have seen that!” shouted a woman. “Kids who are old enough to understand. They’re grooming them!”

Meghan cleared her throat, leaned forward. “Do we agree it meets our priority criteria?”

“Absolutely!” shouted someone.

“A five-alarm fire,” someone else muttered.

“I agree,” Silvio said. Are we ready to put it to a vote?”

“Yes!” came the near unison shout.

“Alright,” Silvio said, “everyone in favor of making the cruise, the cruise . . .”

“The Cruise du Kinque,” someone offered.

“. . . of making the Cruise du Kinque a targeted abomination, say ‘Aye’.”

The ayes were almost deafening.

“But what priority level?” a man shouted.

“First class, immediate action,” proposed a woman.

“All in favor, say ‘Aye’,” Silvio said.

Once again, the ayes were quick and overwhelming.

“Okay,” Silvio said. “Meghan, thank you for bringing this to our attention. I think we’re justified in setting aside tonight’s agenda to start work on a plan.”

“I have some ideas,” Meghan said.

Everyone looked at Meghan, awaiting her next words.

“Does everyone remember John Allen Chau?” she asked.

Most of the committee members nodded, but there were a few raised eyebrows.

“He was the missionary we helped send to the Sentinel Islands to save the native people there,” Meghan explained. “He went to share the Word of God with them, but they weren’t open to it and they killed him.”

“It was a mission we supported in 2018,” Silvio said after the gasps had subsided. “For those who weren’t with us then, we did two special collections, raised almost eighteen hundred dollars.”

“They killed him?” one of the younger female members said. “Didn’t they get–”

“They’re described as uncontacted,” Silvio said. “No civilization, and hostile to invaders. And the worldly authorities, in their wisdom, have made it illegal to contact them in any way, even to share the Gospel.”

Meghan nodded, breathed in, and all eyes turned to her.

“John Allen Chau died doing God’s work,” she said. “His courage is an inspiration to all of us. He went to share the truth with a hostile people, and for whatever reason, the Lord brought him home. But his example lives on. And I . . . I want to follow it. If the Lord is willing, I am ready to offer my message to these savages. As a passenger.”

“Oh!” shouted a woman as though she’d been punched. Others gasped. There was murmuring–worried, fearful, admiring–as those in the room processed Meghan’s idea.

“I’ve been thinking and praying on this for two days,” Meghan said. “I will be there as a beacon of truth. As Daniel in the lion’s den. There are souls there ripe for the harvest. Innocent souls, lured in by something hiding its evil. We need to shut this down, and I want to do my part.”

Silvio was the first to speak, the same edge in his voice evident whenever someone proposed something that could create trouble with earthly authorities. Sabotage was not allowed, destruction and theft were prohibited, murder was out of the question, no matter how deserving someone might be of it.

“How do you propose accomplishing that, Meghan?” Silvio asked.

“Information,” Meghan said. “The first cruise leaves in a month, on April 14, and comes back on Sunday, April 21, and I’ll get off the ship, and I’ll start exposing it that night.”

“What do you hope to expose?” Silvio asked, not sounding entirely on board.

“Exactly what they’re promoting,” Meghan said. “Sex slavery. Bondage. Torture. The women they sign up are going to be raped and whipped. They have cages to put them in. You saw them. And if there are any children there, I’ll . . .”

Meghan’s voice trailed off as she fought with her emotions.

“I’m sorry, I’m sorry,” Meghan said, fanning her face with her hands while the woman beside her rubbed her shoulder. “It’s just, I think about Candy. And what if they . . . this is about the children!”

Silvio nodded sympathetically, stroked his chin and smiled in the way he did when he needed to gently shoot down an idea. There were many reasons this was a bad idea, of course, but he typically brought up money first, because it was the most objective. Telling someone the budget wasn’t there was far easier than telling them an idea they’d prayed over just wasn’t good. And if everyone was allowed to go on whatever mission occurred to them, the church would be out millions. There were the three couples and their children, for example, who wanted all expenses paid for a one-week trip to Dallas, where they would serve as First Pentacostal’s emissaries to the resurrection of John F. Kennedy and his return to the presidency.

“These kinds of cruises are very expensive,” Silvio said. “And there are many other ways to fight this kind of thing without giving our money to them. I suggest–”

“The port authority won’t let us picket,” Meghan interrupted. “At least nowhere meaningful. I’ve looked into it. Their designated protest zone is a quarter mile from the ship. And . . . letters to the editor? I mean, come on! That’s just free publicity for people like that!”

“How much is a ticket?” someone asked.

“Go to the cruise website,” a man proposed. “At least see what the pricing looks like.”

Desire opened the Google page, typed in “cruise du kink.”

“Cruise du Kinque,” corrected one of the men. “Ending with Q-U-E instead of just the k.”

“How do you know?” one of the women asked, prompting scandalous laughter.

“I saw that article about it,” the man replied defensively.

Desire corrected the spelling, and with a few more clicks she was at the cruise page, where a computer-generated woman in red panties leered out at them, her forearm across her bare breasts, a whip in her free hand, a pair of red horns growing from the top of her head.

More than one of the culture warriors gasped.

“Satan himself,” muttered a woman.

“Herself,” someone else corrected.

“Go to reservations,” Sillvio urged, and Desire opened up a second page, scrolled quickly without reading through a dozen paragraphs of terms, clarifications, caveats and qualifiers before she got to the list.

“Bondage Deck” it began, followed by more decks with names as malevolent as the half-naked devil girl:

Pornography.

Gangbang.

Visual Arts (Pornography)

Interracial Cuckolding

Domestic Sex Slave

Not every item on the list was equally offensive. There were several prison decks, a discipline deck, a lab of some kind, and even a milking deck.

A somber silence descended as the members of the committee read the words on the screen, and processed the jarring spiritual desolation they represented.

“What’s interracial cuckolding?” asked one of the younger female members.

“When a man’s wife has sex with another man,” someone said sadly.

“But . . . interracial?” she asked.

“When the other man is Black,” someone else said.

“Or just a race other than the husband,” someone else clarified.

“What does milking mean?” asked a woman. “I mean, how is that a deck?”

“It’s a fetish for some people,” a man offered. “Weird kink.”

“Milking . .  like milking cows?” someone queried.

Desire clicked on the deck name, scrolled through another series of paragraphs, stopped at the pricing tier:

Male Stimulation Assistant: $4,800

Wrangler (Male or Female): $3,900

Milk Producer (Simulated): $2,900

Milk Producer (Actual): $800

“Is that a typo?” someone asked.

“What?”

“It says $800,” one of the men noted. “Everything else is in the thousands. The last one is $800. They probably meant $8,000.”

“They have to honor it if it’s published,” a woman said. “By law.”

“Are you going to sign up?” asked the man beside her.

“Um, no, honey, not if Meghan is,” said the woman, and everyone laughed. “What does it say?”

Desire clicked:

The Actual Milk Producer, as the name implies, is able to lactate and produce milk, and will be regularly expressed by machine, hand or mouth during the cruise. Because the Actual Producer is contributing to the cruise economy and/or the experience of others on the cruise, the cruise fee is heavily subsidized.

“It’s discounted,” a woman said.

“But you have to be able to make milk,” added a second woman.

“Eight hundred dollars,” said a man, the excitement in his voice growing. “We’ve got almost that much in petty cash, don’t we? We could do a collection right now and raise the rest.”

“I’ve got the first hundred,” said another man, opening his wallet, immediately greeted by nervous laughter. “What, I’m being serious?” he protested. “This is damned important.”

“Wait, wait,” said a woman. “You have to be able to make milk. Meghan, can–”

“Yes,” Meghan said. “I haven’t weaned Candy yet. I’m still–”

“Put me down for 100,” said a man. “Can we start a list? I’ll write a check tonight. One hundred dollars, Ned Turner.”

“I’ve got thirty in cash.”

“I can write a check for eighty.”

“Twenty!”

“Twenty!”

“Fifty!”

Someone started clapping and the whole room erupted in applause.

“Wait, let me get this down,” said Talley Dobbins, committee treasurer, scribbling on her legal pad. “Joe, you said $100, okay. Now, let’s go around the room. Anne, you said–”

“Okay, time out,” Silvio said, making a T with his hands. “Time out, just a second.”

Everyone looked at him.

Silvio breathed in. “This is the reason I love working with this committee,” he said, words taking on the timbre of his sermon voice. “You follow ideas with action. Faith with works. Faith with works. You are an inspiration. But . . . Meghan.”

Silvio turned to Meghan, and she looked back at him expectantly and, perhaps, a little defiantly.

“We can’t in good conscience ask this of you,” he said. “This is . . . a terrifying unknown. This is . . . we are proposing to send you into the abyss. The mouth of the beast. And you have a family. Candy. And Keith. Have you discussed this with Keith?”

“I have,” Meghan said. “We’ve talked about it. He’s on my side. His mom will stay with us to look after Candy.”

“You won’t be able to nurse her, though,” warned a woman.

“I can pump before I leave, and freeze it,” Meghan said. “She’s only doing a few ounces a day anyway. And I–”

Meghan’s face froze, some terrible new thought occurring to her.

“Oh, sweet Jesus,” she said.

The room froze, everyone staring at Meghan. In a community where God might speak to anyone at any moment, she bore the demeanor they were always ready for: Epiphany. Revelation. A sudden burst of truth.

“It says by mouth,” Meghan said somberly, pointing at the screen. “Milk expressed by mouth.”

Everyone waited.

“They’ll have me nursing babies,” she continued. “Their babies. Someone’s babies. Babies . . .”

“Don’t say it!” pleaded a young woman.

“Babies for sacrifice!” someone else announced.

The room erupted in horrified outrage.

“God help us!”

“Jesus, please, let this not be true!”

“They’re monsters. Meghan, they’re monsters!”

The outbursts slowly quieted, and all turned to Silvio, whose sober assessments of the Satan-led modern world kept them grounded. But even he seemed startled at the moment.

“Let’s not jump to too many conclusions,” he said slowly. “Meghan, you have identified an abomination, and I wouldn’t put much past them. But we have yet to find conclusive evidence that live infants are being victimized.”

Several voices broke forth in exasperation, but Silvio raised his hand and they fell silent.

“If you’re going to do this,” the minister intoned pastorally, “and for the record, I have serious misgivings. But the committee seems to have decided. So if you’re going to do this, Meghan, go with an open mind to find whatever evils might be lurking on that ship, with the courage of your convictions, and with the light of God always before you.

* * *

That night, after she’d put Candy to bed, Meghan told Keith about the meeting, about her proposal and the way God had opened the path before her, and they prayed together and he gave her his approval, and she went to her laptop and called up the Cruise du Kinque website, grimaced at the topless devil girl, clicked through the pages until she found the milking deck reservation page.

There were caveats and terms. She had to provide her full name and driver’s license number. The cruise fee was due now. She’d have to prove she could make milk before the cruise started, and if she couldn’t, she’d have to come up with the $2,100 that non-producers paid, or she’d be sent away, and they’d keep her $800. There were safewords, a term she found meaningless but peculiar, given the context. There was an extensive liability waiver, a contract she had to sign agreeing that her presence on the cruise was considered consent to whatever was done to her there.

And there was a questionnaire. And this was where Meghan’s resolve wavered, because after the questions about height and weight, occupation and family, the questions turned . . . evil:

Are you a lesbian?

Are you open to lesbian encounters?

Is there any medical reason you can’t be anally penetrated? Vaginally penetrated?

Have you pierced your labia?

Are you . . .

Is there . . .

Do you . . .

and on and on.

“Lord,” Meghan prayed, one hand gripping the mouse, the other wiping tears as she sat by herself in the darkened home office. “Take this cup from before me.”

But the cup was not taken, and Meghan endured, clicking the first choice without reading it, clicking “Don’t Care” or “Not Applicable” wherever she could, closing her eyes and simply clicking at random.

And at the end, when she opened her eyes, she found that the Lord had been with her all along, and they’d arrived together at the “Confirm Ticket Purchase” page, and she clicked again, used Keith’s credit card to pay the $800, and bought her berth on the Cruise du Kinque milking deck.


9 - Beachy Considers a Deal
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“This should look pretty familiar to you,” Morrow said to Beachy as the elevator doors slid open. “We couldn’t make it look just like the movie, given our space constraints and all. But I think they did a great job of recreating the feel of the Beaumont Processing Facility.”

Beachy exited the elevator and looked around in awe. A full complement of cages, all empty for now, lined the deck in rows and columns, just like on the movie set of Slave of the New Confederacy a few months ago. These were the cages where, according to Morrow’s unlikely story, paying female guests would spend their days and nights, collared and manacled, subsisting on bread and water, and using buckets to relieve themselves.

“People have signed up for this?” she asked without bothering to hide her disbelief.

“We’re sold out for this cruise and the waiting list is as long as your arm,” he said with a broad grin. “With the success of the movie, this deck is a big hit.”

“That makes no sense at all, Rodney. I’ve never been on a cruise but I’m pretty sure people book them to lounge in the sun and eat themselves silly at buffets that never close. You’re going to keep your guests in cages instead of staterooms and feed them those horrible little biscuits and make them shit in a bucket in their cages?” She stared at him. “Are you fucking kidding me?”

His eyes darkened briefly before he regained control and forced a smile. “You ever hear how I got my start in the real estate business, Beachy?”

She shook her head. “I guess not, but what does that have to do with…?”

He cut her off with a wave. “Hear me out. Long before I built my first hotel I used to give people what they wanted - sexually, just to be clear. Everything I’ve done over the course of my career has been built on the idea that people are fucking degenerates if you let them be. Offer them what they want and they’ll pay you a fucking fortune to get it.”

Beachy stared at him for a moment, then asked, “What the hell are you talking about, Rodney?”

He smiled at her. “Back in 2008, when the world was falling apart, I saw my opportunity to change the venue I operated without really changing the nature of my service, because I knew that however lucrative it was to get a cut of every transaction, owning the venue where the transactions took place would be much more profitable. But doing your first deal in commercial real estate is always the hardest one to pull off because no one trusts you to be able to do it. So when the financial crisis killed the financing for a new hotel in Atlanta that was 98% built, I swooped in and took it over for pennies on the dollar.

“Now, I know what you’re thinking–what’s that got to do with cruise ships? I bought that first hotel knowing that the market would be there for me because I had something no one else had. I just had to convince the powers-that-be to leave me alone and let me service my customers, something I knew everything about. So, in the depths of the worst economic downturn since the Great Depression, I opened a brand new hotel, my very first Penthouse Hotel, and shot the lights out with it. And do you know why?”

“No, why?” Beachy asked.

“Because I put men who wanted to pay for sex in the same room with women who wanted to get paid for sex. Simple as that.”

“How did you manage to do that?”

“I’d been running a pretty big prostitution operation for years, so I knew who to pay off. That was the easy part. Getting the word out about what I was doing to the women who wanted to take a walk on the wild side without blowing up their entire lives, that was a bit tougher, but I got it done. And the rest, as they say, is history. You know how many Penthouse Hotels I own now?”

“How many?”

“A hundred and forty-five, with three more opening next month. And all because each and every one of them caters to men who want to get laid and women who will service them for a fee. Oldest profession in the world, as they say, but I own the venue. You want to try your hand at whoring for a night? Come to a Penthouse Hotel and give it a try. Want to run a little side hustle a few nights a week until you’ve earned what you need to pay off that new kitchen that ran over budget? Come on down to the Penthouse and we’ll take care of all the shit that a pimp usually takes care of but we won’t beat you or steal your money or get you hooked on heroin.”

“Don’t the cops give you a hard time?”

“We pay 'em not to. And, we comp them whenever they get an itch that needs scratching, if you get my drift.”

Beachy looked at him hard. “How is it I never heard about this before?”

“You ever go looking for a place to sell your ass? I mean before you started your OnlyFans thing.”

Beachy shook her head. “Still, I’m surprised I never even heard about it.”

Morrow laughed. “I pay an army of PR flacks and lawyers to keep my name out of the papers until the story does me some good. And just like the Mafia before me, I make sure everybody knows I mean business one way or another. You can either play ball with me or we can do it the hard way, and I learned how to win street fights on the actual streets, so I never lose.”

Beachy had heard enough. “What do you want from me, Rodney?”

“I just want a commitment from you, Beachy. Since the movie came out, you’re a hot commodity. I know for a fact that a large percentage of our reservations for this deck have come from the connection to Slave of the New Confederacy. People want that experience and if you’re on board, figuratively and literally, it’ll make it that much more real for them.”

“What am I going to do here, Rodney?”

“We’re still working on that. My Director of Entertainment, Marcy Newell, has been running my Club-sub subsidiary for a couple of years now at the hotels. She’ll figure out how best to use you.”

“Can you narrow it down for me a bit?” Beachy asked.

“I will, but until then, let me show you around.” He walked her down the aisle between the cages toward a doorway that looked like something out of a horror movie. The steel door was huge and locked with a deadbolt the size of Beachy’s arm. An electronic keypad was positioned just outside the bulkhead and when Morrow punched in the code, the deadbolt swung open automatically with a resounding thud that reverberated throughout the nearly-deserted room.

“How many ‘slaves’ does this place hold?” Beachy asked as she looked back at the cages.

“Two-fifty the way we’ve got it configured right now. My design team is working on stacking the cages as many as three high so we can triple that number on later cruises.” Morrow ushered Beachy into a small vestibule and closed the door with an even louder thud when it slammed into place and locked ominously.

Beachy side-eyed him. “Isn’t that dangerous, having a locked door on a ship that can sink? Wasn’t that part of the problem on the Titanic?”

Morrow scoffed. “We don’t plan on hitting any icebergs in this part of the world, Beachy.”

“Where does the cruise go? I don’t suppose there are many ports of call.”

He shook his head. “Nope, although I’m considering buying an island if this works as well as I think it will.” Beachy just stared at him in amazement as he opened another door similar to the last. “Here’s our version of the Lexington Auction House,” he said with obvious pride.

The room was smaller than the cage room and built to resemble a small theater with a stage and seating on three sides, the rows of seats rising steeply up the walls of the room to form a bowl. It reminded Beachy of the Hollywood Bowl, a venue she’d visited to see a concert two years ago. But she was more focused on the purpose of this place.

“You plan to hold auctions, Rodney? How in the world is that going to work?”

“Same as we did in the movie, Beachy. Everything we’re doing here is to replicate that world for our guests, right down to the last detail.”

“So, actors?”

“For everything. We’ve got black actors, men and women, to play the handlers and the technicians, white men to play the owners. They’ll bid on guests, the same as in the movie.”

“And once they ‘buy’ them?” Beachy asked while making air quotes. “Then what?”

Morrow smiled. “Right this way.” He walked her to the other side of the stage but she stopped to stare at the small cement platforms, three of them, with chains and shackles embedded in them. Just like the ones she wore for her auction scene last year. She still had nightmares about that scene for reasons she had yet to understand.

Morrow opened a smaller door that led to a room lined with iron-barred cages, some large enough to hold several slaves, but most barely wide enough to hold one standing, presumably naked and chained while waiting to be delivered after the auction, another scene Beachy remembered all too well. She glanced at the floor in one of the small cells and confirmed her suspicions–she saw a metal grate.

“Is that what I think it is?” she asked Morrow.

“Of course,” he said with undisguised glee. “And here’s what we’ll use to wash them down.” He picked up a garden hose from a stand in the middle of the aisle between the cells.

“You really have gone all out, haven’t you?” Beachy asked in wonder.

“If there’s anything I’ve learned from running a chain of whorehouses on the down-low around the world, it’s that nothing sells like word of mouth. People obviously loved our little movie, Beachy, and they will be pissed if we didn’t deliver when we tell them we’re going to recreate the experience they expect.”

“Where’s the Punishment Room, Rodney?” She leaned close. “And the Playroom?”

He smiled. “Follow me.”

He walked her back to the vestibule between the auction room and the cage room. Another door, smaller but locked in the same manner as the first two, was off to one side. Morrow punched in a code again, the door opened, he bowed slightly and offered his arm to escort her into the room, at which Beachy stared in amazement.

“No doubt you recognize the Punishment Room,” Morrow said with a smirk. “It’s smaller of course but fully equipped.”

Beachy stared at the chain-link stand-up cages that lined two walls, and the various stations that were used in the movie to restrain slaves as they were punished. She endured only one of those stations during the filming but she had watched other actresses as they were whipped, paddled, or just restrained in painful positions as she was, dangling from her wrists. Her ordeal during filming was largely simulated–many others were much more realistic.

“You’re going to actually torture your paying customers, Rodney?” she asked in a near-shout. “How the fuck…” She didn’t complete her thought–she just turned to stare at the man.

Morrow was smiling that same indefinite smile that seemed to be forced. “We’ll make sure everyone gets exactly what they’re looking for, Beachy. Marcy has been providing this type of service in over half my hotels for years for our guests. She’s got it down to a science.”

“I thought you said your hotels were whorehouses, Rodney,” Beachy said, exasperated. “What’s that got to do with this?”

“In the markets that support it, and where we can get away with it, we offer a couple of specialized forms of entertainment–a bondage floor and a discipline floor. Marcy ran one of the first ones I opened in New York before I promoted her to corporate and put her in charge of rolling out the services worldwide. She’s temporarily assigned to this ship to get this room and our Bondage Deck and our Discipline Deck up to speed.”

“And that’s what your customers want? To be tortured, like I was?”

Morrow almost snorted. “You weren’t tortured, Beachy. We did everything we could to protect you as much as possible while remaining true to the spirit of the script.”

“You weren’t there, Rodney,” she said with disdain. “It came a lot closer to actual torture than you were led to believe.”

He eyed her for a few seconds. “Does that mean you don’t want to make the sequel, Beachy? Were we too tough on you?” He leaned close. “Don’t forget, I’m upping your points dramatically, girl. Which, now that we’ve established the demand for this kind of entertainment…” He motioned at the equipment in the room. “Stands to make you a wealthy woman at the ripe old age of…” He paused. “What are you, twenty-five?”

“Twenty-four,” she said quietly.

“A baby, really. I didn’t make my first million until I was almost forty.”

She stared at him. “I need to know what’s going to be expected of me, Rodney. I won’t sign up for this project blindly, like I did for the movie.”

“Fair enough, Beachy. Let’s go talk to Marcy and see what she’s got in mind for you.”


10 - Meghan Enters the Lion’s Den
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Meghan Attweiler sat in the middle of the church van–middle bench, middle seat–her 4-year-old daughter Candy on one side, her husband Keith on the other, eight more of the most faithful members of First Pentecostal Church of Anaheim around her, everyone praying except Candy and the driver, Rick, who needed to focus on driving.

“Lord, please be with your child Meghan as she does your work this week,” implored Sissy Mondelo with her head bowed and her clasped knuckles white. “Help her to show those she meets the wrongness of their ways, and let her return to us as a witness who will testify to all the evil she has seen, so that we may stop this latest venture of Satan into our midst.”

“Satan?” Candy said, looking up from the tablet where she was watching a Dandy Lion cartoon.

“That’s right, sweetie,” Meghan said grimly. “Just like we talked about. Mommy’s going to fight him where he lives.”

“Are you coming back?”

“Of course, baby,” Meghan said, voice breaking and eyes wet, and Keith put his hand on her shoulder and squeezed.

Typical for most Sunday mornings, the Port of Los Angeles was busy, traffic snarled around all the entrances, compacts and Ubers weaving between tour buses and semis. But the First Pentecostal bus stood out–as it was meant to: painted blue and yellow, with the church name and address printed in a foot-high font on both sides beneath the full color photograph of a long-haired and entirely European looking Jesus. Everywhere the church’s fleet of vans went, they witnessed. Even here.

The prayers continued until Rick pulled up to the unloading curb, and everyone but he clambered out for one last prayer, delivered while the believers held hands to form a protective circle around Meghan, and hers were not the only wet eyes when she kissed Candy and Keith and turned, somberly, to enter the building, pulling a small suitcase on wheels behind her.

As the bodies, the beeping transport carts and the wheeled bags enfolded her, she looked up for a hint of her next action, spotted the Cruise du Kinque sign 100 yards to her left, grimaced and made her way toward it. There was no topless devil girl here, no indication at all of the cruise’s dark purpose other than its name, which she next found printed on a small cardboard sign taped to the wall, with an arrow pointing to a door.

In she went, behind a couple, followed by a middle-aged man, all of them looking like people she might see at the grocery store. Or at church, for that matter.

She entered a cordoned line that doubled up on itself, waiting behind at least 100 other people to be summoned to one of several dozen desks where clerks consulted laptops, nodded and smiled. It all still felt strangely normal to her, just another cruise. Maybe there were more tattoos than she might have expected, on the women as well as the men. There were some very tight t-shirts, nipples showing where someone had forgotten to put on a bra. But no obvious Satan worshippers. No Antifa, as far as she could tell. No Marxists.

The line advanced quickly, Meghan looking guardedly at her fellow travelers as they passed each other on the double line. One or two met her eyes, smiling. Knowing smiles? Conspiratorial smiles? The smiles people give when united in something evil? Meghan wasn’t sure.

Check your preconceived notions at the door, Silvio had told her. If you spend too much time looking for what you expect to find, you’ll miss what’s actually there. It was good advice.

What if someone recognized her, though? It wasn’t the first time she’d thought that as she’d prepared for this mission. School board member wasn’t exactly celebrity material, especially in southern California, but she had a campaign website, and her name and picture had been published in the LA Times and broadcast on the local stations after she’d won her school board seat. She’d searched her name after her victory, was surprised how many places it showed up, even on an “Elected MILFs of Orange County” website some group or other maintained. She’d felt a little pride over the picture they’d used, from her campaign website, of her in shorts and a running bra just after she’d finished a 5K two years ago. Her black hair was tied in a ponytail, her face flushed, her eyes and her mouth smiling with the jubilation of someone completing something difficult, and worthwhile. She could pass easily for someone 10 years younger, her breasts still jutting up the way they’d set since they’d filled with milk a little before she had Candy. She liked nursing her daughter, but she also liked the way holding milk made her breasts look. Was that vain, ungodly? Of course not. It was all part of His plan, and her appreciation of the fringe benefits was simply another way to honor Him. The fact someone decided that picture made her a MILF was, while offensive, also a little funny, she’d thought.

But no one responsible for this cruise was going to be laughing if they figured out who she was. She’d registered with her real name, of course, and the possibility remained that she’d be outed as a devout Christian who could only be here on a mission and rightly turned away. Maybe they’d tell her they didn’t want troublemakers onboard, or come up with some lie about how they couldn’t find her reservation. Maybe someone noticed the van that had dropped her off, the believers who’d circled her for the final prayer, watched what door she headed for, and that would be enough.

As she reached the end of the line and was waved over to the desk of a strangely ordinary, middle-aged white woman, she found herself hoping with increasing desperation that she was about to be rejected. Lord, let this cup . . .

“Hi there, how’s your day going so far?” the woman asked as Megan settled into one of three plastic chairs opposite the woman’s desk.

“I’m good,” Meghan said, briefly considering a full confession: But I’m a little nervous, because I’m throwing myself into one of Satan’s newest earthly lairs to shut it all down, and I have my work cut out for me..

“We’ll need to see two forms of ID,” the woman said, and Meghan fished through her purse for a driver’s license and a credit card, and the woman peered at them, typed on her keyboard.

“We’ve got you on the milking deck,” the woman said without averting her eyes.

“Yes, that’s what I signed up for,” Meghan agreed, voice shaking. At any moment, two burly security guards were going to grab her arms and hustle her out. Maybe one of them would be that awful Black guard from the KLAF story. Meghan turned reflexively, looking over both shoulders. No, no one was coming yet.

“Are you producing?” the woman asked.

“What?” Meghan said, returning her focus to the woman.

“It says here I need to confirm that you’re lactating,” the woman said. “Are you?”

“Oh, right,” Meghan said. “Yes. I am.”

The woman handed Meghan’s IDs back, tapped her keyboard.

“Okay, lean forward, put your right eye two inches from the camera.”

Meghan obeyed, the camera clicked.

“We’ll be using your right iris for ID,” the woman said mechanically, still staring at her screen and probably reading from it. “Any time a cruise cast member asks to scan you, you need to comply immediately or face whatever consequences apply to your guest terms.”

Meghan swallowed, nodded.

“Do you remember your safewords?” the woman asked.

“Safewords?” Meghan repeated, the expression vaguely familiar.

“If you say yellow, you’ll be returned to your quarters. If you say red, your experience will be over and you’ll spend the remainder of the cruise on the first deck. If you say black, every effort will be made to remove you from the ship as quickly as possible. But keep in mind you’ll be responsible for transport fees, if any.”

“Okay,” Meghan said. “But . . . I was wondering. Why does it have to be a word? Instead of just telling someone I want to leave?”

The woman looked up from her monitor.

“I don’t know,” she said. “It’s just what the instructions are.”

“Oh,” Meghan said. “You mean . . . you didn’t . . . you don’t know what . . .”

The woman waited patiently for the furiously-blushing Meghan to finish her question.

“Nevermind,” Meghan said. “I just . . . this is all new to me.”

“It’s a new cruise,” the woman said.

“Your first day on the job?” Meghan said.

“Oh no, I’ve been doing this for years,” the woman said. “I work for all the lines.”

Wait, you don’t know what this cruise is about? Meghan wanted to ask. No, of course you don’t. There is no reason for you to. How many of Satan’s minions do his bidding in blithe ignorance?

“Alright, you’re all set,” the woman said. Somewhere in the recesses of the desk, Meghan heard the electronic grind of a receipt printer, and the woman reached down and brought forth a slip of paper with her name on it and a six-digit number.

“You’ll get to the ship that way,” she said, pointing to a pair of closed doors protected by several security staff, a couple leaning forward to have their eyes scanned, a half dozen more waiting. “Enjoy your cruise.”

“Thanks,” Meghan said, rising, and she made her way stiffly toward the door, waited her turn to pass through as if in a trance, made her way through the glass-covered, elevated walkway to the ship, the rest of the port visible from here, ships and cargo derricks to her left, the open ocean to her right, the ship looming before her. The couple in front of her were laughing. Meghan turned to look at the single girl walking behind her, sensed fear and apprehension in her darting eyes. Were anyone to look at her, Meghan thought, they’d see the same thing, the face of the first Christians, sent by the Roman emperor into the Colosseum so their fellow citizens could watch them die.

“Our Father, who art in heaven . . .” Meghan prayed silently to herself, her mouth moving with the words of the ancient invocation as she reached the ship itself, a shrine to evil, Satan’s newest and most seductive temple.

She entered what looked like a waiting room, or like the departure gate in an airport, seats in rows where people sat with their luggage, wrestled with food on paper plates, sipped drinks, looked up at the screens that lined the room, all flashing the same number in unison.

“Hi,” said a voice to Meghan’s right, startling her, and she turned, found the source of the voice, and was quickly disabused of any notion she was in a normal waiting room. Here, next to the wall, stood an Asian girl, completely nude, smiling.

“Welcome to Cruise du Kinque,” the girl said.

“Thank you,” Meghan said reflexively.

“I’m Danielle,” the girl said, pushing her hair back from her right ear, revealing a peculiar earring, more like an ID tag than an ornament. “If you’d like a picture.”

“Hi, Danielle,” Meghan said, not reaching for her phone as she moved to the girl’s side to make room for the next passengers. “Um, what am I supposed to . . .”

Danielle turned, pointed to the nearest monitor. “You should have gotten a slip with a number on it,” she said. “When you see the same number on the screen, go to the elevators over there and they’ll get you to your deck.”

“Okay,” Meghan said blankly, looking down at her hands. Yes, there was a slip of paper in one of them, with a number printed on it. That’s right, the woman at the check-in desk had given it to her. It didn’t match what was on the screens. It wasn’t her time yet.

My service has begun, Meghan said to herself. Jesus, make me your vessel.

She needed to start learning.

“You’re Danielle?” Meghan said.

“Yes,” the girl said, nodding enthusiastically. “From the Production Contract.”

Meghan gave the girl a puzzled look.

“The book,” Danielle said. “Have you read it?”

“I haven’t,” Meghan said.

“Oh,” the girl said, looking a little crestfallen. “What deck did you sign up for?”

“The milking deck,” Meghan said.

“Oh, the Production Contract deck!” Danielle said enthusiastically, raising her hands to her mouth. Every time the girl moved, something rattled behind her. Meghan looked down briefly, noticed the girl’s black, untrimmed pubic hair and the piercing there, with a tag dangling from it not unlike the one hanging from her ear.

“That’s my deck too!” Danielle said. “The whole deck is based on the book. It would be cool if you’d read it.”

“I didn’t know about the book,” Meghan said.

“Are you a real producer?” Danielle asked.

“Milk, you mean?” Meghan asked.

“I’m sorry for asking,” Danielle said, dropping her gaze to Meghan’s breasts. “But you sort of look like it.”

“I am,” Meghan said, smiling sincerely despite her profound misgivings. Was this another of Satan’s unwitting minions, guilty of nothing worse than working nude? The girl was not giving off a follow-me-to-hell vibe. She was just playing a role of some kind, and working hard at it.

“I sort of thought everyone on the milking deck would have read the book,” Danielle said. “Are you hucow curious?”

“I don’t . . .” Meghan stammered. “No.”

“Cool,” Danielle said. “Let it be a surprise . . . I admire your courage.”

“Thanks,” Meghan said, unsure of the girl’s meaning.

“I’ll be doing a milking demonstration over there in a few minutes, if you want to see how it’s done,” Danielle said, pointing to a platform across the room.

Meghan turned to look, spotted another half dozen naked females scattered around the room, some in chains, some smiling and posing for selfies.

Sodom, she thought, remembering the KLAF news story that had provoked her outrage. Gomorrah.

“Enjoy the cruise!” Danielle said, turning to regard another clump of passengers.

Meghan settled in the first empty seat she could find, pulled her rolling bag up against her knees, looked down and collected herself until a shout yanked her attention back to the entrance.

“Oh my God, are you supposed to be Danielle?” a woman exclaimed.

“I am Danielle,” the girl replied.

“I’ve got to get a picture, please can I do a picture?” the woman begged.

“Of course!” Danielle replied.

Meghan looked up, noticed for the first time a chain running from between Danielle’s legs to a ring set into the wall behind her.

Why? What?

The new arrivals, two women and a man, seemed particularly fascinated by the chain, laughing when Danielle turned and grabbed it, lifting it for their inspection.

The passengers took turns examining Danielle’s earring and, at the girl’s invitation, the jewelry embedded in her vulva. She held it out to them as they marveled, one of the women gingerly reaching out to touch it.

Pictures ensued, the three passengers drawing out phones and snapping shot after shot, many of them with the girl turned so her chain was visible. More curious than she wanted to be, Meghan continued to stare, realizing that the chain terminated in the girl’s . . . anus.

And this is just the waiting room, Meghan thought grimly to herself. What else will I see before this trip has ended? What else will I see before this hour has ended? Jesus help me.

She focused on the screen, with its flashing numbers. A couple sat down next to her, paper plates on their laps with salad, fried shrimp, egg rolls. There was a buffet along the wall behind her, but Meghan wasn’t hungry.

Five minutes later, her number appeared and, with a sense of at least temporary relief, she headed for the elevators.

“Meghan?” said a fully-clothed man, no older than his early 20s. “May I have a look at your eye?”

Megan leaned forward for the iris scan.

“Milking deck,” he said approvingly, pushing the up button on the elevator behind him.

“Yes,” Meghan agreed, and when the door opened, she followed him through it, glancing into the waiting room one more time as the doors closed behind her, her mind fixed somewhere between affront and mystification.


11 - Shawna Takes the Job
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“Well, Shawna Ross,” Emily Randall began. “From the looks of your resume, you’ll be a shoe-in.”

“Thanks,” Shawna said quietly. “But I’ve never worked on a boat before.”

“It’s a ship, but don’t worry about that. It’s more like serving in a bar than anything else and you’ve done plenty of that from the looks of things.” She smiled at the girl. “The thing is, we’re going to cater to a very unique clientele.”

“What kind of clientele?”

“Let me show you around,” Emily said as she stood up from her desk. “We can talk as we go.” She escorted the younger woman to the door of her small office and then down a hall to an elevator. “These are staff elevators. We’ve got 25 for guests and a dozen for the crew and staff. It’ll all be a lot clearer why in just a bit.”

“Have you worked here long?” Shawna asked as the doors of what looked to her like a freight elevator closed.

“No,” Emily said with a smile. “It’s the maiden voyage so everyone’s new to this. But I’ve worked for several Penthouse Hotels over the past few years and the Penthouse Deck is as much like the hotels as anything.” She turned to look directly into Shawna’s eyes. “Are you familiar with the Penthouse Hotel chain, Shawna?”

“No, I’m afraid not. Is that going to be a problem?” Five minutes ago Emily thought she was a shoe-in and now it appeared to be melting away.

“No, not at all. But it’s a very specific kind of place and I was hoping we’d get more applicants with experience there, but no matter.” She motioned to Shawna to exit the elevator when the doors opened. The two women stepped into a hallway that did resemble a hotel more than she expected - having never set foot on a cruise ship before she really hadn’t known what to expect.

“What sets it apart?” Shawna asked, mentally kicking herself for not doing any research before she showed up for the interview. But her circumstances had changed unexpectedly and radically in the last 24 hours and she was lucky to be here at all, applying for a job that would solve her housing problem as well as her sudden unemployment.

“That will become apparent in a few seconds, Shawna,” Emily said as she turned into a small alcove and opened a door. She motioned Shawna inside and followed her in.

“So, this is one of our scarf rooms,” Emily said as if she wasn’t stating the obvious. The room was lined with dozens of silk scarves, obviously expensive but all the same design, a crimson pattern that blended with gold and black to varying degrees. Some of the scarfs, all clustered together, were more red than the others but other than that, the selection was ridiculously limited. Shawna turned to Emily for an explanation and found the woman smiling at her.

“So, as I said, this is one of four scarf rooms we have on the deck. Each Penthouse hotel, all one-hundred and fifty of them, have a scarf room just like this one.” She pulled a scarf off one of the shelves and tied it around her neck. “When a woman decides that she wants to take a walk on the wild side, she comes here first where we have someone to walk her through our unique system, designed by Rodney Morrow himself.”

“Who?” Shawna asked.

“The founder and sole owner of the Penthouse Hotel chain and this cruise ship. He’s going to be on board for our maiden voyage, by the way. He’s a very hands-on owner.”

Shawna was growing frustrated with Emily, who seemed intent on talking in circles while not officially offering her the job of cocktail waitress, the reason she was here in the first place. But she knew better than to show any signs of impatience, so she smiled sweetly.

“I still don’t understand what the scarves are for? Do you sell them?”

“No, we give them away.” Shawna waited but Emily didn’t explain.

“Why?”

“Because we use them as a way for our guests to indicate a couple of things.” Emily tucked the ends of the scarf she was wearing into the front of her blouse. “If you wear it like this, that means you’re available but waiting for someone in particular. Men can approach you but they understand that you might turn them down.” She pulled the ends of the scarf halfway out of her blouse. “If you have the ends tucked in but just barely, you’re indicating a greater degree of accessibility. You might say yes and you might say no.” She pulled the ends of the scarf out of her blouse completely. “And if you wear your scarf like this, you’re telling the world that pretty much anything goes.” Emily smiled broadly at Shawna as if she’d just explained something profound and wonderful.

Shawna didn’t see it that way. “So it’s a kind of dating thing? Or a pickup thing?”

“Not quite but close. This scarf is the least red compared with these over here.” She walked to another wall full of shelves, each containing exactly the same color scarves. “And these are the most red of all, signifying…” She stopped and turned to face Shawna. “Can you guess?”

“I have no idea,” Shawna said, almost at the end of her patience for whatever game Emily was playing with her.

“The scarf I’m wearing tells the gentlemen in the penthouse that I’m willing to go to a room with them for five-hundred dollars an hour. Those there, in the middle, indicate a price of $750 an hour, and these, the darkest shade of red, scarlet red, if you will? Those will cost the gentleman a thousand dollars an hour.”

Shawna stared at Emily and digested what she was saying. “And all the women in the bar are wearing a scarf?”

“Most are. We don’t discriminate–you can come to the Penthouse Hotel and people watch if you want to. Some women have to see it for themselves before they take the plunge but most come back, or come around eventually.”

“Why?” Suddenly, a thought occurred to Shawna. “Wait. Did you do that? Is that why you're here?”

“I did indeed, Shawna. I went to one in Manhattan when I was living in Queens about five years ago. From there I went through training in Atlanta and I’ve worked for the company in a variety of capacities ever since. And now, at the ripe old age of twenty-nine, I’m managing a whole deck on this ship.” She beamed at Shawna as if she’d just won a prize of some kind.

“You don’t expect me to do anything like that, do you?” Shawna asked in a tone she immediately regretted but couldn’t take back.

“No, of course not. In fact, you are strictly prohibited from any inappropriate interactions with the guests for the duration of the cruise, just like at the hotels. What we do need from you is an understanding of what’s going on here. It’s not your garden variety bar–everyone will be focused on the real reason they’re here and we need you to be sensitive to that reality.”

“Where do the men come from?”

“They work for us, on this first cruise, at least. We’re talking about allowing men to come aboard as guests and interact with our female guests just like they do at the hotels but for this maiden voyage we want a more controlled environment until we get all the kinks worked out, no pun intended.” She smiled. “So, now that you understand how things work, I’ll be glad to show you where you’ll be working and living, if you’re still interested in the job, Shawna.”

“That sounds great, Emily.”

“Let’s go to one of the Penthouse bars.” She led the younger woman down a hallway and opened the door with a flourish. The room was a surprise to Shawna, even though she had no idea what to expect. Empty except for a few workmen who were putting the finishing touches on a row of booths across an interior wall, the windows that covered the exterior wall were shocking to Shawna.

“Is that even safe, to have that much glass like that?” she asked as she walked toward them. “I mean, what happens in a hurricane?”

Emily laughed gently. “I had the same question but I’m told that hurricanes are an Atlantic Ocean thing and although they can have typhoons in the Pacific, in this part of the world they are quite rare. And we’re unlike most cruises in that we’re not going anywhere. We sail out to international waters and that’s about it. If something did come up in the way of a big storm, we could easily avoid it.”

“This room is pretty amazing,” Shawna said, taking in the full extent of the view almost ten stories above the harbor.

“It’s one of six Penthouse Bars on the Penthouse Deck. We’ve booked five hundred guests on this deck so we have to accommodate them without crowding them. All of the Penthouse Bars have their own unique feel and decor but the point is always the same - make the women feel special so they can focus on why they’re really here.”

“And the men? They’re expected to service 500 women for a week?”

“Well, we don’t expect the women to be in here all day every day but we’ve got a crew of over 3,000 so we’ll make any necessary adjustments as the need arises.” She smiled again. “We’re going to need flexibility from everyone involved, Shawna.”

“What does that mean for me?” Suddenly, she envisioned an orgy where she’d be expected to participate, something she wanted no part of.

“Nothing like that,” Emily said, almost reading her mind. “But we’re paying top dollar so we’ll be asking a lot from everyone.” She waved her hand. “Come on, let me show you the accommodations.”

She walked Shawna out of the bar and back to the crew elevators but they walked past the elevators and toward the stern of the ship. “We’re different from a lot of cruise ships in that we don’t house the crew in the lowest level decks. We keep you on the same deck you work on.”

“Why’s that?” Shawna asked.

“We’re using the lower decks for different guests,” Emily explained without elaborating. “But it works out well for you. You even get a porthole which is pretty rare from what I’m told.”

“I suppose I’ll be rooming with someone, right?” Shawna didn’t go into the reasons this fact was unappealing to her–no one would want to hear about her personal troubles, least of all her new boss.

“Yeah, we’ll put you in a room with three other girls, and it’s tight quarters, I won’t lie to you. It’s just under 150 square feet.” She opened a door and motioned Shawna inside. The girl, even though she tried to brace herself for the worst, was dismayed at what she saw–a tiny room with two sets of built-in bunk beds, one desk and a bathroom that was hardly walled off at all. Even the porthole was small.

“I know, it’s nothing to write home about, is it?” Emily asked in a sympathetic tone. “But the good news is we have facilities set up so you don’t have to spend too much time here. One of the things we really focus on, both at the hotels and on the ship, is that we rely on the crew to take exceptionally good care of the guests. That means we take exceptionally good care of the crew.” She smiled again but Shawna couldn’t read anything in her smile. Was she implying something without spelling it out? Did Shawna want to press her and risk talking herself out of the job?

“So, what do you say?” Emily asked as she walked Shawna back to her office. “You think you can commit now?”

Shawna was tempted to just say yes but she thought of one last question. “What am I committing to? One cruise for one week?”

Emily sat down at her desk and “We’d like you to stay for the season, if you can, Shawna. Three months, six cruises, one every other week.”

Shawna didn’t hesitate. “Done. Where do I sign?”


12 - The Debut of Hannah & Raven
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Brow furrowed in worry, eyes darting from a wall of tiny cages to an impromptu beauty salon, Sandra Beaumont tugged nervously on her headphone, stopped to listen, turned.

“Okay, they just cleared their two hundredth passenger,” she announced. “How are we doing?”

“Good,” Max said simply, bending to add blush to the face of Amy Nielson who, after two weeks of training, was about to be introduced to the world as Hannah Loughbridge, the innocent, blonde domestic sex slave from Badger Therese’s Female, Recreational series.

“I need an ETA,” Sandra said. “Five minutes? Fifteen? An hour?”

“I’m working as fast as I can,” protested Max, turning to peer into the eyes of Marquisa Roberson, chosen by the Cruise du Kinque’s casting team to portray Raven, Hannah’s Black friend, lover, and fellow slave girl.

“We really need them down there in, like, five minutes ago,” Sandra mourned. She was wearing black Keds, black jeans, a black t-shirt with “so what?” printed upside down in white. With her thick black hair and the mischief that often played around her eyes, she would be portraying Athena Petrosyan, the scheming, under-achieving, youngest member of the family that had bought Hannah. There was no mischief in her eyes at the moment, however, because like many cast members, she was doing double duty, both playing a role and performing vital logistical functions on her deck. This was a demanding, complicated deck, where 300 paying guests were going to dedicate a week of their lives to serving as domestic sex slaves.

And things were not going well.

Sandra had been a billing clerk in the Yorba Linda water department, sharing an apartment with two other girls and trying to make a go of it when someone stopped her outside a coffee shop in Burbank.

“Oh my God, you’re Athena!” the woman had exclaimed. “Please tell me you don’t get seasick and you can start a new job in a month!”

Sandra, despite her misgivings, took the woman’s card, sat for a formal interview and turned in her paperwork. It all seemed to be a foregone conclusion, however, and when they told her how much she’d be making, she almost fainted. She gave two weeks’ notice, made her way through the Female, Recreational series, learned to act like a spoiled rich girl with a good heart and pervasive insecurities, and now that it was time to sail, she’d gotten a bunch of other things dumped on her at the last minute.

She’d be chaining and unchaining passengers, putting them in cages, escorting them from one section of the deck to the other. She’d be chaining her fellow cast members as well.

And these were real chains. Handcuffs, shackles, the works. You needed a key to take them off.

But right now, for some reason, it was her job to get Hannah and Raven down to the waiting room, where the passengers were gathering in growing numbers. Both cast members needed to be down there now, to give a taste of the domestic sex slave deck to the passengers who’d signed up for it, as well as all the other passengers, so they’d know what they were missing. Repeat business was a big deal on this cruise, she’d been told.

Hannah was the star here, a girl named Amy something who didn’t, as far as Sandra could discern, have anything other than her looks to offer. Raven, tall and Black and probably an African queen in some other life, was a beautiful, naturally regal model ready to try something different. They were naked while Max put the finishing touches on their makeup. That was their wardrobe, in fact. Nothing. Except for the chains they’d usually be wearing, and the silver collars that would always be locked around their necks. They’d be getting beaten at some point, supposedly. Whipped or something, Sandra wasn’t clear on the details. God only knows what they were making. Sandra, as Athena, was a bit player here, and her annual salary was going to triple if she stayed on for a year. And she only had to work every other week.

But right now, there was stress. Max had been late, of course, but getting Hannah and Raven down to the waiting room was Sandra’s problem, and if they were late, which they already were, that was going to be her fault. Max was gay, a professional beautician, one of the makeup artists and a cast member as well who’d be performing as Delilah, a transitional female who was also a slave and had befriended Hannah.

Right now, however, Max was nothing but Sandra’s biggest headache.

“It doesn’t have to be perfect,” Sandra said, stepping before the girls. “I mean, that looks great. It seems like you could be done now.”

“It does have to be perfect,” Max said flatly, bending to apply hair spray for the one-millionth time to Hannah’s bangs. “This is their freaking debut.”

“What?” Sandra said, clutching her headphone, looking terrified as something was being said to her. “Yeah, I know, I know, we’re almost done. I promise. Okay, okay.”

Sandra looked at Max with a deep scowl.

“You are killing me,” Sandra said. “I am literally dying.”

Hannah smiled. Raven remained utterly dispassionate. Was she aware of anything that wasn’t happening inside her own head?

“How many are in the waiting room?” Sandra asked.

“No way to know that,” Max replied curtly.

“I’m asking them,” Sandra said, pointing with annoyance at the microphone poised just before her mouth.

“It’s getting confusing,” Max complained. “Maybe say ‘roger’ or something when you’re talking to them.”

“Okay, close to 100 there now,” Sandra said, one hand on her headphone, the other covering her free ear. “And no, I don’t need to say roger.”

“Over and out?” Max proposed. “10-4?”

“Please shut up,” Sandra said. “What? What’s that?”

“Okay, they’ve asked again. How long? This isn’t my question, it’s coming from the waiting room. Top people, okay?”

“I’m getting close,” Max said.

“Just give me a number, please.”

“10 minutes,” Max said without looking up.

Seventeen minutes later, Hannah and Raven were standing, regarding themselves and each other in Max’s mirror, and Sandra was almost smiling.

“Okay, go,” she said, and the girls turned toward the elevators. “No, wait,” Sandra said, making her way to a stand full of chains, one of dozens placed where they’d be needed throughout the Sinflix Loviatar.

Picking feverishly through the restraints, she grabbed two pairs of handcuffs, two pairs of shackles, almost ran toward the stars, who put their hands out, put their feet together and allowed Sandra to bind them.

It took all of 30 seconds to get it done. This was something all of them had spent weeks practicing.

“Okay, go,” Sandra said. “You both look amazing. Go.”

The girls vanished, entering the passage that led to the elevators, and Sandra returned to the two chairs where the stars had been sitting to get worked on. Max was in one now, hunched over, so Sandra took the other and assumed the same pose.

“I don’t think I can do this,” he whispered.

“Do what?” Sandra asked.

“This,” Max said. “This is not who I am. I’m not Delilah. I spend two hours on most clients, and they thank me and it’s beautiful. I barely got 45 minutes with them both. I–”

“That’s exactly what Delilah would have said,” Sandra opined.

Max shuddered, straightened his back, brought his hands to his face. He was crying.

“You know they were ready for you more than an hour ago,” Sandra said. “If you’d shown up–”

“I almost didn’t show up at all!” Max wept into his hands, voice high-pitched and breaking. “I can’t . . . I just don’t think I can do . . . it’s like an assembly line. It’s like mass production. And I’m supposed to masquerade as that, as–”

“Delilah,” Sandra said, adding yet another hat to her portfolio: emotional crisis manager..

“That’s not my name,” Max whispered.

“It is,” Sandra said. “You’re Delilah, I’m Athena. And I want you here with me. I need you. And right now, I need to show you the rest of the deck. They’ve done some amazing things with the space, and you need to know how to get around in it.”

Sandra stood, fluffed her hair and became Athena, and she held out her hand and Delilah took it and followed her.

Meanwhile, Amy Nielsen, who was just about to irrevocably become Hannah Loughbridge, was enduring the longest elevator ride of her life.

Naked, chained, and made up to look like a piece of fabulously expensive household property, she was moments away from opening herself up entirely, body and soul, to a roomful of strangers. They would see every curve, every pore, every flaw, every strand of her golden brown pubic hair. And everything she said and did would be compared to Hannah Loughbridge, a fictional girl with whom Amy had almost nothing in common. The number of things that could go wrong were mind-numbing.

“Oh, God,” she said, bringing her hands to her face, but stopping just before she touched it. Smudged makeup could also go wrong.

“Please tell me you’re nervous,” she said into her palms.

“Not particularly,” said her Black co-star.

“Okay, good,” Amy said, fanning her face, her handcuffs ringing rhythmically. “I’m channeling your cool. I’m channeling your cool.”

Marquisa Roberson, who was about to become Raven, offered an uncharacteristically hearty laugh, and the doors opened wide to a room where hundreds of strangers sat and waited.

They stepped out together, the Black girl and the white girl. Heads turned. Eyes widened. The room fell quiet, except for a few startled gasps. Hannah tried to smile, was certain it looked more like a grimace.

Raven gazed, imperiously.

“It’s Hannnah,” someone whispered.

“Who’s Hannah?” someone else whispered back.

“Oh fuck, that’s Raven too. They’re both here.”

“Who are they supposed to be? Who’s Hannah?”

“What deck are they on?”

“One of the Banger decks, I think. Banger, no, Badger Ta, Ta . . . whatever. The other author.”

“Hannah?” someone nearly shrieked, voice piercing the waiting room’s sudden hush. “Oh my God, Hannah?!”

A solidly-built woman in her 30s, seated at the other end of the room, shot to her feet, her thigh striking her rolling bag and sending it toppling. She ignored her case, striding with all the speed possible in the crowded, luggage-strewn room, spreading her arms wide, stopping only when she had literally collided with the girl.

“I have been waiting to meet you for five years!” she shouted, wrapping Hannah in a crushing bear hug that the girl, with her hands bound before her, couldn’t reciprocate.

“Hi,” Hannah said, smiling a little dazedly but much more sincerely, feet working deftly to keep herself upright. After two weeks of training that included considerable time navigating scenarios just like this while in restraints, she was passably good at the challenge.

As quickly as the woman had pounced on Hannah, she let her go and turned.

“Raven,” she said reverently, almost hungrily, and she put her arms around the Black girl and hugged her just as fiercely, laughing with what seemed to be a sudden self-awareness before she stepped back and looked at each girl in turn.

“Can I get both of you?” she asked.

Her meaning was obvious.

“Did you request a session when you made your reservation?” Hannah asked.

“Oh yes,” the woman said, nodding, blowing air out of puffed cheeks. “And I said anywhere. In your cage, in the training room, in the bedroom. Anywhere.”

“You’ll be at the top of the list then,” Hannah said, reciting from the policy manual she’d memorized cover to cover. “We’ll do our best, but that’s not something we can guarantee.”

“Everyone who wants to will be partnered,” Raven assured..

The woman’s face darkened slightly. She didn’t want just anyone. She wanted these two.

“But I hope so,” Hannah added. “I hope we’ll get to mate.”

A slight frown was replaced by rapture.

“Do you mean it?” she asked. “Do you really want to?”

“Of course,” Hannah said, nodding sincerely. This wasn’t sex work. It was playing a part. And if such a simple thing could bring this much joy to someone else’s life . . . how could it not be a joy to her as well?

“What’s your name?” Hannah asked.

The question almost seemed to startle the woman.

The same book might mean nothing to one person, become another person’s world, their bible, its characters, their gods and goddesses. That one of those goddesses would step down from the heights and express interest in a mere mortal . . . perhaps her shock was understandable.

“Deborah,” she said solemnly. “Debbie. You can call me Debbie.”

“Would you like a picture?” Raven asked, because this is what cast members were supposed to say when it was time to move on.

Debbie stared as she processed the question.

“You mean . . .”

“Do you have your phone?” Hannah queried.

The woman reached into the back pocket of her jeans, pulled her phone out, stared blankly at it while Hannah waved over one of the crew, a young woman in the Cruise du Kinque uniform, short black skirt, black flats and red golf shirt. Debbie handed over her phone, stepped between Raven and Hannah, put her hands around their waists and beamed with ecstasy while the crew member snapped a half dozen portraits, everything from the knees up visible.

As soon as she had her phone back, the woman scrolled from one image to the next, stopped at the picture where her smile was the brightest.

“My husband is going to die when he sees these,” she said, adding the best picture to her texting app and hitting Send. “Just die.”

“Which deck is he on?” Hannah asked.

“He’s not here,” Debbie replied. “He’s home with the kids.”

Debbie laughed at her phone, looked up.

“He wants to know if those are real handcuffs,” she said.

“Yes,” Raven intoned.


13 - Nadine and Sid Embark
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“There are a lot more women than I expected,” Nadine Greene whispered to her husband, Sid, as they waited in line for the cruise check in.

“It makes sense, though,” Sid whispered to her.  “A lot of the floors look like they cater primarily to women.”

Nadine turned to him. “What do you mean?”

“Well, take the Penthouse Room Deck. It’s a spinoff of the Penthouse Hotels.”

“So?” Nadine asked.

“I take it you’re not familiar with them.” Sid eyed his wife with a raised eyebrow.

“Why would I be? I always stay at the Marriott. You know that.” She rolled her eyes and tried to control her rising anxiety - was this whole trip one big mistake?

“Well, I’ve never stayed there, or even visited one, to be honest.” She gave him a look.

“Why would I care?” She really had no clue.

“No reason.” He looked at the brochure again. “Or the milking floor.”

“I believe they’re referred to as decks, not floors.” She knew she was being a bit of a bitch but she couldn’t help herself.

“Right. Anyway, there’s a milking deck. Not going to be many men on that deck, am I right?”

“No, I suppose not.” She looked around. “What else?” She mentally kicked herself for not looking further into everything the cruise had to offer. Once the decision was made to book a cabin on the Buckhorn Club Deck she’d put the brochure aside, which in hindsight seemed ludicrous.

“There’s a Breeding Deck,” Sid went on. “And a Female Sexuality Lab Deck. Those are all tied to Badger Therese. Ever heard of her?”

“No, I haven’t.” Nadine stared at the woman in front of her. She was young and quite attractive but she wasn’t the kind of woman she expected would be interested in a cruise like this one–she looked too innocent. She was tempted to tap the woman on the shoulder but that struck her as too forward and borderline rude. Why the woman was here was her own business. Nadine certainly didn’t want to offer why she and Sid were here. Keeping to themselves struck her as the only prudent course for them.

Suddenly, a thought occurred to her. “Wait, back up a minute,” she whispered to Sid. “Do Penthouse Hotels actually exist?”

“I’m pretty sure they do,” Sid said quietly.

“So, the Buckhorn Club? Does it also exist? It’s not just a thing someone dreamed up to sell books?”

“I’d have to say it’s real, but I don’t know for sure.”

“So some of this is real and some isn’t?” She waved a hand at the room where the line of people waiting to board the ship snaked around between velvet ropes.

“Well, obviously the New Confederacy isn’t real, so…” He raised an eyebrow at her and she blew out a breath in frustration.

“You know what I mean, Sid,” she snapped. “What’s real and what’s not?”

“We should ask when we get to the front of the line.”

The line was moving quickly and Nadine looked as the woman in front of her walked toward one of the desks that welcomed guests. Nadine and Sid were next in line and when one of the desks opened up, the woman seated behind it waved them over.

“How’s your day going so far?” she asked in a bright and cheerful voice with a genuine smile. They’re well trained, Nadine thought to herself as she nodded and smiled. “We’ll need two forms of ID.”

Nadine waited as Sid handed the envelope she’d prepared for him. The girl took their passports and driver’s licenses and checked them against a printed list on a clipboard in front of her before she turned to her computer screen and tapped the mouse and keyboard.

“So, it looks like you’re on the Buckhorn Club Deck, in a seaside deluxe cabin, Mr. and Mrs. Greene. Do you have your medical paperwork?”

Nadine nodded again. “Right here,” she said as she pulled another envelope out of her purse. “Dated as of two days ago.”

“Perfect,” the woman said as she examined the form Nadine handed her. “And did you get checked, Mr. Greene?” she asked as she turned to Sid.

“Why would he need to be tested?” Nadine asked with a start.

“Some of the husbands might want to visit some of the other decks, Mrs. Greene,” the woman said with a smile. “And they have to be cleared medically to do so.”

“Which decks?” Nadine asked, her voice rising.

“Your guide will fill you in after we get you checked on board, Mrs. Greene,” the woman said with a tone that told Nadine she didn’t want to get into it. “Now, we’ll get your eye scan done and away you go. Lean forward toward the camera.” Nadine leaned in and the woman told her to move a little closer. “Next, Mr. Geene,” the woman said as she swung the camera toward him. He glanced at Nadine before allowing his eye to be photographed.

“Now, you’re familiar with the safewords, right?” Nadine nodded as she handed the couple their receipts. “Good, then let’s get you onto the ship and up to your cabin. That way.” She pointed toward a secured door that a dozen people were making their way toward. After Nadine rose she took Sid’s arm and held him close.

“You okay?” he asked and looked at her. She smiled and nodded.

“It’s just all so real now. I guess I wasn’t as prepared for this as I thought I’d be.”

He patted her hand. “If you feel overwhelmed at any point, Dee, just tell me and we’ll shut it down. They’ve got a couple of nice pools and plenty of restaurants. We can turn it into a normal cruise if that’s what you want to do.”

“Well, we paid a fortune compared to a normal cruise, Sid.” As soon as the words left her mouth she regretted her tone. “And unless we take advantage of what we paid for, what’s the point?”

“I’m just saying, Dee. We don’t have to push it if you’re not feeling up to it.”

“I’ll be fine.” She walked with as much purpose as she could muster toward the secured door that led to the ship, according to the sign above it. They waited until their eyes were scanned and they were allowed through the door, and they walked with a small crowd of mostly women up a ramp toward the side of the ship. Nadine looked up at the immense structure and shuddered. It had been many years since she’d taken a cruise with a few sorority sisters in college on a much smaller ship, and she remembered little of that drunken excursion. She’d avoided cruises since then until now.

As they entered the covered ramp that led into the belly of the ship, Nadine tried to focus on the reason they were here in the first place. When she read the books about the Buckhorn Club, she’d found herself entranced by the women who visited the club to sleep with men other than their husbands. At first, she thought about them when she masturbated but soon enough she recommended the books to Sid and they talked about the scenarios described in the books when they made love. That Sid found the books almost as interesting as she did pleased Nadine and concerned her in almost equal if conflicting measure. But the need to get their lives moving again overrode her concerns and she booked the cruise.

Now that it was time to explore, in real life, everything that was described in the books, Nadine felt less sure of herself. The women in the books, fictional though they were, all represented on the covers, all young and gorgeous, intimidated her. Why in the world did she ever think that she would measure up? She prided herself on maintaining her figure and with no children to deform her breasts and stretch out her belly, she didn’t look bad for her age. But wasn’t that the qualifier that stuck in her craw? For her age? Without that caveat, she wasn’t kidding anyone, least of all herself, that this was after all, a terrible idea. One that she needed to shut down and right now.

“Sid,” she said as they stood in another long line inside the bowels of the boat. The line stood still until another secure door opened and then everyone in line moved all at once and filed into another larger room. Sid turned to look at Nadine with his eyebrows raised but she shook her head. They moved with the line past the door and into the room and when Nadine looked around, her jaw fell open.

A young blond woman - a girl, really - very pretty and very naked, was smiling for a photo. She was standing between a fully clothed woman and a Black man in black overalls, the woman smiled nervously but the Black man was not smiling at all. The woman’s husband, Nadine realized, was taking the photo with his phone. When Nadine looked closer, she realized that the naked woman was not quite naked - she wore a silver collar around her neck, handcuffs around her wrists and shackles around her ankles, all bound together by a chain. The Black man had his hand on the girl’s arm as if he was in charge of her and when the picture taking was over, the clothed couple walked away and another couple took their place.

“Look at that,” Sid said as he pointed at the other side of the room from where Nadine had been staring. She tore her eyes away from the naked girl and was astonished again–another young girl, not much older than the first, was kneeling on a raised platform, her hands and feet locked in place by cuffs chained to anchors in the floor, as was her collar by a longer chain. But as Nadine looked closer, she noticed white tubes descending from the girl’s nipples to a small box that seemed to be vibrating and humming. Nadine looked at Sid and he looked back at her, as astonished as she was.

“Must be some kind of demo from that milking floor,” Sid mumbled.

“Deck,” Nadine corrected him absentmindedly. “The milking deck.”

“Hi there,” a woman off to Nadine’s left said to the couple. “Mind if I scan you in?” She held up what looked like a doctor's instrument for Nadine to look at as she sorted out the request slowly, almost painfully. “We’ll get you an escort to your room as soon as I scan you in.”

Nadine glanced at her husband, who shrugged and nodded his approval, as if she needed it, but it helped being told what to do. She turned back to the woman who was wearing a nametag that seemed official enough and leaned forward to allow her left eye to be scanned. The woman then scanned Sid’s eye and checked her tablet.

“Mr. and Mrs. Greene?” the woman asked without waiting for an answer. “We’ve got you on Deck 8, our Buckhorn Club Deck, and you’re in cabin number 8361 on the starboard side of the ship. Maurice will take you there.” She waved to another Black man in a tight black tee shirt and black jeans. He smiled broadly as he approached.

“Maurice, this is Nadine and Sid Greene, and they’re in 8361. Maurice is one of the liaisons on the Buckhorn Club Deck and he’ll be happy to answer any questions you have and get you settled in.” The woman turned away to another couple as abruptly as she appeared in the first place.

“Nadine, so nice to meet you,” Maurice said as he shook her hand and ignored her husband. Nadine shook his hand in stunned silence–the man was gorgeous. She glanced at Sid and he shot her a look–they both knew what a Buckhorn Club liaison was from the books and the prospect of what that entailed made Nadine weak in the knees. “Shall we go?”

“What’s that all about?” Sid asked as they turned to exit the room. He was pointing at the young blond woman still posing for photos with her Black handler. It was only then that Nadine noticed the sign behind her that announced her as ‘Grace’ from the Confederacy Deck. The sign was small, almost subtle and Nadine could understand why - Confederacy? What did that even mean, she wondered. The woman wasn’t even Black.

“That’s one of our characters, like Mickey Mouse at Disneyland,” Maurice explained. “Her name is Grace Rooney and she’s from Lena White’s Slave of the New Confederacy series.”

“So, some of the characters here are purely fictional and some are real?” Nadine asked as she walked besides Maurice.

He smiled at her. “Just like at Disneyland, Nadine, where you’ll see Daniel Boone and Davy Crockett right beside Jack Sparrow and Cinderella.”

“Fascinating,” Sid said from behind them.

“So, here’s the midship passenger elevators,” Maurice announced as they reached a set of eight elevator doors. “You can reach any deck with these. When you’re walking on a deck that you’re unfamiliar with, keep in mind that the even numbered cabins are on the left side of the ship, or the port side, while odd numbered cabins are on the starboard side. As the numbers increase, you’re walking toward the back or stern of the ship. Lower numbers are in the front or forward part of the ship. Pretty simple, really.” Several other couples were standing around waiting for an elevator, each with a Black man talking to them softly as Maurice was to Nadine and Sid.

“It won’t take this long to get an elevator once we get all of our guests aboard,” Maurice explained. As Nadine turned to look at him, she caught sight of another scene that confused her even more than the ones in the lobby. She stared without speaking and Maurice noticed her staring. He turned to look as did Sid.

A line of women, fully naked with no collars but all chained together at their ankles, were slowly making their way into the elevator lobby from an interior hallway. Two men, both white and in overalls stood on either side of them as if they were herding them, which they clearly were. The women were all looking down at the floor or at the feet of the woman in front of her, their steps coordinated by necessity. Nadine had heard the song and seen the movie, Cool Hand Luke, so she knew what a chain gang looked like, but Paul Newman and George Kennedy were dressed in the movie. Not to mention they were men.

“That’s a group of prisoners headed to our Prison Deck,” Maurice explained without waiting to be asked. “As I mentioned, we’re a little tight on space due to all of the work of getting people situated today. You won’t be seeing sights like this on the Buckhorn Club Deck, let me assure you.”

“Are we restricted to the Buckhorn Deck?” Sid asked, which prompted a look from Nadine.

“No, you’re free to visit any deck you’d like but some of the decks, like the Prison Deck as an example, will have areas that you’ll be prohibited from visiting unless you decide to participate.”

“So, get naked and chained?” Nadine asked in a whisper.

“Well, naked, I believe, but they’re only chained when they are being moved from one place to another. I’m not all that versed on all of the decks but there’s a brochure in your cabin as well as video feeds from every room on the ship. You don’t have to actually go there to take a look at what’s going on.”

“Wait, you mean we can watch other decks?” Nadine asked, astonished.

“That’s right,” Maurice said. He looked as if he was going to continue explaining but seemed to cut himself off when the elevator in front of them dinged. They entered the elevator with two other couples and their guides.

By convention, everyone on the elevator kept quiet even though Nadine had many questions circling in her head. She decided to keep them there until they reached their cabin. She looked at Sid to see if he was as concerned about what they had just heard as she was but he looked clueless, as usual. She turned to look at Maurice again and it struck her–he really was a good-looking Black man. A good-looking man, period.

Her belly twinged and not because of the movement of the elevator as it came to a stop at Deck Eight–Buckhorn Club, according to the electronic display above the door. She felt like she was stepping into the Twilight Zone but in reality it reminded her of any one of dozens of hotel hallways she’d visited over the years.

“So, this is it, folks,” Maurice said with a broad smile as he led them down the long, slightly angled hallway. “You’ll find the guest cabins on your right and the Buckhorn club rooms on your left.”

“Buckhorn Club rooms?” Sid asked from his position behind Nadine and Maurice.

“That’s right,” Maurice explained. “We have four bars with restaurants that replicate the ones at the real clubs in Atlanta and Manhattan. That’s where you can meet new liaisons, get to know them and, if you decide you’ve found a good match, you have a choice. You can bring them back to your cabin, or if you prefer a neutral site, to one of the interior cabins like these.” He waved at the doors on the left side of the hallway. “Here we are,” he said as he reached for a cabin on the right side of the hallway with 8361 on a brass plate fixed to the door. He pushed it open and ushered Nadine inside as Sid trailed behind.

The cabin stunned Nadine–she didn’t expect such luxurious accommodations. “This is amazing,” she whispered, mostly to herself. She turned to look at Maurice, then behind him at her husband. Sid was smiling.

“That’s your luggage, right?” Maurice asked as he pointed at a small pile of suitcases near the foot of the king size bed.

“I think so,” Sid said as he walked over to check the tags. Nadine walked to the floor-to-ceiling windows that overlooked the rest of the port with towering cranes and stacks of containers. She was less impressed by the view than she was by the room.

“So, let me show you how the CCTV works,” Maurice said as he picked up the remote next to the big screen on the wall opposite the bed. “It can be a little confusing.”

Nadine wandered back to the middle of the cabin and watched with Sid as Maurice turned on the big screen. The menu that came up was unlike anything she’d seen–a menu that included all the decks on the ship, several she didn’t recognize.

“So, if you want to check out who's in the nearest Buckhorn Club, for example,” Maurice explained, “you toggle down to the deck and the system will bring up the four bars on the deck. If you want to look at the closest one to your cabin, it’s this one in the upper left.” He moved the cursor to highlight the scene of an almost-deserted bar scene and it quickly filled the screen.

“And if you want to peruse the rooms where liaisons and guests get together, the menu for that is down here.” He moved the cursor again and a dozen empty bedrooms appeared. “Obviously, there’s nothing going on right now as everyone is in the same situation as you two, just getting checked in and settled.”

“And we can look at rooms on the other decks?” Sid asked which prompted a look from Nadine that he ignored.

“Just go back to the main menu and click on another deck,” Maurice said as he did so on the screen. “Which deck would you like to see?”

Sid looked at Nadine but she just cocked an eyebrow at her husband. He looked unperturbed by her clear disapproval of this conversation. “I’d like to see the Confederacy Deck,” Sid said in a voice that almost sounded apologetic to Nadine's ear.

“Deck 15,” Maurice said as he scrolled up. “Here you go.” He clicked the remote and the scene switched to a large room filled with cages. Girls - they all looked young and were all white and naked - in chains were being led by Black men in black overalls down the rows and aisles in some sort of order that Nadine could make no sense of. She turned to Maurice and asked him to shut off the TV.

“I think that’s enough for right now,” she said to him dismissively and regretted it immediately as she saw his expression fall. “But we’ll look for you later, Maurice. Once we’ve had a chance to talk, just the two of us.”

“Sounds good, Nadine,” he answered with a quick rebound in his attitude. “I really look forward to seeing you later.” He handed the key to the cabin to her and nodded at Sid before exiting the cabin and closing the door behind him.

“We need to talk,” Nadine said to Sid.


14 - Freedom Mom Gets Processed
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As she ascended, Meghan Attweiler stared blankly at the rows of numbered lights that indicated the floor they were passing. Second floor, third floor. As they passed each floor, the elevator beeped, each chime representing another “kink,” as the depraved cruise organizers quaintly put it. Meghan vaguely remembered some of the abominations: slavery, interracial cheating, prostitution, pornography.

Jesus help me, protect my soul, make me your–

“Are you here with anyone else?” the man–well, boy, really, barely older than 20–who was escorting her to the milking floor asked.

“No,” Meghan said, perhaps a little more sharply than necessary. But the question was doubly offensive, interfering with her prayers as well as suggesting he was about to proposition her. What if he wasn’t taking her to the milking deck? What if this whole enterprise was a ruse to exploit vulnerable females, strip them and chain them and make them think it was normal before they were violated?

The elevator stopped, the door opened, and Meghan looked up to see a digital sign with a confirmation of where she was: “Deck 4: The Milking Deck.”

“Enjoy the cruise!” the boy said, and Meghan stepped out and immediately became overwhelmed, attacked from all sides by an array of incongruous horrors.

To her right stood dozens of tiny cages, most occupied by naked women, their hands extending through the bars, their wrists cuffed. Along the far wall were 10 or so small offices where men and women, each looking like office clerks, consulted computers and interacted with passengers, some dressed, some undressing or naked, some–

“Please don’t,” a woman begged, immediately drawing Meghan’s attention to the part of the room just before her, where two naked women had been stretched between a pair of posts, their bodies like obscene Xs, wrists tied at the top, ankles bound to rings set at the bottom, legs spread, both facing away from her.

“Please don’t,” the woman groaned again as a second woman in jeans and a sweatshirt crouched before her, examining her vulva. There were at least two dozen workers milling about, men and women, all of them in jeans or denim coveralls, dressed like farm workers, escorting their victims, examining them between the posts . . . torturing them.

It was a dismal space, bare metal floor, bright LED lights, like a factory, or industrialized agriculture.

“No, please!” the bound woman cried, body writhing, muscles straining. “No, no noooooo AAAAHHHHH!”

The woman’s high-pitched shriek subsided and she went limp, her head dropping forward.

“Hey, eye scan please?” said a female voice, and Meghan turned dumbly toward it, allowed her iris to be read.

“Welcome, Meghan,” the girl said brightly, smiling. She was as young as the boy who had brought her to this deck, early 20s, in a variation of the deck’s costume, light blue overalls and a pink top. “First stop is the office, this way.”

Meghan, too shocked to speak or resist, pulled her bag behind her, looking at the two bound women, one who appeared to have fainted, the other speaking tensely to two workers.

“John, this is Meghan,” the girl said at an office near the middle of the row, where an older man, at least 40, was waiting.

“Hi, Meghan,” the man said, rising and offering his hand. Meghan took it. “It’s nice to meet you. Please take a seat.”

Meghan sat, all her focus on John, who was tapping quickly on his PC. “John Swanson,” read the plastic tag on his desk. A picture in a standing frame next to the tag–turned so Meghan could read it–showed John standing to the left of a girl in a graduation robe and hat, a proud woman on her other side. A calendar pinned up next to the pictures, open to April, displayed a cup around a nipple, the product labeled “Collection Module 5-27.”

When someone shouted “Oww noooo!” Meghan didn’t turn to look.

“Okay, you’re here as a producer,” he said, nodding approvingly. “That puts you in very good company.”

“I nurse my four-year-old,” Meghan said, voice producing the first words that came to mind.

John tapped his keyboard and, moments later, produced a document stapled in the upper left.

“Here’s your contract,” he said, sliding it and a pen toward Meghan.

“Contract?” she asked.

“Production contract,” he said. “Just like in the book.”

“Oh, okay,” Meghan said doubtfully, leaning forward to take a look. A grainy black and white picture of her face had been printed in the upper right corner, her name below it, the word “Producer” and a passenger number under that.

“Whereas:” began the contract, “Producer wishes to produce milk for Arnold Farms, and Arnold Farm wishes to collect such milk for sale, distribution, research, or any other purpose, the following terms will be observed by the parties . . .”

Meghan, mind still reeling, skimmed the document, noting that there were sections about food, housing, obedience and discipline, but the memories of her earlier concerns suddenly flashed in her mind. Was there a clause in there requiring her to feed babies on their way to sacrifice? Would she be repudiating God, praising Satan with her signature? No it was just a bunch of legales, three pages of it, with a blank for her signature on the last page.

“Oh, God, not there, not there!” someone behind her begged. “Aaahhhhhh!”

Again, Meghan didn’t turn to look, barely heard the screams. She didn’t want to sign this. There was some trickery involved, she was certain.

“I already agreed to a lot of things when I registered,” she said. “So I think I already did this.”

“This agreement is just for milk producers,” John said. “You need to sign before you can be processed.”

“Processed?” Meghan said, the ominous word ringing in her mind.

John motioned to the space behind her, where she could hear voices, a woman whimpering, the clang of a door closing, chains rattling. “Legs apart, arms up,” someone said.

Meghan closed her eyes, signed the contract and slid it back to John.

“Alright, you’re all set,” he said, sliding the contract into his drawer, and he yanked a plastic bag from the same place and set it on his desk, then peered at his screen.

“Welcome to Arnold Farms,” he said a little stiffly, reading from the official script. “Now, please remove your clothing, all jewelry and anything else you’ve brought and place it in the bag.”

Meghan breathed in, exhaled, nothing but the bag in her vision. She was about to join the naked here. Of course she was. What else was she expecting? Everyone else was naked. Every passenger, anyway. Or everyone who was going to be milked.

The image of the woman stretched between the poles, having something done to her . . . to the place between her legs . . . that made her scream–that picture and its accompanying sounds was burned permanently into Meghan’s mind. And yet, now, Meghan turned back, to make sure she hadn’t imagined it all, to make sure she’d taken off her clothes only to discover she was the only nude one here.

No, they were all still naked, women in cages, women stretched between the poles, one saying “No, no, no,” but quietly this time, several women standing patiently outside the other offices. Wait, were those–

“Did you have any questions?” John asked, sounding slightly impatient.

“What?” Meghan said, returning her attention to him. “Oh, no. Sorry.”

The final pre-boarding email had told her to dress casually and pack lightly, no more than an airline carry on, so she’d thrown on her oldest jeans and a white t-shirt, put a few more changes of clothes in her case, white panties and a half dozen milking bras, the kind where you just opened a cup at the built-in seam and pulled out a nipple, the minimum of effort, the maximum of modesty. She thought she’d be feeding sacrificial babies fully-clothed. But no, apparently, any nursing she did would be completely in the nude. Just like that girl downstairs, on the chain. Danielle.

She pulled off her t-shirt, folded it and set it into the bag, unbuckled her thin black belt, pushed her jeans down, pushed her sneakers off with her toes, stepped out of her pants, folded those, grabbed her shoes and pushed everything into the bag. Next were her panties, revealing a thick triangle of black pubic hair. She held the panties out to fold them, noticed to her horror the crotch was soaked. Had she urinated? Was she upset to the point of incontinence? No, it wasn’t that.

Last came her nursing bra, her freed breasts dropping only slightly because they were full, full and uncomfortable, the nipples hard and aiming up. She’d nursed Candy this morning, pumped again right before she got in the van, but she needed another milking. She was making more lately. She’d been making more since she’d signed up for the cruise. Does mere anticipation have that power? Did God want her churning out her sustenance this week for some reason? And why was her vagina leaking?

“Oh, Jesus, give me strength, please get me through this,” begged a woman 20 feet away. “Oh, Jesus, oh, Jesus, ohhh AUHHHHH! Ohhhhh . . .” A long silence, and then a heavy breath. “Thank you, Jesus, thank you.”

“Did you bring any medications?” John asked, picking up Meghan’s rolling case and setting it on his desk. “Prescription glasses, reading glasses, anything you’ll need this week?”

“No,” Meghan said, struggling to square his question with the impromptu Christian prayer that had just been offered up behind her, all overlaid with her nudity in a room full of strangers. “I mean, no,” she stammered. “Or, well, I had, I brought a multivitamin. A supplement. I had . . .”

John put the case into the black plastic garbage bag with Meghan’s clothes. It was all being taken away from her.

“Oh, my phone’s in my jeans,” she said, already sensing the futility of her words. “It’s in the back pocket, if you can . . .”

John looked at her and shook his head quickly before he tied the top of the bag closed and put two stickers on it. Meghan assumed these bore her name, her ID, some way to reunite her with it in seven days.

Seven days. God created Earth in six days, rested the seventh. In seven days, she would rest.

“Alright, now let’s get you leashed,” John said. She looked at him, noticed he was holding a chain with a black plug at the end. Where had that come from?

“Bend over, elbows on my desk,” he said.

Meghan obeyed, her nose inches from the picture of John with a woman and a college graduate, and she made fists and clenched her jaw and studied their faces, their pride, their happiness, as the end of the leash was pushed into her anus.

No one in that van can ever know about this, Meghan thought, puffing up her cheeks and expelling a lungful of air.

It felt like she needed to go to the bathroom. But it wasn’t a terrible feeling. It was interesting, in a way. Is this how Satan seduced you? They put thermometers up your rear at the doctor’s office. Hoses up there too, if you needed an enema. That wasn’t Satan. It was just–

“Do not attempt to remove your leash,” John said. He was seated at his PC again, reading from the screen. “The restraint is designed to cause moderate pain upon removal unless it’s unlocked, but if you manage to work it out, or if you resist being restrained or confined, or remove or attempt to remove any other restraint, you’ll be punished. Remember your safewords. ‘Yellow’ ends a scene and you return to your stall. ‘Red’ means you want the experience to end and you’re ready to finish the cruise on a non-immersive deck. ‘Black’ is you need to leave the ship altogether. Response to a safeword will be given priority but will not necessarily be instantaneous. And extraction fees may apply.”

Meghan had straightened, the leash swinging between her legs, its end against her left ankle, her ears struggling to hear the words. Moderate pain, he’d said.

“Moderate pain?” she repeated.

“It packs a charge,” John said. “The leashes in the book were kept in with pegs, but we couldn’t figure out how to make that work without causing injury. So if you try to remove an activated leash, the pressure of your anus releases a charge and . . . it’ll get your attention.”

Meghan, despite her best efforts not to, tightened around the plug, waited for the jolt, felt nothing.

“Okay,” she said. “And . . . okay, you said, I think, safewords?”

“Yes.”

“What are those?”

John looked at her with an expression somewhere between puzzlement and concern before he returned his eyes to his screen. “‘Yellow’ ends a scene and you return to your stall. ‘Red’ means you want the experience to end and you’re ready to finish the cruise on a non-immersive deck. ‘Black’ is you need to leave the ship altogether.”

John stood while he was still reading from his screen, stepped up to Meghan, bent to grab her leash. “Let’s get you tethered, and someone will be along shortly to continue your processing shortly.”

“But why not just say it?” Meghan asked as John looped the end of her leash over a hook sent into the partition between his office and the next one. He pushed the hook up, securing her, locking her, making her one of six females chained this way at the moment. Like that girl downstairs. Danielle.

“Say what?” John asked.

“Huh?” Meghan grunted. She’d completely lost her train of thought. Oh right. “Why not just say it . . . if you want to leave . . . why can’t you just say you want to leave?”

“Did you hear the girl who kept begging them to stop?” John said, returning to his desk, sitting and peering at his screen.

“Yes,” Meghan said. How could she not have heard that?

“She really didn’t want them to stop,” John said. “Enjoy the cruise.”


15 - Zoe, Collared
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Zoe Grayson looked around at the crowd, all women, being herded into what seemed like a redundancy to her, the processing room at the Beaumont Processing Facility on the Confederacy Deck of the Cruise du Kinque’s maiden voyage. Word had come down to her from her boss, Brad Johnson, head of programing at Sinflix, that she was going to do a full week of ‘committed participation’ here for her new show, Sinflix Tonight. She was not given a choice, Johnson told her, because he wasn’t given a choice by his boss, Rodney Morrow. The owner of the new cruise line and the new streaming network she worked for wanted her to spend the entire week living as a slave of the New Confederacy, so that’s what she was going to do.

What really struck Zoe hard wasn’t that she was given no choice in the matter but that she was only informed of the decision when she arrived for work that morning. She’d spent the weekend preparing for her first week on location but not expecting to be collared, naked, and caged for the entire trip. Her staff, such as it was, had watched the movie that Morrow’s studio had released late last year that served as the inspiration for the deck–one of several she expected to visit briefly, as a visitor being shown around. Questions were brainstormed to ask the guests on the deck, women who’d paid thousands to be treated like sexual slaves for seven days and six nights. Zoe’s staff was as puzzled as she was by the appeal of the deck. The questions they settled on slanted heavily towards incredulity as a result.

“No talking,” one of the guards, a Black man in tight-fitting black overalls, ordered the women in the room. Zoe estimated the capacity of the windowless, almost airless enclosure at close to fifty, although she could only see half of them as the room was divided by rows of lockers that reminded her of high school. The women had been told to secure their clothes, shoes included, and bring their valuables to the desk to be stowed for the duration of their time on the ship. Zoe parted with her phone almost as reluctantly as the key to her locker, knowing that she would be completely naked the entire week.

Once she filled the small metal basket and handed it to the attendant, she filed through the door where another guard stood holding a black baton, tapping the barrel in his palm ominously. Zoe noticed the two silver nubs at the end of the baton and wondered how accurate the props on the cruise would be–a baton just like this was used several times in the movie to shock recalcitrant girls–with terrifying severity–into following orders. At the time, Zoe had assumed that the girls in the movie feigned being shocked. There was that disclosure at the beginning of the film, however, that no special effects or CGI manipulation of the events depicted in the movie were used. Would the cruise reach for that same level of authenticity? Did she want to find out? She eased past the guard while keeping her eyes on the business end of the baton.

But when she turned to look at the scene on the other side of the door, she gasped involuntarily. A row of tables with several Black women in green overalls were fitting naked women with what the movie called ‘slave hardware’–metal collars, manacles, and shackles, all tied together by heavy chains–before they were steered to the far side of the room and sprayed with a water from a firehose. Zoe took her place in line to be collared and restrained and leaned forward to offer her neck to the woman who barely noticed her as she snapped the collar into place. The weight of it surprised her. The same was true of the bangles that were locked around her wrists and ankles, and the chain was almost egregiously onerous. She wondered bitterly if the slaves of ancient Rome that she pitied in reruns of old black and white movies on TV when she was bored as a preteen suffered these kinds of indignities. She imagined they did but she now had a much greater, more immediate appreciation for their suffering.

Zoe realized, too late, that with the chains connecting her other hardware together, she couldn’t reach up and touch her new collar, something she very much wanted to do. Her hands were now confined, if she remained standing, to roughly the area between the top of her thighs and the underside of her breasts. She could sit down and reach the collar but the floor was cold, hard steel that didn’t look all that clean for it being a new ship, so she remained upright. She followed the line of women in front of her to the far wall to be sprayed down.

“We’re spraying you with disinfectant,” the Black guard who manned the hose said just before he turned it on. Zoe ducked her head as the cold liquid inundated her while several of her fellow passengers screamed and danced and tried to avoid the harsh spray. Finally, the hose was turned off and the girls dripped onto the steel floor while the water ran into round grates at small intervals.

“This way,” another Black guard ordered them. He motioned toward another door on the other side of the room. She waited as the crowd of women filed through the tight opening and she was astounded once again–this room, more of an auditorium in size, was easily three or four times the size of the prior rooms, with a high ceiling but no windows. Even more surprising were the rows and rows of small cages, the kind Zoe recognized from her childhood when her step-mother used one to confine the family’s dog, a boisterous shih tzu that had been owned by Zoe’s mother before she passed away of breast cancer. That cage was ridiculously large for the small dog but these cages, which Zoe immediately realized would house her and her fellow passengers for the weeklong cruise, now struck her as ridiculously small.

“Follow me,” another Black guard said to Zoe and two other naked, dripping slaves he separated from the main herd. He walked them down another aisle only far enough to find an empty cage, all the others being occupied, Zoe realized when she looked closely. The guard stooped to release Zoe from her chains before tossing them into the cage when he opened the side and motioned for her to get in. She stared at him for a second, no longer, then bent and crawled into the enclosure. She noticed the covered bucket at the other end of the cage as the guard explained.

“Keep your bucket covered at all times except when you need to use it. The canisters contain water, biscuits, and wipes but will only be replenished once a day so don’t go crazy with them. Talking is permitted but keep your voice down. Once the lights go out, no more talking and if you feel the need to masturbate, keep it quiet as a courtesy to those around you.” He closed and latched the cage, piled her chain on top of it before he marched the other two women further down the aisle in search of empty cages.

“Hey,” the woman in the cage behind Zoe said in a soft voice. When Zoe turned she was greeted with a shy smile. “I’m Laura,” she said and raised her eyebrows.

“Zoe.”

“Isn’t this incredible?” Laura almost gushed. “I never in a million years…” She looked around, unable to finish her thought.

“It’s something, I’ll give you that,” Zoe admitted, reluctantly. “You’re here because…?”

“I’m a huge fan,” Laura said as she smiled broadly. “I must have read the entire series three times before I even heard they were making the movie. So when I heard about the cruise I signed up the first day, which was lucky for me because my Lenaverse Facebook group complained they sold out this deck in less than twenty-four hours.” She raised her eyebrows again, clearly amazed.

“Yeah, lucky you,” Zoe said without trying to hide her sarcasm.

“Wait, do I know you?” Laura asked suddenly. “You look real familiar.”

“I interviewed some of the crew last week,” Zoe admitted cautiously.

“On TV?” Laura looked at her with confusion.

“Sinflix Tonight,” Zoe said, wondering how much she should disclose. “The new streaming service?”

“I heard about that but I didn’t sign up. This cost me enough as it was.” She shuffled toward Zoe’s cage and slipped her fingers through the bars. “I tried one of the biscuits and they’re just as bad as I expected them to be,” she said, looking oddly euphoric. “I can’t believe how good they did at capturing the true essence of the books.”

“I only saw the movie,” Zoe said in the vague hope that she wouldn’t be dragged into a long conversation.

“Did you see Grace in the lobby?” Laura asked, suddenly and disconcertingly excited. “I mean, Beachy Sands, the actress who played Grace?”

“No, I must have missed her.” Zoe looked at the cage next to her where the naked woman was evidently sleeping, against all odds. She glanced over her shoulder at her other direct neighbor but that woman was talking to the woman in the cage on the other side of her. She sighed and turned back to look at Laura.

As soon as she made eye contact, the woman asked, “So, you’re on TV? For your job?”

“I am. Or, I was, assuming I still have a job after this.” Zoe forced a half-smile.

“What do you mean?”

“Well, I just started…” She stopped and sighed. “I don’t know, it’s all weird, I guess.” She gathered herself and zeroed in on her chatty neighbor again. “Did you read the brochure about how all this is going to go this week? They don’t plan to keep us cooped up in these cages the whole time, do they?”

“Oh, no,” Laura replied dramatically. “This is just the beginning, same as it was for Grace.”

“How is that even possible?” Zoe endured more than she enjoyed the movie–this kind of thing just wasn’t her cup of tea. Perhaps a true aficionado, like Laura, could shed some light on what the appeal was. Or what exactly was in store for her.

“Well, from what I read in the brochure,” Laura went on, “we’ll spend some time in here, obviously, but only so everyone can get a taste of the Discipline Room and the Playroom. Then…”

Zoe interrupted. “Wait, we’re going to get tortured? And fucked?”

“I hope so,” Laura said, as she practically vibrated with excitement. “I signed all the waivers.”

“What waivers?”

“Well, I guess you have to agree to be used in the Playroom, in advance. That’s what this tag means, here on my collar. A black tag means that I signed off on the complete experience. You can still use a safeword at any point. I guess you can change your mind if it’s too much.” She looked at Zoe clearly confused. “Didn’t you sign the waiver at check-in? They made a big deal out of explaining it.”

“I didn’t go through the normal check-in process since I work for the company, I guess.”

“Oh,” Laura said quietly. “Don’t you want to try everything?”

“Not really. But I didn’t mean to interrupt you. What were you saying happens after the Playroom?”

“Well, then we all get auctioned, I guess. I’m not sure how that’s going to work but it said so in the brochure. Then we get transported to a plantation, presumably owned by the man who buys us. And we live in his stable for the rest of our time on the boat.”

Zoe was about to comment on Laura’s explanation when a commotion arose behind her. Several of the women in the other cages were clapping as a woman was walked between the cages toward Zoe’s cage. She looked familiar but Zoe couldn’t place her until Laura stage-whispered from behind her.

“Oh my god, that’s her. That’s Grace–I mean Beachy Sands, the actress who played Grace in the movie.”

A Black guard dressed in the ubiquitous black uniform of slave-handlers on the Confederacy Deck walked Grace, or Beachy Sands, to the empty cage next to Zoe’s and opened the end, then he removed her chains and motioned for her to crawl inside. It was only at that point that Zoe noticed the small cameras in the corner of her cage and Beachy’s aimed at her and her new neighbor. When the young woman was finished crawling into her cage and the guard closed and locked the door, she caught her eye. She was shocked by what she saw–the woman was just as unhappy to be here as Zoe was.

“Hey,” Zoe whispered with an ironic grin.

“Hey,” Beachy/Grace responded. She cocked an eyebrow and Zoe had to laugh.

Yeah,” she said, finally.

“Yeah.”


16 - June, Reporter, Heads to Torture
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“Hi, there,” began the woman, speaking earnestly into the camera, her face in a tight closeup obscured by a pair of bars. “I’m reporter June Wayman, on special assignment with Sinflix, getting an exclusive first look at one of the decks of the Cruise du Kinque.”

The camera zoomed out, revealing, first, that June was completely naked, second, that she’d been confined to a tiny prison cell, and third, that her right foot had been chained to a ring set into the middle of the cell’s bare metal floor.

“As you can see, I’m in prison,” June deadpanned. “I’m on deck 12 of the SS Sinflix Loviatar, which has been rebuilt to the twisted specifications of author Badger Therese, from 2024, their dystopian political novel.”

June smiled, breathed in.

“The passengers–or inmates, I should say–have been arriving all day, and this cellblock is almost full.”

The camera made a full sweep of the hall, with floor-to-ceiling bars on either side, locked cell doors, and other naked women, some peering worriedly from their cells, some sitting on their beds, one on her bed who might have been masturbating, one ankle chained, her legs crossed, one hand between them, her eyes down.

“This isn’t just any prison,” June said when the camera returned, narrowing to just her face. “According to Badger Therese, if certain people are elected president, they’ll be throwing people into these new penitentiaries by the hundreds for the minorest crime, or no crime at all. For just being related to the wrong person.”

June laughed. “So don’t worry, I haven’t done anything wrong. But that doesn’t mean I won’t suffer. Because in the world of 2024, you don’t just sit in your cell. You also get tortured.”

Since her first visit to the Sinflix Loviatar six weeks before, when she was just a morning reporter for KLAF, June had adapted to her role as the cruise’s embedded reporter. She’d gotten hours of practice on dry land with the boat’s cast and crew, preparing for all the things that would be expected of her. The unique skills essential to June’s role included mastering the unique rules–every video production organization maintained their own–of creating content for Sinflix, Sinflix Tonight, mainstream syndication, Cruise du Kinque’s marketing department, and whatever other media might occur to Rodney Morrow or his minions.

June’s required nudity added a special challenge, because some of what they were creating was meant for family consumption. The exclusive local news broadcast June had fought and bargained for served as a revelation to Morrow’s operation.

Yes, a reporter with June’s innocent enthusiasm could package up the story in a mainstream way. And yes, general audiences would see those reports and respond to them and grow irate and scream fire and brimstone into their cell phones. And yes, most importantly, they’d buy tickets.

Morality, decency, propriety, chastity–such as they were defined by those who claimed exclusive ownership of the words–could all hang, because there was money to be made.

But flashing her B-cup breasts and her triangle of hair couldn’t be done in every shot. The network news and dozens of general access cable shows were potential targets for June’s presentations, and many were already clamoring for something safe and sanitized.

Screens or curtains could do the job in some situations, tight shots of the face in others, but sometimes it took a little acrobatics on June’s part, a hand or a forearm where it needed to be, a potted plant or a post to block the view, her turning just so in relation to the camera.

Things could be blurred out in editing, of course, but the producers she was working with preferred to avoid that distraction. Blurring, she was told more than once, let the audience know there was an adult in the room, someone making sure they never saw what they really wanted to see. People were more likely to watch, and watch intently, if there was a chance something was going to slip through. There had been wardrobe malfunctions at the Super Bowl, for God’s sake. If June did it right, the same script and experience could be edited for a range of outlets, from the family-friendly to the unapologetically adult, saving time and money.

And now that June had finished six weeks of training and preparation and practice–while the finishing touches were added to the Sinflix Loviatar and its 14 decks of kink, carnality and corruption–cruise day one was here, and June believed she was ready.

“They’ve told me I get to break in the torture room,” June continued, staring calmly into the camera lens. “I’ll be the first girl they put on the machines. Or machine, at least,” she added, raising her eyebrows. “I’m not sure how far they’re going to push me.”

A door slammed somewhere, and June’s eyes cut to the right before they returned to the camera.

“In the book, female inmates are tortured for an hour once a week,” she said with the same cadence, the same inflections that had earned her esteem as a chronicler of charity balls, blessings of the pets, and the occasional apartment fire.

“Okay, they’re coming for me,” she said as the shape of a burly female in a prison guard’s tan shirt briefly filled the screen. “Guests, or inmates, inmates I mean, will be–”

“Cuff up,” said a husky female voice.

“What?” June said, looking to her left. “Oh yeah, right. Um, okay . . . um, how?”

“Hands through the port,” said the guard.

“Oh, yeah, I knew that,” June said, a slight blush coloring her cheeks as she put her hands through the cuffing slot.

“I’ve had . . . I’ve been . . .” June stammered, suddenly looking far less comfortable as the burly female with her tan shirt filled the screen and cuffs clinked. “Okay, so it’s definitely, it feels . . . so . . . okay, yeah, so each passenger will be getting tortured four times during the cruise, for half an hour, and . . . okay, now I’m getting my feet chained . . . it’s not too tight.”

The camera pointed down briefly, showing two meaty hands closing a pair of cuffs around June’s ankles before her cell chain was unlocked from her ankle.

“The reason for the, for the torture,” June said as the camera zoomed out again to show that her guard was unlocking her cell door and she was shambling out, doing her best to walk in her chains, “is that it, in the book, in 2024, it saves money. It reduces your sentence. Instead of doing, you know, 10 years in prison or something, you get tortured every week, and that . . . it could be just a week–no, I mean, I mean a year. Or a couple of years. Like, in the book. Instead of 10. For getting tortured.”

The camera operator stepped back and zoomed out to take in the entire hall, with June and her guard strolling down the middle, other prisoners visible on either side, pressing against the bars to watch June pass, the girl looking decidedly uncertain.

“So I’ll just follow you,” June offered. “Like, walk next to you . . .”

The guard said nothing, just continued to stroll.

“So, I’m June Wayman,” June said to her guard. “So are you . . . I’m wondering, because I’m sort of . . . sort of–”

June’s next words were drowned out by a sudden cacophony, flushing toilets and rattling doors and women coughing and sneezing.

“Oh, they’re doing it!” June exclaimed, staring with a sudden jubilance into the camera. “Like in the book. Do you hear that? Can you hear that? That’s what the inmates do, the passengers, when someone goes to torture. They’re . . . they’re . . .”

June raised her hands to her face, covered her mouth, and her whole body shook with a sob.

“I’m sorry,” she said, “I knew about this, but it’s just . . . thank you, everyone . . . it’s just, it means so much . . . ” She looked to her left, to her right, as the noise continued. “Thank you. That’s how we show . . . uhhh . . . that’s how they show support.”

June maintained an uncharacteristic silence as she traversed the rest of the prison hall, stopping at the door while it was unlocked and opened, the camera going first though it and aiming backward to show June passing through, the guard coming last.

As the door slammed shut behind her, June stopped, seemed to be gathering herself.

“If you’re just joining us,” June said, laughing briefly at the convention of a live broadcast, because this wasn’t live. Everything was being recorded for careful editing and, later, strategic, revenue-generating distribution. But when in doubt, return to the familiar, and that’s what June was doing. “I’m reporter June Wayman, and today I’m a prisoner on the 2024 deck, deck number 12 on the SS Sinflix Loviatar, which is about to embark on the maiden voyage of the Cruise du Kinque. This deck was inspired by a novel written by Badger Therese, 2024, where prisoners are tortured, and I’m about to be the first to be taken to the torture room. I’m being taken there by a guard, by . . . oh, what’s your name?”

The camera aimed at the guard’s face. She just stared back at it, saying nothing.

Either this was Oscar-level acting, or this was real, a terrified girl about to be tortured for the amusement of a wide array of audiences, and a cruise ship prison guard whose last job was very likely real prison guard, and who just truly didn’t give a fuck as long as the inmates cooperated and her check cleared.

“Ohhhh-kaaaay,” June said, swallowing, smiling at the camera, then nodding at her guard again, as if trying to get centered. “Well, let’s see what they’re going to do to me. You lead the way,”

The camera preceded June and her guard as they walked down a narrow hall of gray flooring and blank white walls, stopping at a gray door with poster taped to the right of it, of a man who looked vaguely presidential triumphantly holding up a Bible.

The door opened and June smiled uncertainly.

“I guess they’re ready for us,” she said, shambling in, followed by her guard and then the camera operator, who zoomed out to take in all the horrors of what awaited, a compact space where the Medieval shared space with what looked like the worst imaginings of a teenaged boy on one of his darker days. There was a chair laden with spikes, multiple fixtures for the hanging or tying of human bodies, and what looked for all the world like an outdoor grill, a girl-size spit set over it, ready to be loaded and turned.

Three more guards in prison tan staffed this room, all stepping up to greet their first inmate, glancing briefly at the camera before they turned their attention to June.

“Okay,” said the oldest woman there, “let’s cook her.”
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