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Up Anchor!

Lena White and Badger Therese are writing together for the second time.

Two of Amazon’s hottest erotic authors have joined forces to write a series that blends together their respective worlds.

Now that the Sinflix Loviatar is loaded with passengers ready for a week-long adventure on their favorite kinky deck, the massive ship sets sail for the high seas and international waters, where the rule of law is suspended and twisted desires will be satisfied.

Now the real fun begins...
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1 - Sinflix Tonight (Remote)
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“This is Zoe Grayson coming to you live from the Confederacy Deck of the SS Sinflix Loviatar, where I’m a slave of the New Confederacy along with Beachy Sands, the star of Sinflix’s hit movie of the same name. Beachy, how would you describe your experiences so far on the maiden voyage of this bold new form of entertainment?”

The image shifted from the wire cage where Zoe sat naked in a metal collar, manacled and shackled, to another cage that contained Beachy Sands, also naked, collared, and chained, her B-cup breasts and bare mound visible to perhaps thousands of viewers–it was impossible to know how many since Sinflix didn’t disclose the numbers - across the globe. The new movie star, fresh off her nomination for Best New Actress at the AVN awards (and despite a snub from the Oscars) looked at the camera briefly before she turned back to her interviewer, the new host of Sinflix Tonight.

“It’s been quite a unique experience, Zoe, I must say,” Beachy said without a hint of irony. “From the moment I was brought onboard this magnificent ship to greet my fans and fellow passengers while posing for selfies and signing autographs, it’s been a real trip. And the cruise has just begun, so there will be much more to come, that’s clear.” She laughed without mirth and looked back at the camera that seemed to be shooting from inside the small cage to the untrained eye.

“How well have they replicated the scenes from the movie, Beachy?” Zoe asked when she noticed the tiny red light on the innocuous camera aimed at her face from the corner of her cage. An identical camera in Beachy’s cage was aimed at her neighbor’s face and body, and although Zoe couldn’t see the light that signaled the switch of the live feed to that camera, she had to assume that the control room back at Sinflix Tonight’s production facility was toggling back and forth seamlessly between interviewer and her interviewee. What choice did she have?

“When you consider that we’re on a huge ship in the middle of the Port of Los Angeles,” Beachy said with enthusiasm, “it’s pretty amazing. This room is much smaller than the set we used to film at, but it does an absolutely outstanding job of capturing the feel and substance of the premise of the movie.”

“And that premise is…?” Zoe prompted.

“That in the imagined world of the book, where the South won the Civil War, or the Confederate War of Independence, as it would be known had such a thing occurred, slavery would still be the law of their land. This is one possible scenario in that world.”

“Will you be staying here for the duration of the cruise, Beachy?” Zoe asked.

“That’s my understanding of their plans for me, Zoe. Of course, we won’t spend the entire week here in the main cage room. When I toured this deck a few weeks ago with the ship’s owner, Rodney Morrow, he showed me a fully equipped Discipline Room and what looked like a fully functioning Playroom. I also saw a very realistic re-creation of the Lexington Auction House where I assume we’ll all be auctioned off, just as Grace and her fellow slaves were in the movie.”

“They have men onboard to bid on you?” Zoe asked, her genuine astonishment on full display.

“On us, Zoe,” Beachy said pointedly. “I understand you’ll be with me for most of the week.”

“What else do they have planned for you, I mean us, Beachy?”

“I haven’t seen them, but I’m told they have a few stables built that were described in the books but which we haven’t yet filmed. The movie’s sequel will take place largely on the two plantations operated by Grace’s owners.”

“Stables, as in horse stables?”

“Almost, in one instance,” Beachy said as she shifted her weight on the bare metal floor of her cage. She reached back for a canister hanging from a holder near the top of the cage and opened the top to take a sip of water. “These are just like the ones we had on set,” she told Zoe as she held it up for the camera. “The level of detail they’ve achieved here is quite remarkable.”

“Have you heard anything about the sequel, Beachy? I know your fans are dying to know that there will be a second and even a third film coming.”

Beachy smiled and shrugged. “I’m certainly hoping for at least one more movie too, Zoe. But that’s out of my control–as is almost every aspect of my life right now.” She laughed again, the same bitter laugh Zoe heard before from the new movie star.

Some of the women in the neighboring cages, who had been hanging on every word of the interview, laughed along with their favorite character from the movie, either not hearing or choosing to ignore the ironic tone that Zoe noted.

Zoe decided to change her line of questioning. “Were you as surprised as everyone else by the success of the movie, Beachy?” She hadn’t meant the question to come out that way but there was nothing she could do about it. That was one of the most unnerving things about a live interview–there were no retakes.

“I was just as surprised as everyone except Rodney, to be honest. He said right from the start that he could deliver a huge new audience through Sinflix, his new streaming service. Just as he plans to do with this cruise, from what I hear.” Beachy scooted toward Zoe’s cage on her bottom and leaned against the wire wall of her cage as if to share a confidence. “Are you aware that all the common areas on this ship are wired for live video feeds and available twenty-four seven on the premium Sinflix subscription service?” She nodded knowingly, and Zoe didn’t know how to respond.

“Including this place?” she blurted out before she realized it.

“We all signed waivers to that effect,” the woman behind Zoe’s cage said without prompting. “Hi, Ms. Sands,” she continued while smiling at Beachy through the wire mesh of her cage. “I’m Laura, by the way, and I’m a huge fan of yours.” She was smiling a little maniacally to Zoe but Beachy seemed to take it in stride.

“I’d sign something for you if I could, Laura,” Beachy said with another slightly bitter laugh. “You signed a waiver, you say?”

“Oh, yeah,” Laura enthused. “They made it real clear when they emailed you the forms to sign up and again when they checked us all in, at the main hall. Every public space on the boat is under surveillance and will be used both for our safety and the entertainment of the premium subscribers. They really drove that point home. Brought it up several times and made you initial the paragraph in the contract, just to make sure.”

“And you’re okay with that?” Beachy asked.

“Well, it wouldn’t have been my first preference,” Laura allowed. “But I figured it was the only way to get a reservation for this deck, and I wasn’t about to miss out on an opportunity like this.” She smiled at Beachy and then at Zoe as if she wanted some assurances from the two media stars that she wasn’t crazy. Zoe wasn’t so sure.

“Beachy,” Zoe began as she turned back to her neighbor’s cage in an attempt to regain control of the interview. “In addition to your breakout role in the movie, you’ve also launched your own live-streaming venture, isn’t that right? How’s that going, and how will it be impacted by you spending a week as a slave of the New Confederacy on the Sinflix Loviatar?”

Beachy seemed to wince slightly at the question, but Zoe had to ask–in addition to being nominated as Most Promising New Starlet at the Adult Video Network awards just a few weeks ago, Beachy Sands and her costar from the movie, who was her new love interest and roommate, Damian Marshall, were breaking the internet with their brand new OnlyFans channel.

“Well, it’s not ideal, leaving my partners and new venture behind when we just began streaming,” Beachy said as if she was explaining the world to a child, something Zoe was familiar with and still resented–always being the youngest person in the room was a burden she never got used to. “But my other partner and roommate, Kylie Mills–who, by the way, had a small role as my neighbor in the film right there in your cage, Zoe–will take good care of Damian and our fans while I’m gone.”

“And you’re okay with that, Beachy?” Zoe asked, knowing she was bordering on being rude.

Beachy smiled, but there was absolutely no warmth in it. “Jealousy is a luxury you can’t afford in this business, Zoe. I’ll be fine.”

A Black guard suddenly appeared outside their cages, surprising Zoe and Beachy as they both looked up with a start. He looked even more foreboding than she expected, in his tight black overalls that matched his dark brown skin and stern, no-nonsense demeanor.

“You two,” he almost growled at them. “Discipline Room. Now.”


2 - The Processing of Meghan Attweiler
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On the fourth deck of the newly-christened SS Sinflix Loviatar, Meghan Attweiler’s holy crusade had taken a decidedly peculiar turn.

She was here to fight Satan in his latest incarnation, his sexual corruption of America wrapped in the cloak of an ocean cruise. But not just any cruise. The Cruise du Kinque.

Lucifer, the fallen angel, would get bolder in the End Times, or so told the prophecies. And now, Exhibit A in his apocalyptical machinations was bobbing dockside at the Port of Los Angeles, swallowing some 5,000 passengers with plans to bring them to the open sea, where they could be abused, exploited, pandered to and indoctrinated without interference, legal or otherwise.

Meghan was one such passenger, but she wasn’t here to enjoy. She was here to observe, experience, record and, ultimately, to destroy.

She was, in order of importance, a Christian, an obedient wife, the mother of a 4-year-old, a spiritual warrior, and a member of the Orange County, California, School Board.

But today she was all warrior, here to fight Satan in one of his newest lairs. Holding picket signs at the occasional protest and voting for the most godly candidate was all well and good, but God wanted more than that, God wanted true fighters, and this was war, odd as it was at the moment.

A man named John had just told Meghan to take off all her clothing, and Meghan had obeyed. Satan wanted her vulnerable, of course, but she wasn’t naked at all, for she was still clothed in the blood of Jesus.

And then, the man named John, who was acting out some bizarre scene from a book she would never read, had put a plug into her anus, attached to a chain, which he called a leash, the other end of which was put on a locking hook at the edge of the partition just outside his little office. He’d warned her that any attempt to remove the plug would produce an electric charge. Not fatal, certainly, probably not even that painful. But she wasn’t about to test it. And she’d be punished too, whatever that meant.

This was the fourth deck. The milking deck. Being milked was one of the kinks on this cruise, it seemed. Meghan had signed up for it because the reservation fee for lactating females was $800, a sum quickly raised by her church’s cultural activism committee. And she was still making milk for Candy, so the reservation lined up with her abilities, at least in that way. But she had been sent here to learn, to fight, to vanquish, and maybe to save a few babies.

A few weeks earlier, in a realization so horrific she’d almost grown ill, it had occurred to her that she might be nursing infants on the weeklong cruise, babies destined for sacrifice. But she had seen none yet. Instead, the room where she was now a prisoner was occupied exclusively by adults, the staff dressed casually, like the employees of any factory or commercial farm, while the passengers were mostly naked.

Meghan was one of six females on leashes outside the little offices. This was the first place guests were brought, still clothed, to be checked in, stripped and chained. After that, they were walked to a row of tiny cages, only big enough to stand up in, lingering there until a space was ready for them between the poles.

There were only six poles here, two per body, but they dominated the room, both for their location in the middle of the space and because of what was being done to the females stretched between them.

This is what had drawn Meghan’s horrified attention when, still dressed and pulling her rolling case, she’d stepped off the elevator. Every post held rings at the top and bottom, and wrists and ankles were secured accordingly for interviews, questions, an examination, and then the staff was doing something to the bound victims, something horrible to their middles, between their legs, and the women begged not to have it done and pulled at their bonds and shook and screamed and then went limp, heads down, jaws against chests, ribs heaving. What was happening? She watched, briefly, until she felt eyes on her, noticing with a sense of deep shame that one of the stretched women was staring directly back at her. While Meghan was watching, voyeur-like, as someone underwent something deeply personal, she was being watched.

But it wasn’t being caught in voyeurism that troubled Meghan most. It was the woman’s expression–pleasure, rapture, the joy of bestial communion–that made Meghan avert her eyes.

Welcome, Sister, we are glad you’re here. Soon, soon, you will hang here as I have, and you will join us in the giving of milk, made unnatural, made evil.

Meghan would not be looking there again, not directly, but she did not avert her gaze entirely, following with her peripheral vision what happened next, and it wasn’t what she expected. After a quick washing with a hose–cold water most likely, given the way the females shouted and gasped–they were released from the posts and escorted, still on their leashes, out of the room, and all were quite able to walk under their own power, no trauma visible, no stumbling, collapsing, tears. Some were smiling, in fact, even chatting enthusiastically with the people holding their leashes.

Had they been drugged? Or were they under the influence of dark forces that had been set upon them long ago?

Whatever was going on, Megan was profoundly distressed.

More clothed women–victims–were arriving from the elevator, making their way to the offices where John and the other clerks checked them in. A girl who couldn’t have been older than 20 was brought to John’s office by a male worker, passing within inches of Meghan, and she looked at Meghan curiously before a scream from the posts startled her.

“John, this is Cynthia,” the man said, not reacting to the scream, and his shoulder brushed Meghan’s but he didn’t seem to notice that either.

“Hi, Cynthia,” John said.

“Hi, John,” Cynthia said, continuing in a voice filled with wonder, “Wow, this is so . . . amazing.”

“Thanks,” John said, and he stood and offered his hand. “It’s nice to meet you. Please take a seat.”

Meghan turned to watch, suddenly fascinated by the prospect of seeing someone else experience what had just been done to her.

“Hey, ready to go?” a woman asked, not waiting for Meghan’s answer before she unlocked the hook and slid Meghan’s leash off it. “Let’s get you penned until they can finish your processing.”

“Okay,” Meghan agreed impotently, following the woman past the posts, where one girl was being released and two more were being strung up.

Meghan was being led to the wall where dozens of tiny cages waited, most of them occupied by forlorn-looking women, their hands extended through the bars, their wrists cuffed, their leashes–

“Okay, right in here and turn around,” the woman said, pulling open a cage door toward the far right of the row.

Meghan obeyed, noticed that a pair of cuffs lay at the ends of two short chains fixed into the floor of the cage. The woman, still holding Meghan’s leash, fastened the cuffs around her ankles, pulled her leash between her legs, stood and closed her cage door.

“Would you like your leash taut while you wait?” the woman asked.

“I’m sorry?” Meghan said, the words utterly meaningless.

“Some females find it helps pass the time,” the woman said.

“Okay,” Meghan said blankly, no idea what she’d just agreed to until the woman passed the end of the leash over the crossbar at eye level and pulled hard on it before she hooked it around one of the pegs set into the bars, forcing the restraint against Meghan’s vulva, between her lips and against her clitoris.

“Oh, oh,” Meghan grunted, surprised by her sensitivity there

“Hands through the bars, here and here,” the woman said, and Meghan caught her breath and obeyed, struggling to concentrate, watching as cuffs were closed around her wrists.

“Someone should be with you shortly,” the woman said, stepping away.

Why?

Why?

What strange evil was this?

Meghan looked down, her attention for the moment drawn to the thing between her legs, where the first few inches of chain had been wrapped in soft black rubber. She hadn’t noticed it at first, but now it was all she could think about.

It felt . . . good.

She eased forward and the pressure on her clitoris eased. She angled herself back and sighed, the stimulation intense as the pressure increased.

Why? Whose purpose was being served, whose diabolical agenda was being furthered by all this?

“Uh, uh, uh,” said a female voice, the grunts accompanied by the rattle of chains. Someone to her right, maybe a few cages away, was . . . getting off? At least one woman here found this sexual, and she seemed to be doing something. Wait . . . rubbing on her leash? Is that what she was doing? Was that even possible?

Meghan pushed back, moved forward again, the rubber coating pressing against her female flesh while the plug stirred within her anus. Could she orgasm like this? It had been awhile since the last one, weeks at least, and everything they were doing to her was pushing her toward that God-given physical event.

That was the plan, it must be. First, overwhelm the senses. Satan wasn’t needed yet. She could still pray to Jesus if she wanted to. No, first they had to soften her up, distract her, get her focused on the basest operations of her body. And once they’d stormed her mind with carnal pleasures, she’d be ripe for the next phase, a soul weakened for harvest. That’s when Satan would reach in.

She leaned back, committed to viewing the instrument of her temptation in a prayerful, discerning way.

They were good, these agents of the devil. The rubber was soft, just a little rough, the sensation it produced entirely up to her. And as she pushed back, angled her pelvis up and looked down, she confirmed that the rubber was completely wet.

Lubrication was a gift from God, and she always made a lot of it when she yielded to Keith. Here that gift was being expressed for other reasons, and yet she twisted her hips, sensing, sensing–

“Oh, God, oh, oh . . . uh uh uh uh uh,” grunted the woman a few cages away as her chains rattled. She was having an orgasm. Or pretending to. Either way, the message was the same. Social convention was being overturned here, private sexuality being made public, the sacred biology of procreation being turned into a spectacle, a sideshow. Creation itself was under assault.

“Eye of newt and toe of frog,” went the witches’ spell from Shakespeare’s Macbeth. “Wool of bat and tongue of dog, adder's fork and blind-worm's sting, lizard's leg and howlet's wing.”

Creation in chaos, Meghan had been told in her high school English class. That’s what the scene meant. A junior and still not a committed Christian, the interpretation had struck her. To do evil, start by scrambling God’s work.

And was this not another kind of scrambling? The husband and wife brought their sex organs together, the man climaxed, and the woman might too, God willing, and often enough, a child would result. God’s perfect plan of creation.

All that had been turned sideways here, a new incantation with its own inchoate ingredients: plugged anus, tortured vagina, tagged labia, pumped nipple, self-generated female orgasm, all being stirred together, not in a boiling pot but on a cruise ship, where the walls echoed with their own incantation.

Meghan closed her eyes and wrapped her fingers around the bars of her pen, smiling. Before they’d even left the Port of Los Angeles, God had revealed to her the workings of this place. Its theme was disorder, by which hearts would be turned away from Him first before they could be turned toward wickedness. But she would not yield to the first assault, and therefore none of the others could do her harm. The chaos would not fool her. She would stay true to the proper order of things, even as she was forced through Satanic disarray, and she would remain untouchable. God needed her to observe, record, and report when she was free again in seven days. She was His vessel, and He was in charge of her, whispering into her ear what she needed to know so she would stay strong and wise.

Armed with her new understanding, this room and her place within it no longer troubled her. The woman between the posts continued to cry out, to plead, to beg for a release that wouldn’t come until the workers were finished with them. They were putting something in their vaginal lips, Meghan decided, tags like she saw on the girl in the waiting room. More clothed women were arriving, meeting in the little offices, stripping and being chained and joining Meghan in the row of cages until it was their time to suffer and be led through the door to some other place.

Meghan pushed back, forcing her leash taut and bringing to the place between her legs a wealth of sensations, from the pressure in her bowels and anus to the maddening caresses against her vulva and clitoris. Of course it felt good, in the same way that Keith usually felt good when he worked at her vagina in procreative ardor.

Should she deny herself the sensation? Be in the world but not of it, Christians exhorted each other. You cannot save the world if you withdraw from it. Take its sacred fruits, harvest reverently its joys even while you harvest its souls.

Sexual stimulation had been forced on Meghan here, probably not for the last time, and she could resist and deny it and deprive herself of the full array of experience she needed to understand this latest inroad of evil. Or she could partake in holy celebration, reminding herself always where each sensation fit in the perfect order of things. And tonight, assuming she would be given a private bed, she would celebrate God by–

“Hi, let’s get you to the poles,” a female voice said, and Meghan jerked with surprise as her attention was wrenched from the divine and eternal to the corrupt and immediate, in the form of a girl in sneakers, faded jeans and a black sweatshirt.

The girl unlocked Meghan’s handcuffs, unhooked her leash and dropped it so that it fell with a clatter between Meghan’s chained feet, its weight tugging on her rear entrance. The girl opened the cage door, uncuffed Meghan’s ankles and reached between her legs to grasp her leash, applying another round of sensations to the places between her legs as she was led toward the middle pair of poles, feet slapping the wet floor on either side or a small drain. Females were bound to the stations on either side, workers tending to them, but neither of them were crying out at the moment.

“Raise your arms,” the girl said as soon as Meghan had reached her place between the posts, and the Freedom Mom obeyed, watching as thick leather cuffs were wrapped tightly around her wrists and buckled in place.

I’m being crucified, Meghan realized with a start. Between two thieves.

“Okay, let’s open your legs so we can get those tied up.”

Meghan obeyed and looked up at the ceiling, up to heaven.

They think they’re going to kill me.

They don’t know what they’re dealing with.


3 - Nadine and Sid Go Exploring
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“What do we need to talk about, Dee?” Sid Greene asked his wife in a tone that made her wince. Had he always been this whiny and she was just noticing, she wondered.

“I think this may have been a mistake,” she said at last. Sid’s face dropped even as his eyebrows shot up.

“What, exactly? The room?”

Nadine sighed. “It’s not a room, Sid. It’s a deluxe cabin, one we paid way too much money for, nice as it may be, but no, not the cabin. I think the whole damn cruise was a big mistake.”

Sid walked to her side from the edge of the bed where he’d been standing and stroked her arm. He always stroked her arm when he was trying to placate her, and she resented the implication that she could be stroked like a cat, and she’d purr, and everything would be alright. Everything wouldn’t be alright, she knew now. Not even close.

“What’s the problem, then?” he whispered.

“Everything,” she stated simply. “Those women by the elevators, the woman on the first deck, being held by that Black man as if, I don’t know. Posing for pictures as if this was all a big joke. And that milking thing. What in the world was that all about? Why would anyone…?” She couldn’t finish her thought, but she didn’t feel like she had to. Surely, Sid could see how ridiculous this place was, and not at all what she’d expected. Not by a long shot.

“We don’t have to go to any of those other decks, Nadine,” her husband explained in a nearly condescending tone. “We can stay right here if that will make you more comfortable, or go to the pool, or whatever you want to do.” He put his arm around her shoulder and pulled her to him. “Besides, don’t you want to get to know Maurice a little better?” She looked at him, and he was smiling at her, not quite leering, but close enough. His implication was clear in any event.

“I don’t know,” she whispered. “When it was just an idea, it didn’t seem so, I don’t know.” She looked at her husband, desperate for him to understand without her having to explain it to him. Couldn’t he see that she wasn’t up to this? Couldn’t he tell that this was all just too much for her?

“Is this about me going to other decks, Nadine?” he asked without warning. “Because if it is, I can take that right off the table, right now, if that helps you at all.” He touched her chin to make her look at him, something she didn’t realize she was having trouble doing. “Is that what this is all about?”

“No,” she said in an unconvincing tone that even she could hear. “It’s not only that,” she corrected herself.

“But that’s part of it?”

“I guess.” She rolled her eyes and looked at the ceiling. “It’s everything, I guess. I’m just feeling really uncomfortable right now, and that’s not the way I expected to feel. It’s sure as hell not the way I wanted to feel.” She looked at him again. “You know?”

“Yeah, I can understand that.” He stepped back and turned to look at their luggage. “We did go to an awful lot of trouble to be here, though. Be a shame to waste all that effort.”

“Not to mention the money,” Nadine added. “They were pretty clear in one of the forms that there would be no refunds.”

He scowled at her, and she almost rolled her eyes again. “You and I both know it’s not about the money, Dee. Come on, be real.”

“Yeah, I guess.” She looked down and then at the pile of suitcases. “If we’d just gone on a normal cruise, I could have packed everything I needed in an overnight bag.”

“You did get a little carried away, didn’t you?” he asked without really asking. “Why is that, do you think?”

“I wanted to make a good impression.” She looked at him and he smirked at her. “What?”

“Who were you trying to impress, Dee? These guys like Maurice, they’re paid to be here. Not to mention, they get to…” He stopped and she looked at him, noticed the faint look of fear in his eyes, like he almost went to a place he shouldn’t have gone.

“They get to fuck me?” she asked in a deadpan tone. “Is that what you were going to say?”

“Well, that was the way things worked in the books, right?”

“Books, Sid. Fiction. This isn’t that.”

“But Maurice said they have two real, honest-to-god Buckhorn Clubs, didn’t he? One in New York and one in, where was it?”

“Atlanta,” she said. “That was where the original was located. The Manhattan one was the second.”

Sid smiled and she tilted her head to ask the obvious. “What?” she had to add when he just kept smiling at her.

“How many times did you read those books, Dee?”

She didn’t answer but she felt her face color. “A few times.”

“And wouldn’t it be a shame to come all this way and go through all this trouble and not at least go to the bar to see how well they did recreating a place we had no idea even existed until a few minutes ago?” He walked over to where she was standing and took both of her hands in his. “No expectations, no pressure, Dee. If you don’t like it, we’re outta here, even if we have to take advantage of the helicopter they claim to provide for people who need to get off the ship pronto.” He led her to the pile of luggage. “Come on, Nadine. Crack open one of these suitcases and knock their socks off.”

Nadine stared at her husband in silence as she mulled his suggestion. He was clearly invested in this, whatever this was, for some reason that excited her and pissed her off in almost equal measures. If there was ever any doubt in her mind about Sid’s true nature, and the nature of their marriage, this trip would put an end to them. Even if she called the front desk, or the main deck, or whatever it was you were supposed to call on a cruise ship to vacate the premises, that her husband was a cuckold was now a given.

The question Nadine wrestled with, however, was about her own nature. Was she a cuckoldress? A hotwife? Deeper, darker questions beckoned to be answered as well but she pushed those down–focus, she told herself. Is this what you want? What would come of it if it was? Was she really all that bored with their life in St. Louis to risk it all like this?

“Dee?” Sid was still staring at her. “You okay?”

“I’m fine,” she lied. But the sound of her husband’s voice, in stark contrast to the sound of Maurice’s voice triggered… something for her. The Black man’s deep, resonant tone, so masculine, so sensuous, so racy, in both senses of the word, tipped the balance for her. She had to stay, at least see the rest of the Buckhorn Club Deck and what it had to offer, she told herself.

Once Nadine decided, she put her doubts aside and looked at her luggage. She grabbed her makeup case, then she turned and walked to the bathroom, but she paused at the door and turned to look at Sid. He stared at her, his surprise writ large on his face but his desire also evident. He wanted this as much, and perhaps more, than she did, clearly.

“Pick something out for me to wear,” she ordered him before she stepped inside and closed, and locked, the door.

* * *

“Shall we sit at the bar to start?” Sid asked as he opened the door to the nearest Buckhead Club Restaurant. Nadine nodded but stopped and turned to face him, his eyes widened with surprise.

“Don’t push me, Sid,” she whispered. “Let me lead.”

“Of course, Dee,” he said with a nod.

Nadine turned to take in the room and although it didn’t match the scene she’d constructed in her mind’s eye from reading and rereading the books on which it was based, it was a passable facsimile nonetheless. The bar was the first thing she saw and it wasn’t quite long enough but it would do, with a dozen high back barstools, mostly empty at this early hour. The restaurant portion of the room was mostly behind the bar and the tables were half full, most occupied by white couples, clearly guests like themselves but one or two had a third party sitting between the couples, Black men dressed in the same manner as Maurice, their guide and would-be liaison who showed them to their cabin.

“Dee, you okay?” Sid asked, annoyingly, but she had been standing and staring so she didn’t bite his head off, much as she wanted to.

“You really need to stop asking me that, Sid,” she told him in a strained, subdued tone.

“Sorry,” he hastened to add, almost making it worse. “Let’s grab a seat over here,” he said as he took her elbow and guided her toward the nearest empty seats at the bar. She bit her lip carefully so as not to ruin her carefully applied lipstick and refrained from blasting him.

“Welcome to the Buckhorn Club,” the Black bartender greeted them as he approached. “What can I get you?” Nadine took him in and nodded without smiling. He fit the mold of every Black man she’d seen so far on the ship, from Maurice to Grace’s guard on the main deck, to the other liaisons in the elevator–tall, handsome, and confident.

“A glass of Chardonnay,” Nadine said in as casual a tone as she could manage. He smiled and turned to Sid and asked by raising his eyebrows.

“Anything on tap,” Sid responded. Nadine had to check herself from rolling her eyes but the bartender didn’t smirk or otherwise take any notice. The drinks appeared quickly and efficiently, and since they were his only customers at the moment, he stayed to chat while cleaning glasses.

“Having a good day so far?” he asked Nadine, who recognized the question from their onboarding attendant. She assumed the entire crew was singing from the same hymnal.

“It’s been okay,” she said with a degree of diffidence she immediately regretted. “We just boarded, though, so…” She smiled and shrugged and he seemed to get it.

“I’m Darnell, by the way,” the barman said as he wiped his hand and extended it to Nadine. She shook it without hesitation and felt better for it. She also liked the fact that Darnell made no effort to introduce himself to Sid even though he was standing right next to her barstool. Her husband made no effort to rectify the situation, which she also found slightly exhilarating.

Suddenly emboldened, she sipped her wine and leaned in as if to share a confidence with a man she just met. “So, Darnell,” she began with a low tone. “How does this all work here?”

“At the Buckhorn Club?” he asked with a bit of a smirk, or was that her imagination? No matter. She nodded yes. “Well, there are four bars and restaurants…”

She waved him off. “Yeah, I got all that from Maurice when he escorted us to our cabin. But what I want to know is, how does this work?” She motioned to the rest of the bar and the restaurant beyond. “Like, are you just a bartender for the entire week?” Nadine couldn’t believe she’d been so bold but she kept her eyes on Darnell–she made sure not to look at her husband.

The bartender had stopped cleaning the already clean glass in his hand as he stared at her, then he put both the glass and the towel on the counter behind the bar and leaned in slightly as well. “No, Nadine, I’m not just a bartender for the entire week. We all rotate every few hours, both here at this club and through the others as well. I’m on duty until three, if that’s of interest to you.” He smiled and his meaning was now clear to her, as he’d intended. Wait for me and I’m yours in a few hours.

Nadine took another sip of her wine–more than a sip, actually–more a gulp. The wine hit her empty stomach and the color bloomed in her face, whether from the alcohol or her boldness, she had no idea but found she didn’t really care. Feeling increasingly courageous, she held her wine glass and stood up from the barstool while she stared at Darnell and smirked. Smirked!

“I’m famished, so do we just walk up and sit at any table we like, or is there some sort of protocol to getting serviced here?” She blushed hard at her inadvertent choice of words but she forced herself not to correct herself or stammer an apology. She just cocked an eyebrow at Darnell, who was now smiling a bit too broadly for her liking.

“Sit anywhere you like, Nadine,” he said with a flip tone. “I'll make sure you get taken care of.”

Nadine turned and walked away without waiting for Sid–she knew he’d follow her lead. He always followed her lead. She strolled into the dining area and picked a table in the middle of the space without looking around to see if anyone objected. She pulled out her own chair and sat down, glanced at her husband as he sat next to her before she looked around at the other couples and threesomes being served.

“Would you care to see a menu?” a Black man in a differently-styled uniform from Darnell’s asked. Nadine turned to take him in and accepted the leather-bound menu from him as he smiled before handing one to Sid. “Can I get you something to drink while you decide?” the young man asked.

“Chardonnay,” Nadine responded and the server withdrew, as Sid was carrying his beer from the bar. She turned to her husband and he gave her a weak smile. “What?” she asked without trying to hide her free-floating annoyance with him.

“I guess I just can’t believe we’re finally here, is all,” he said with another wan smile. She turned away from him and watched as another couple two tables away conversed with a Black man sitting at their table, one who was dressed as Maurice had been when he escorted them to their cabin–a skin-tight black tee shirt, black jeans, and Doc Martens, also black, of course. She couldn’t remember if the liaisons mentioned in the books, the ones who were at the Buckhorn Club solely to sleep with the white female members, had been described as all dressing the same, as if wearing a uniform of sorts, but here on a cruise ship designed to emulate the scenes described in the books, uniforms made sense to her.

Nadine opened her menu to decide on an order for lunch and was about to ask Sid what looked good, more out of habit than out of a genuine desire to know his opinion, when she sensed a presence, someone approaching their table from slightly behind her. She looked up as the intruder entered her peripheral vision, fully expecting another visit from Maurice or even Darnell, hoping, perhaps, but it was not to be. She wasn’t disappointed, though. Far from it.

“Mind if I join you?” the man asked, at once polite and presumptuous, but it didn’t bother her in the least. On the contrary, she was delighted. “I’m Kayshon, by the way,” he said as he pulled out the chair across from Nadine without bothering to wait for her to answer. “And you are?” he asked her without so much as a glance at Sid.

“Nadine Greene,” she said with a smirky smile. She thought about bringing Sid into the conversation but decided to leave that to Kayshon.

“It’s lovely to meet you, Nadine,” Kayshon said with an impossibly deep voice that she decided had to be an act–Barry White wouldn’t have that deep a voice were he still alive. She nodded and kept the smile but said nothing–where would he go with this?–she wondered. All the usual come-ons were useless–‘Come here often?’–it’s the maiden voyage. ‘Don’t I know you?’ Seriously? ‘What’s a nice girl like you…?’ Oh, please.

“Kayshon Webster,” he said when he turned to Sid and offered his hand, which shattered Nadine’s expectations. Sid said his name and shook his hand briefly, perfunctorily. “I’m delighted to meet you both,” Kayshon said before he turned back to Nadine. “And I’m so glad you booked a cabin on this deck.”  His eyes gleamed as they focused intently on hers.

Under normal circumstances, Nadine imagined she’d be put off by his rather entitled manner and his presumptuous assumptions. But these were not normal circumstances–Nadine’s presence on this deck gave her away. Just like in the books, where women went to the Buckhorn Club with one purpose in mind, to get laid by someone other than their husbands, by men they didn’t know but who had been vetted by the club, by Black men because that made it even worse. Or better. She never could decide. But she loved it, the whole idea of a club where the rules were suspended, where normal was brushed aside. That the husbands paid huge sums for membership in the club so that their wives could be serviced–yes, that was exactly the right word–serviced by men who knew what they were doing and who knew exactly why they had been hired. That’s why she had read the books again and again. That’s why she’d booked the cruise.

Then why did she balk at the reality that now presented itself in the form of this man, Kayshon Webster, who was everything she imagined and exactly what she desired? Even the situation she found herself in was delicious–her husband sitting next to her watching her prospective ‘liaison’ (the book’s euphemism for lover) chat her up in a blatant attempt to bed her, with or without his approval. This was all up to her. She held the reins. The woman in this threesome ruled. How delightful, how marvelous. How thrilling.

But was she thrilled? Or was she petrified? Afraid of taking that step outside her comfort zone, the one that was smothering her just a few days ago. Or was that yesterday? The comfort of a dull, stable relationship with a man who adored her and would do anything–even this–to please her. Was she really going to throw it all away for a romp in the sack with a man who would forget she existed ten minutes after he left her cabin? Was that not the definition of being disrespected? Of being debased? Why was it that men, who have been using prostitutes for millenia, never seem troubled by the casual degradation of their act, both of themselves and the women they used for their pleasure? And why couldn’t Nadine use this male prostitute–for that’s what he was, truly–in the same callous and nonchalant manner? Why did it give her pause? Why?

“Nadine?” Kayshon interrupted her train of thoughts. “Everything okay?”

She focused on the man. His voice, his skin, his eyes, even his hair. Everything about him was new and different, sexy and absurd. Everything about this situation defied reality, or sanity, or…something. Did it really matter what?

No, it did not.

“Sorry,” she answered at last. “You were saying?”

Kayshon smiled. He really did have a gorgeous smile. “I was saying that I would be honored to accompany you back to your cabin and make love to you.”

She smiled. “No, that’s not what you were saying at all,” she whispered.

“No, but it’s what I meant,” he told her in such a low, sexy voice she almost purred at the resonance of it.

“That sounds lovely.”


4 - A Little Prison Torture
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“Okay, wait,” June said, holding up her hands, a weak defensive gesture made all the more pathetic by her nakedness, her handcuffs, her terrified expression, and her presence in a torture chamber where four prison guards were about to try out the equipment on her.

Arguably, she was in charge here, a broadcast journalist on special assignment to Sinflix to star in a range of promotional video productions.

But June did not at the moment look like she was in charge of anything, not even her own body.

Others had decided that her first production would be done on the 12th deck of the SS Sinflix Loviatar, a ship named for the goddess of pain. This deck was based on 2024, a book by Badger Therese about a prison where women were confined for political expediency, political revenge, or the retributive whims of foreign despots.

Once a week, according to the novel, each prisoner was brought, chained and naked, to a torture room where the fury of America’s new, personality-disordered leadership could manifest one of the worst excesses of its dystopian vision for the Land of the Free.

Whether or not the novel was on its way to fulfillment, Sinflix CEO Rodney Morrow was doing his best to make it real here, on a prison deck where female passengers had paid to be locked in cells and tortured–for a half hour per session–a guaranteed minimum of four times during the weeklong cruise.

June Wayman, an ambitious reporter for Los Angeles TV station KLAF, had been selected by Sinflix as its first embedded reporter, personally experiencing the horrors, pleasures, and abominations of the Cruise du Kinque, deck by deck throughout its maiden voyage.

It was her breathless innocence they liked, the girl-next-door enthusiasm she’d brought to her exclusive report on the cruise for KLAF’s morning news show a month ago. She’d stripped, let them chain her, and stood behind a small modesty screen for her live broadcast about the cruise, prompting outraged calls, death threats, a 17 percent jump in local viewership, and requests from broadcast and streaming outlets around the world for June’s piece. It was quite possible some of those who’d called the station warning of fire and brimstone placed their next call to the Sinflix reservation line. But for whatever reason, calls to Sinflix Cruises–already coming in at a healthy clip–spiked immediately after June’s story had aired, and hadn’t abated since.

June had already seen a shadow of this room. As part of her deal for the exclusive story on the Cruise du Kinque, she’d agreed to serve as a live test subject for the equipment and procedures under development throughout the ship. The five hours of abuse, humiliation, and stimulation she’d endured had left her uncharacteristically speechless, and over the ensuing six weeks of training and preparation, she’d asked herself near-daily why she’d agreed to this.

There wasn’t really a choice, though. Raymond Schwartz himself, KLAF’s domineering CEO, had agreed to loan June out to Sinflix, and refusing the assignment would have been tantamount to quitting, while remaining obedient–distasteful as it could be at times, might open doors both financial and professional. Sometimes all it took was one big story to earn the national exposure that led to anchor jobs, international assignments and healthy paychecks.

People didn’t want, June had been told, a simpering coquette to moan seductively about all the pleasure she was having on the Cruise du Kinque. They wanted a regular girl reporting with sincere distress and authentic alarm as she was moved from deck to deck, from peril to playtime. The few short pieces she’d already created had been wildly popular, and now she was doing a longer one, where she would be the first girl tortured in the 2024 prison.

And her fear was completely real.

“Let’s cook her,” the head guard had muttered to the others as soon as June arrived.

“Okay, wait,” June said again, looking around the room where an array of pain infliction technologies had been arranged with jigsaw-puzzle perfection. “Before we start, I need, I need to say a few, I need to do a quick intro.”

June gestured toward Gail, the woman holding the camera, one of several Sinflix videographers June had been working and training with, and easily the most impersonal, her demeanor invariably serious to the point of stoniness. But she was the closest thing June had to an ally in this place, so June turned to her instinctively.

“Yeah, let me do an intro,” she said. “I’ll just be here. No, wait, let me get here so you can see the whole room behind me.”

June shuffled a few steps to the left in her chains, stopped, turned toward the camera.

“Hi, I’m June Wayman,” she said softly, voice cracking. “Wait, let me try again. Okay . . . Hi, I’m June Wayman, coming to you from the SS Sinflix Loviatar, which is embarking today on its maiden voyage. My first assignment is the 2024 deck, where guests pay to experience a women’s prison, complete with a fully-equipped and professionally-staffed torture room.”

The camera panned left and right, taking in the machines and the three tan-shirted, dour-looking torture room guards before it returned to June’s face.

“So,” she continued, with the restored confidence talking into the camera often gave her, “it seems I’ve been given the privilege–and I’m using that term loosely–to be the first girl brought in here. And you get to watch.”

June turned toward the guards, hovering together at her left. The guard who had escorted her from her cell was gone, probably to get another victim.

“These are the people who are running this room. Our three guards. Torture guards, maybe. Torturers? What do you call yourselves?”

The three matrons just looked suspiciously into the camera before their eyes went to other places. None offered an answer. The question seemed to have made them all vaguely uncomfortable.

“Okay . . . so that’s who they are,” June said a little doubtfully. “Now . . . what did you say you were going to do to me?”

“This is the torture room,” the lead guard said, smiling as if surprised at June’s stupidity.

“Yeah, but what . . . which torture . . . for me? Haven’t you picked one out?”

“We’re going to cook you,” the woman said. There was no smile this time. She was being completely serious.

“Okay,” June agreed, looking into the camera and raising her eyebrows. “So I guess . . . go ahead and . . . barbecue me.”

Something in June’s words seemed to return the three guards to their normal condition. They didn’t exactly spring into action, but the uncertainty brought by the camera seemed to evaporate, and they began to move. The two lesser guards stepped up to June and grabbed her upper arms, walking her to what looked like a very large outdoor barbecue spit.

“I got to try out an early prototype of this, last month,” June said, turning her head so her face was in profile to the camera behind her. “But it looks like they’ve made some improvements.”

June laughed. “And by improvements, I mean . . . not improvements.”

The guards, not finding any of this funny, positioned June over a long pole nestled in a wooden trough..

“Sit down on there,” the leader said, pointing to the place where a pair of shallow dents had been carved into the wood on either side of the pole. A place for a girl to sit, apparently.

June obeyed.

“Lie back, raise your arms, extend your legs.”

The camera captured everything without mercy as June, still in her handcuffs and shackles, was secured by the wrists and ankles to rings at either end of the pole, catches adjusted with a malevolent click until her body was stretched to its limit.

“Oh, wow,” June sighed before she remembered she was still on camera, and she raised her head to look into the lens.

“This isn’t my first time on this, um, I guess we’re calling it a barbecue,” she said, her voice a little weaker than usual. “But it’s definitely a tighter fit, and it–uhhh!”

Hooks suspended from the ceiling had been set into either end of the pole, lifting June with a hydraulic whine before she was swung over a large brazier, its tiles glowing orange.

“Wow you can really feel the heat!” June exclaimed as the guards steadied the ends of her pole and locked them into the turning mechanism.

The hooks were removed and moments later, a steady grind filled the room and the pole began to turn.

“Whoo,” June said, puffing out her cheeks. “It wasn’t this hot last time.”

She continued to talk but her words were inaudible as the spit turned her away from the camera, and when she returned, she was still talking, doing her best to keep her eyes pointed on the camera.

“Okay, okay, keep rolling,” she said, gasping. “Let me get my bearings, So if you’re just, okay, wait . . .” June fell silent until she could see the camera again. “Can you hear me when I’m turned away?” she asked.

“No, not really,” Gail replied flatly.

“Okay, let me go around again, and I’ll–damn this is hot.”

On her next appearance, June’s body was gleaming with sweat, drops running across her forehead, gravity creating unpredictable patterns in the fluid as it ran across her breasts and hips, disappeared in her black triangle of pubic hair.

“Oh,” she groaned, eyes on nothing for this rotation, mind not focused enough to narrate a video production. Not that it mattered. The spectacle spoke for itself.

For three more turns, June simply looked with glazed eyes at whatever was right before her, her hair in a wet clump on the left side of her head, her breasts shifting as gravity pulled at them.

“Gail?” she said on her next return. “Gail?”

“Still here,” Gail said.

“Are you rolling?”

“Yes.”

“Keep . . . rolling. I’m trying . . . I’m trying to think of something to say. But this . . . god, this . . .”

June was producing enough sweat now that it was running off her body, every drop producing a sharp hiss beneath her, a miasma of steam rising around her bound form.

The next time her face appeared, June raised her head, found the camera lens, stared into it and spoke in a desperate rush. “If you’re just joining us, oh god, oh god, I’m being tortured in a torture, in a prison. It’s from a book. A book . . .”

June was turned away again and her voice was lost until, face pointed down, directly into the orange tiles, she simply screamed, a strangled cry of discomfort and frustration. “AAAHHH!”

The next time she reappeared, the glazed expression was back, and she’d given up all pretense of journalism.

“How long . . . when am I done?” she wailed. “How much longer?”

Gail aimed her camera up at the guards, but none of them looked back. All three were focused on June and her suffering, the mechanism they were using to mark the passage of time known only to themselves.

June gave up trying to talk, the rest of her time on the spit a simple test of endurance, and even after she was done, the pole removed and set back in its wooden trough, the rings opened, she remained speechless.

Anyone lucky enough to see this portion of the video would get to watch a naked, frightfully sweaty, handcuffed and shackled girl sit up, draw up her knees, lay her forearms across her kneecaps and drop her head.

“Uugaa,” she said, her shoulders rising and falling with the issuance of an unspellable lament.

She breathed in and out slowly a half dozen times and, after another shake and grunt, looked up into the camera.

“Still rolling?” she asked weakly, passing a bound hand across her forehead while the other dangled beneath it, then turned her attention to the wet clump of hair, trying in vain to smooth it out.

“Never turned if off,” Gail replied.

“What happened?” June asked.

“Weren’t you there?” Gail replied.

June sighed, looked at the wall and wrestled with the urge to say something cutting. Diplomacy won out, as it usually did.

“I mean, was it usable? Anything worth keeping?” June asked. “I wasn’t completely conscious the whole time.”

“Oh, it was usable,” Gail said, nodding, her camera still trained on the girl.”I played with the filters, made you shiny as fuck.”

“Shiny?”

“Yeah. Shiny.”

June looked wearily around the room, eyes suddenly wide.

“When did they get here?”

The camera followed her gaze, sweeping the room before it focused, one by one, on three new prisoners: a husky Black woman who’d been tied to a chair covered with spikes; a rail-thin, freckled redhead hanging by her wrists; a middle-aged brunette bound hand and foot to a post, watching with terror as her nipples were clamped.

June, still hunched over, turned and rocked forward twice before she was able to rise unsteadily to her feet.

“Prisoners need to be physically escorted after release,” barked the head guard, true alarm in her voice, and one of her assistants hustled over and grabbed June’s upper arm.

“I thought she was going to help her,” the assistant guard said accusingly, tilting her head toward Gail.

“I just do camera,” Gail shot back, camera focusing on June’s sweaty back and rump as the girl was guided through the torture room door.

“Noooooaiieeeeee!” someone shrieked from within the room, the sound of a female in pain only slightly muffled as the door closed.

June stopped, aimed her haunted face at the camera as Gail adjusted the focus.

“This is June Wayman,” she said, her face and her voice manifesting an unnatural, almost frightening joy, “and I’ve just been tortured!”

As quickly as it appeared, her beauty pageant winner ebullience vanished and her face broke with sorrow, as though she were about to start weeping hysterically, but she was laughing when she bent, her chained hands on her knees and her shoulders shaking with a tragic mirth. A moment later, she snapped back up, breasts bouncing and one eyebrow raised, as though pondering deep mysteries, but when her mouth opened, no sound came out.

“You okay?” Gail asked.

“I will be,” June replied. “Where are we supposed to go now?”

“I don’t know,” Gail shrugged.

The door at the far end of the hall opened and two more prisoners appeared, shambling in their chains, the same guard between them who had brought June to torture.

“Record that,” June said, relieved to have something else for Gail to point her camera at.

June studied the prisoners as they approached, a blonde girl no older than 20, a middle-aged brunette, both bearing the expression of people about to get on their favorite amusement park ride.The older woman’s face was wet, and she sniffed, and June knew the support of her peers, the coughing and clanking as she was taken to torture–just like in the book–had prompted tears.

Both of them stared into the camera as they neared, but their gazes shifted to June when they reached her, and she looked back, and their expressions changed in a way that made clear to her they knew she’d just finished in the torture room, and she didn’t look good, and it was more than just the sweat and the ruined hair.

June tried to smile, but that only seemed to make things worse, the two females looking away quickly. The guard opened the door, allowing the escape of another cry of anguish, and the women passed through for their own reckoning.

“Two more prisoners on their way to torture,” June said softly, prompting Gail to swing the camera around. “Sinflix Action News,” June added. “Your first stop for the latest torture headlines.”

June laughed at her own joke, looked toward the door just as it was opening, the guard reappearing.

“Excuse me,” June said. “I need to get back to deck 2.”

The guard pointed to the last door on the left. “That leads to the crew elevator.”

“Okay, great,” June said. “Is it locked?”

The guard headed to the door, pulled a fist-sized ring of keys from her pocket, selected one and pushed it into the knob.

“Oh, and can you take off my chains?” June said, her tone pleading now. “I need to get cleaned up for my next assignment.”

The guard opened June’s cuffs wordlessly, pocketed the restraints and her keys and headed back up the hall toward the prison room.

“Uh, thanks?” June said, inflecting the word into a question. Gail laughed, pointed the camera at the guard’s departing form, then into June’s uncertain face.

June looked into the lens, scowled and passed through the door, walking swiftly enough that Gail had to hustle to keep up as they navigated a small space lined with white walls and white doors. “Prison 3,” read the black stencil on one door. “Prison 4/Torture,” read another. “Equipment: Prison and Torture Only.”

They were in the guts of Rodney Morrow’s floating nightmare, no illusion here, no tiled floors or designer murals, just passages to other places. “Elevators 9-12,” read the stencil just ahead, and June made her way into the alcove and hit the down arrow once, and even though it lit up on the first press, she hit it two more times.

“When do we leave port?” she asked, looking at Gail and not into the camera lens pointed at her.

“We left about half an hour ago,” Gail said.

“What? When?” June demanded.

“It was while you were on the broiler,” Gail said. “So you probably didn’t notice.”

“Did they announce it?” June said. The elevator door opened and she stepped in, hit the button for the second deck.

“They didn’t need to,” Gail replied. “We started moving.”

“I didn’t feel that,” June said.

Gail just snorted, and June headed to the corner of the car as it descended, leaned back and raised her hands to her face.

“You recorded all that?” she asked into her palms.

“Oh yeah,” Gail replied. “Good stuff.”

“I don’t remember all of it,” June said. “Was I really stupid?”

“I don’t know,” Gail said. “But, you know, since you were being tortured . . .”

The door opened, June rubbed her face again, left the car and looked left and right before she headed to the main production office.


5 - Shawna on the Penthouse Deck
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“We’re very sorry we didn’t get y’all in here for training sooner,” the woman who seemed to be in charge said with a smile painted on her face. “We underestimated how many people it would take to get our staff on the other decks up to speed and well, we had to make some hard decisions. But y’all are here now and you should be familiar with our setup if you visited the hotel as you were instructed to do.” She smiled again, less warmly than the first time, which wasn’t all that warm.

Shawna Ross wondered who the woman was and how she managed to be in charge when she didn’t have the first clue about running a meeting. The first thing you do is introduce yourself, she thought. She looked at the woman standing next to her, a cute redhead who had a friendly face but who was intent on keeping her eyes on their leader. Whoever she was.

“We’ll be posting your hours online of course but also in the break room,” the woman continued. “We have six Penthouse Rooms on this deck so make absolutely sure you look at the schedule for each room before you come to us with questions.”

Shawna’s attention drifted away from the woman who droned on about hours of operation and the importance of being on time for your shift and the standard management corporate speak for running a high-volume bar. Shawna had worked in at least a half dozen such environments and they weren’t as complicated as the managers made them out to be–slinging drinks and food just wasn’t all that complicated once you knew the layout and the menu.

What Shawna really wanted to know was whether or not her bags made it on board–she’d been instructed to leave them on the dock next to the employee entrance when she boarded just an hour ago. She was told that the staff would take care of getting her roller to her room, or cabin, or whatever they called the tiny, windowless-but-for-a-dinnerplate-sized opening in the outer wall, four-bunk sleeping cells where she’d be spending her nights for the next week and every other week after that for three months. She was used to roommates but four women in a space that could hardly qualify as a studio apartment for one in the valley was something she wasn’t looking forward to. To be asked to trust someone else to make sure her one bag got to where it was supposed to go made her a little crazy. She hadn’t checked a bag at the airport in years and this seemed even more perilous than missing a flight.

“So, that’s it, ladies. Feel free to ask your room manager if you have any questions, and have a great maiden voyage, everyone!” The woman bolted without offering any more information about who she was or how she fit into the operation, if at all.

Shawna turned to the redhead and raised an eyebrow to see if she got any reaction. The woman smiled and shrugged so Shawna offered an assessment of their orientation meeting.

“Well, that was less than helpful.” She turned her head slightly and the redhead nodded.

“They’re busy, I guess.” She offered her hand. “I’m Gina, by the way.”

“Shawna, nice to meet you.” They shook hands quickly and moved to follow the crowd of women filing out of the meeting room where they’d been waiting since Shawna boarded the ship. “Were you able to visit the Penthouse Room in LA?”

“I worked there for a year,” Gina responded. “I know the drill.”

Shawna’s eyes went wide. “Great, then maybe you can fill me in because I didn’t have time to get over there.”

“Why not?” Gina asked, which struck Shawna as a bit judgmental.

“I was moving.” She cocked an eyebrow and Gina nodded sympathetically.

“Oh, that sucks. Did you get everything moved?”

“I put it all in storage. I’ll have to figure something out when we get back to shore.”

Gina leaned close as if to share a secret. “I’ve got room if you get desperate. It’s just a couch but I've been forced to couch surf myself on occasion.”

Shawna smiled and touched Gina’s arm. “Oh, that would be fantastic. It’s that or move back in with my parents and I really don’t want to go there.” She looked around. “I don’t know how I’d be able to explain this to them. It’s bad enough I serve demon rum to poor unfortunate souls as it is.”

“Holy rollers?”

Shawna frowned and nodded. “The holiest. Why they live in LA is beyond me. I think they get a kick out of all the shit that goes on here.”

The group of servers trooped down the hallway from the small meeting room in the employee section of the deck to the first Penthouse Room, where both Shawna and Gina had drawn their first shift assignment of the cruise. They filed into the bar area and listened as another management type, a Black man in a black uniform much like theirs, showed them how he expected the work flow to, well, flow.

“Do they really hire enough newbies to justify all this?” Shawna whispered to Gina in the back of the group. “Isn’t it all just common sense?”

“You’d think, but this is the maiden voyage so I have a feeling Emily is really cracking the whip at management meetings.”

“Wait, you know Emily?” Shawna asked.

“Yeah, I think she hired everyone for the entire deck.”

“That’s a lot of hires.”

“She’s used to it. She runs the entire division for the hotels, nationwide. Word is that she was put in charge by Rodney Morrow himself, seeing as they have a personal relationship, if you get my drift.”

“Seriously? The guy who owns the ship?”

“And all the hotels. He’s mega rich, super intimidating and from what I understand, she got permission to bring her girl with her.”

“Her girl? What’s that mean?”

“Would you ladies like to share your thoughts with the rest of us?” the bar manager asked in a dismissive tone from the front.

“Sorry,” Shawna said with a look at Gina. “Won’t happen again.”

“See that it doesn’t.”

The meeting moved into the kitchen and Shawna was impressed and taken aback by how little room there was for all the servers and cooks to navigate what was an impressive operation in half the space needed to make it truly functional. She was used to working in tight quarters at some of the places she’d served but this was on a whole other level. She kept her opinions to herself, however.

“Okay, first shift starts in ten minutes. Store your personal items in the lockers by the head and let’s make a great first impression on our guests.”

“So, we’re not going to make anything on tips, right?” Shawna asked as she stuffed her purse and phone into a keyed locker next to the one Gina picked.

“I have no idea, but probably not. The focus at the hotel is on hooking up, even more so than the usual meat market, as you can imagine. The only tippers are the lookie-loos who show up to watch the action. Doubt there will be any of those here.”

“No, I imagine not. So, do they build tips into the cost of the cruise?”

Gina nodded. “I’ve heard that they automatically include a tip on any bar tabs, but we’ll see.”

“Anything else I should know?” Shawna asked with a smile.

“It’s not all that different from what you’re used to. But when the floor starts moving, who knows?” Gina said with a laugh. “Did you see that storm scene on the boat in Triangle of Sadness? God, I hope nothing like that happens to us.”

“Amen to that.” Their personal belongings stowed, the two women joined the other servers waiting for guests to arrive near the hostess station at the door. So far, no one had entered the bar for any purpose whatsoever.

“One other thing,” Gina whispered so that only Shawna could hear her. “At the hotel, you’d get a lot of women who had been there before and it was old hat to them. Some of them treated it like a job, which I’m sure it was, others as an interesting diversion they enjoyed re-living from time to time. But the ones who were there for the first time, that’s where you had to be careful. They could run the spectrum from high strung to practically catatonic, frozen with fear. Some drank too much to get through it, but I’m sure you’re used to that type as well.”

“Yeah, we’ve all seen that.” Shawna looked around. “Where is everyone?”

“Check-in, I’m guessing,” Gina said. “We’ll see them soon enough. They paid a fortune for this, which I really don’t get since you can just walk into the hotel for free but what do I know?”

“Well, I hope we get a decent turnout or we’ll be bored to tears.”

The doors to the bar opened and a couple of women walked in, looking around like they weren’t sure if they were in the right place. The young brown-haired woman struck Shawna as the proverbial deer in the headlights but the older blonde looked around eagerly. Both women were wearing the red scarves Shawna had seen on display during her tour of the deck a couple of weeks ago with Emily.

Gina whispered, “So, you see this all the time. The blonde has probably been to the hotel and knows the ropes. See how she’s got the ends of her scarf out while the brunette has hers tucked in? Did they explain the meaning to you?”

“Yeah, something about the ends-out means anything goes and tucked in means I’m not sure about all this?”

Gina laughed. “Exactly. And the blonde is wearing the deep red version which means she expects to get paid a cool grand an hour to spread her legs, while the other is wearing the low-end pale version that signifies a meager $500 an hour price for her services. It’s also pretty common–the newbies can’t believe that anyone would pay them for sex, never mind four figures an hour, so like women everywhere throughout history, she’s undervaluing herself in the marketplace.”

Shawna scrunched up her face and Gina raised her eyebrows in response. “See, that’s what I don’t get. Who’s going to pay for this? I mean, in the hotel I guess you have men with expense accounts or a lot of money to burn. But on a cruise?”

“Beats the hell out of me. But if this works I may have to sign up for this deck as a passenger.”

Shawna looked at her with wide eyes. “Seriously?”

“Shit, I’ve given it away to someone who was just willing to buy me dinner, so why the hell not? It’s a controlled environment, everyone’s been tested, and nobody is going to do something stupid–where would they hide? It’s pretty ideal circumstances, when you think about it.” She cocked an eyebrow and smiled. Shawna laughed.

“Not sure it’s for me but I see your point.”

“Give it a week,” Gina said. “Once you see how this works it won’t strike you as anything out of the ordinary. You’ll see.”

“Maybe.”

The hostesses who manned the front door were welcoming more guests in a steady stream now and Shawna was called to the front to wait on a table of four women, all wearing the crimson red scarves with the ends flying free. The group was already raucous enough for Shawna to wonder if they got a jump on drinking before they left their cabins, or even before they boarded the ship.

“What can I get you ladies?” Shawna asked and all four of them laughed out loud.

“Customers!” they yelled together.


6 - Athena and Delilah and Despair
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“Okay,” Athena barked into her microphone. “I’m doing just the second stacks room. You’ve got good people for the other three?”

Athena, listened, nodded in response to whatever was being said through the phone over her left ear.

“I can float,” she said. “If there’s a problem in one of the other rooms, just let me know and I’ll head on over.”

Athena listened, nodded, spoke.

“And then, what’s my story?” she asked. “What’s my story? Because Athena never showed up at the stacks. At the actual stacks. I know, I know, but someone might ask what I’m doing there. Okay, they might. Like, purists. You know? You know? Okay, I’ll wing it, whatever.”

Athena nodded some more, looked at Delilah, who was at the moment leaning against the wall next to a mirror, looking very forlorn.

“I’m with Delilah, in Salon 3. Yes. Yes, he’s, he’s . . . sorry, she’s doing great. Totally ready. Delilah, we’re good?”

Delilah grimaced and offered a slight nod.

“Yup, she’s great. She can’t wait to start making slaves beautiful. She’s like, dancing with joy & shit. Yup. Yup. Okay, I’ll be there in five minutes. Stack room 2. I’ll be there.”

Athena took off her headset and collapsed onto the nearest of the five salon chairs, back hunched, face in her hands.

“Oh, holy fuck,” she said.

She looked up at the gay man formerly known as Max, who would be playing a female transgender beautician named Delilah on the Cruise du Kinque. Delilah was an occasional but important character from the Female, Recreational book series, a passionate, loyal slave with a knack for making other slaves beautiful while spinning out one-liners based on her peculiar perspective.

“Welcome to enlightenment,” Delilah said with her first smile of the day. Or more a half-smile, really.

“What do you mean?” Athena asked.

“This entire thing is one big propeller-driven clusterfuck,” Delilah declared. “You get that, right? No one in charge of this boat has the slightest clue what they’re doing.”

“Okay,” Athena said, leaning back and raising her hands protectively, as if to ward off Delilah’s words before they stuck. “I don’t think it’s quite that bad. There are challenges. But the boat’s about to leave. Like, any second. So we’ll be here with everyone, and it’s going to be way worse if we give up. So let’s not give up.”

“Why did you say ‘holy fuck’, then?” Delilah asked. “That sounds like what people say when they give up.”

“Yeah, that was more just localized angst,” Athena said. “A response to one immediate situation.”

“What situation?” Delilah asked, her piercing green eyes burning into the top of Athena’s bowed head. Delilah was slight, slender, her blonde hair shaped into a coif, wearing a costume of stylist’s scrubs in pink with white piping, a stainless steel slave collar around her neck with a tag hanging from it that said “Delilah.”

“The situation,” Athena said, shoulders slumping, “is in the next two hours, I have to make 300 paying guests take off their clothes so I can stuff them into dog kennels.”

Athena looked at the ceiling and offered an insane laugh before she returned Delilah’s burning gaze. “What could possibly go wrong?”

“A lot of things,” Delilah said, her smile complete now she’d found a kindred spirit. “They might not take off their clothes. They might not fit in their cages. They might go crazy once they’re in them, like, ahhhhhhh!”

Delilah shook imaginary bars and continued to scream until Athena silenced her with a gesture.

“I was talking to myself,” Athena said. “I really don’t need a list, okay?”

“I was just trying to be helpful,” Delilah said. “But, okay, just trying to understand. You have to personally cage 300 people?”

“No, no, I’ll have help,” Athena said. “Lots of help. But I’ll be in charge of one of the stacks. That’s 75 passengers there. Passenger-slaves. And then, I might have to help out in one of the other stack rooms, if people aren’t getting it done. There are three more. Seventy-five people in each, if they all show up.”

“You’re getting paid for all this, right?”

“Probably,” Athena said. “They asked me a few days ago if I wanted to be a deck leader, said it was a big promotion, and I said yes and didn’t ask any questions, and so now they’re acting like everything that goes wrong on this whole fucking domestic slavery deck is my fucking fault.”

“How did you get to be deck leader?” Delilah asked.

“I just asked a lot of questions, made some suggestions they liked,” Athena replied before she paused and continued hopefully, “Hey, if you want to do it too, I could probably–”

“I do NOT want it,” Delilah interrupted. “I was asking so I’d know what not to do.”

“Great,” Athena said bitterly. “So I’ll just deal with all this by myself.”

Delilah pushed herself away from the wall and dropped to her knees beside Athena’s chair, hooking a hand around the girl’s shoulder.

“When you go down with the ship,” Delilah said somberly, “I’ll be right beside you.”

“You see,” Athena said flatly, staring into the mirror before her, “when you say things like that, it doesn’t really help me.”

“I know.”

“So maybe you could say things that help me.”

“I’m fresh out of that,” Delilah said.

“You know what?” Athena said. “Just tell me you can do what you’re supposed to be doing. That’s all. We’re going to start sending you people as soon as we can today, and you just get them done, okay? A little makeup, a trim maybe, eyeliner. Go heavy on the eyeliner. And you’re finished.”

“What am I supposed to do with the men?” Delilah asked.

“No eyeliner, unless they ask for it. A haircut if they have hair, and then stand in front of them and say something like, you know, how great they look.”

“‘Oh, honey, they’re just going to drool over you!” Delilah cooed, splayed fingers against her chin.

“Exactly,” Athena said. “Something like that.”

“I was joking,” Delilah said. “That’s the dumbest thing I could possibly say.”

“It sounded good to me.”

“Everyone’s going to be naked, right?”

“Yes,” Athena replied.

“And what am I supposed to do if they’re swinging?”

“What do you mean, swinging?”

“You know,” Delilah said, placing her elbow against her crotch, transforming her forearm into a giant, swaying erection with wriggling fingers.

“Oh my god, just ignore it,” Athena said.

“Some things can’t be ignored,” Deillah retorted.

“Okay, what would Delilah do?” Athena asked.

“How the fuck should I know?” Delilah said.

“You’re Delilah,” Athena said, standing. “Be her. That’s all. Be her. You’ll think of something. I gotta go now.”

“A hug and a kiss?” Delilah said, spreading her arms.

Athena allowed the stylist to wrap her up and kiss her on the cheek.

“On the mouth?” Delilah pleaded.

“I thought you were gay,” Athena said.

“I am.”

“Then why do you want to kiss me on the mouth?”

“For the same reason I kiss my cat on the mouth.”

“I don’t get it,” Athena confessed.

“She’s cute,” Delilah said. “You’re cute, you know? Just kind of scrumptious. It doesn’t mean I want to have sex with you.”

Athena, looking puzzled, allowed the kiss but immediately pulled away and slid her headset on.

“Wait, you have a cat?” she asked.

“No,” Delilah admitted. “But if I did, that’s how I’d kiss her.”

~ ~ ~

Before she’d been cast as Athena–on the strengths of looks alone–on the maiden voyage of Cruise du Kinque, Athena had been Sandra Morales, a 24-year-old employee of the Yorba Linda water department, where she’d been a billing clerk.

Athena, as she needed to be known by everyone now, as she needed to be known to herself, was frowning as she headed through the labyrinthine inner halls to Stack Room Number 2, where 75 of her fellow human beings would soon be arriving to spend a week as someone else’s property.

Stack Room 2 was virtually identical to the other three stack rooms, so named because the little cages where people would be kept would be stacked in columns five cages tall. There would be 16 columns in two rows of eight, placed side-by-side, for a maximum capacity of 80 cages, each holding one naked passenger. With 80 cages in each stack room, there was more than enough space for the 300 passengers who had, for reasons known only to themselves, booked space on the Domestic Slavery Deck.

Passengers would be confined to the stacks for three days, letting them experience life in a typical collection, training and sales center for “subjects,” as slaves were euphemistically called in Badger Therese’s Female, Recreational series. After that, those who had made it through, who had not resorted to a safeword and exited the deck–or the ship itself–would spend the second half of the cruise moving between the basement cage and the second-floor bedroom where the series protagonist, Hannah, was kept by her owners.

There would be activities, challenges, demands. Athena had a vague understanding of what the slaves would be doing in terms of “entertainment,” but she knew it was not going to be limbo by the pool or sing-alongs to steel drum pop songs. Apparently, a lot of sex had been planned. But how that would be carried off was one of many mysteries she didn’t yet have the time to worry about. Caging everyone came first.

Athena slipped through the door stenciled “Stack 2,” entered the room to find her assigned crew waiting, a dozen people with nothing to do but look at their phones and talk quietly.

“Okay, everyone, hey,” Athena said, moving to the middle of the space. Something seemed wrong but she couldn’t put her finger on it. “Everyone feel ready? Any final questions?”

“You’re wearing that?” Pam asked, looking up from her phone.

“Huh?” Athena said, looking down at her jeans and the black t-shirt that said “so what?” printed upside-down in white. That’s what was wrong. She was still dressed like Athena the apathetic, not Athena the dedicated slave wrangler. Everyone else was in blue, all-business coveralls.

“Oh, shit, can someone please get me the costume?” Athena said. “Pam?”

Pam exited the stack room and Athena tapped her headset to life.

“How close are we, Marge?” she asked, nodding as her team began gathering before her. “Okay, thanks.” Athena surveyed her team. “They start showing up in five minutes,” she announced. “Everyone ready?”

Zena, one of the older staff at close to 40, an olive-skinned woman of Middle Eastern descent, raised her hand.

“Yeah?” Athena asked.

“What do we do if they don’t cooperate?” she asked.

“Write them up, like we trained,” Athena said. “Eyescan and a mark and they’ll get scheduled for discipline.”

“I mean, immediately,” Zena said. “Don’t we have something to zap them with? To keep them in line from the start?”

“They’re paying to be slaves,” Athena said. “I think they’re going to cooperate.”

“Sometimes they have slave uprisings, though.”

“I don’t see that as likely,” Athena said.

“But,” Zena protested, “with all these people around and it's, it’s going to be crazy, and–”

“No, we’re not doing that.”

“They’re doing it on the Confederacy deck,” Zena countered. “I’ve heard it will really help. And I bet they want us to. I mean, the passengers. They want to be tortured, right, and–”

“Okay, Zena, it’s not in the book for this deck,” Athena said. “We’re not going to–”

“They have some extra ones on the Confederacy deck, I checked,” Zena said. “They could loan us maybe two. And then–”

“Nope,” Athena barked, grabbing the coveralls from Pam, holding them up, frowning, sliding the zipper down. “Thanks, Pam,” she said, wrestling her way into the garment as she continued talking. “We’re not going to get creative on this cruise. Our job is to follow the program as written and look for ways to improve it. And Zena, I hear you. You might be right in the end and we’ll have prods for cruise two. But no, we’re not going to go borrowing shit from other decks. So let’s just–”

Athena paused, pressed her headset against her ear, moved the mic up before her mouth.

“What? What? Okay, thanks.”

She looked at her team with barely-concealed panic.

“Okay, they’re on the elevator. They’re sending us our first five. Everyone take your places, talk to me if you have a question, if I can’t answer it I’m live with the control room . . . So, let’s go, people!”

Athena clapped, looked surprised when everyone clapped back, and they were still clapping as she headed to the slaves’ first stop, the clinic room, with Noah, Pam and Geoff.

Domestic slavery had been put on the eighth deck, and as the clinic team waited in silence, the progress of the elevator was clearly audible, its beeps incrementally louder as it passed each floor until it chimed and the light above the door glowed red..

“No smiling,” Athena whispered, reciting from the deck manual. “They’re slaves first, passengers second. They’re here to suffer.”


7 - Zoe and Beachy Get Disciplined
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As the guard waited, Zoe Grayson climbed out of her cage, a task made more difficult by the body-length chain she wore attached to her collar, manacles, and shackles. She slid on her naked rump toward the front of the cage, her heart rate elevated by the prospect of being tortured in the Discipline Room of the ship’s replica of the Beaumont Processing Facility. The Black guard, dressed in black overalls, held the door of her cage open as Zoe managed to slide into the aisle between the cages. She was soon joined by Beachy Sands, the star of the popular new movie on which this deck was based, and the biggest celebrity on the cruise, eclipsing even Zoe’s rising star as the host of Sinflix Tonight.

When Zoe cleared the end of the cage and the door was allowed to slam shut, she stretched as much as her chains would allow, her rump almost numb from sitting on the cold steel floor of her cage, her limbs stiff, her head pounding with her thumping pulse. The chains were made too short–by design, she’d been told by someone–to enforce a feeling of subservience on the women who wore them. In the central premise of the movie and the book it was based on, certain women were deemed unworthy of their basic humanity for the usual variety of reasons used around the world and throughout history to ensure men’s dominion over the species. The chains were but one of many devices used to remind the women who wore them of their place in this made-up society.

“That way,” the guard motioned, pointing Zoe and Beachy toward the huge doorway at the end of the rows of cages. Zoe noticed that the other women in the cages were captivated by the celebrity in their midst. As they shuffled past them, those women, who were paying to be here, didn’t try to hide their expressions of deep fascination, which bordered on awe. A hush fell over the room as they made their way to the end of the row.

When they arrived at the exit, the guard unlocked the mechanism that held the doors shut, an obvious safety hazard in Zoe’s mind. With a loud clank, the lock opened and the door swung open to reveal a dimly lit vestibule. Beachy and Zoe led the way and a dozen Black men in overalls and another twelve naked white women in chains crowded inside before the door was shut tight and locked. Half of the women were directed to one door at the far side of the crowded space while the other half were herded to another, smaller door off to the other side. Zoe and Beachy were pointed at the larger one, and when she looked up she saw the sign that confirmed what she had already guessed–they would begin with the Discipline Room.

The lock clanked open and the door swung inward, which allowed the guards to lead the women into another smaller but still sizable room. Zoe had seen the room briefly during her tour a few weeks earlier but she was much more focused now that she would be more than a tourist. She turned to look at Beachy–she’d seen her hung by her wrists in the movie version of this place, as well as other women who were variously flogged, hanged by the neck, whipped, paddled and pilloried. But Beachy shook her head slightly to keep Zoe from saying anything and incurring a painful correction from one of their handlers.

“If you didn’t have the presence of mind to relieve yourselves back in your cages,” one of the handlers intoned to the entire group of women, “you’ll get a chance to pee before we discipline you. Do not, I repeat, do not mess your cage while you wait your turn.” The guards moved the women, one by one, to the narrow chain link fence cages, just like the ones in the movie, to hold them, for what purpose Zoe could only imagine. The guards in the movie seemed overwhelmed by the low ratio of guards to slaves, but that problem didn’t exist in this venue. The guards outnumbered the women when you added in the two additional guards already inside the room when they entered. But Zoe didn’t say a word about anything. She’d been cautioned, both by her producer and the ship’s staff, that they would not tolerate her violating the rules against talking simply because she was a reporter.

Once all six of the women were secured in their upright cages, the guards who marched them into the room gathered at the door. After they talked amongst themselves for a few seconds, the door opened and they exited, leaving the women with the two guards already in the room when they arrived. One of the guards walked along the cages and stared at the women as he passed by. Zoe cowered slightly under his gaze before he moved down the row. Once he had traversed the entire expanse of the cages he turned to face the women and spoke.

“Y’all know why you’re here, so anyone want to volunteer right out of the gates? First come, first serve, as they say.” He laughed at his own joke although no one else did. The girls looked around at each other as if waiting for someone, anyone, to break the silence. Finally, Beachy raised her hand as much as her chain would allow.

“I’ll go first,” she said with some authority. The others began murmuring among themselves immediately, as if they were witnessing something momentous–the one celebrity among them offering to kick things off. Zoe found herself duly impressed.

“What’s your pleasure, little lady?” the guard said in an incongruously jovial tone. “You got a preference, or you want me to pick for you?”

“No, I’d like the stocks, if that’s alright with you,” Beachy said in a stronger voice.

“You got it, ma’am,” the guard said with a lilt. “An hour in the stocks for our favorite movie star.” Zoe was not surprised that the guard recognized Beachy–how could he not know who and what she was? But she was surprised that he broke character enough to acknowledge the existence of the movie. A real guard in the real New Confederacy would never say such a thing, she told herself.

Then she smiled to herself. This was all too much, really.

The guard moved to unlatch Beachy’s cage which was right next to Zoe’s and confirmed that they were not locked in, just latched, like animals. The latches were high enough that in their restraining chains, there was no way they could reach the latch to free themselves, so why bother locking them? The logic was unassailable.

“Need to go?” the guard asked Beachy, who looked up at him, clearly undecided. Finally, she nodded with a grim expression. He walked her to the far corner of the room as Zoe watched, fascinated. She had to strain to see but could clearly make out the unmistakable noise of Beachy’s urine splashing down at her feet–the whole room was silent as everyone was similarly entranced by the sight and sound of what was happening. When the guard picked up a hose with a garden sprayer attached and pulled the trigger, Zoe looked away for reasons she didn’t quite understand.

The guard walked Beachy past the pillory to a board that lay on the floor. He bent over and unlocked her restraining chains, letting them drop to clatter against the metal deck. He then reached for the board and unlatched one end of it. He raised one half of the board and Zoe realized that there were holes in the board meant to secure a slave’s wrists and ankles. The guard motioned for Beachy to sit on the floor and extend her limbs so he could fit the board around her and latch it shut.

“No talking, little lady,” the guard said with another incongruously jovial laugh. He stood up and set a timer on the wall next to the trapped movie star. The digital display lit up in large red numbers. Sixty minutes flashed brightly and began counting down immediately.

“Who’s next?” the guard asked the remaining caged slaves. “Or do I have to do the choosing now?” The women looked right and left until Zoe raised her hand and her voice–she decided on the spot that an hour of discomfort was not for her, so she would choose another more intense but shorter course of torment.

“”What’s your pleasure, beautiful?” he asked her, surprising her with his choice of superlatives. But she shook off her surprise and looked around the room. She had decided what not to do, but hadn’t settled on what she would actually endure. She knew from the little research she’d done that of all the impact disciplines, a flogger was the least painful due to its shape and the physics involved–the number of strands that comprised the device spread the impact and hence the pain over a wide area, resulting in little damage to her skin. The last thing she wanted was a reminder of this episode in her life.

“How many strokes with the flogger?” she asked tentatively. The guard approached her cage to release her.

“Good choice,” he said, ignoring her question. “We got a new model just for this cruise. Our product development team is real proud of it, I been told.” He opened the latch on her cage and swung the door open, inviting her to step into the room. “You gotta go?”

She debated to herself the wisdom of pressing him about the number of strokes she’d get and risking annoying him and decided against it. She also decided to skip the offer to empty her bladder with the reasonable assumption that she could hold her water until she was returned to her cage with its bucket, a prospect that had appalled her at first but now seemed infinitely preferable to peeing on her feet for the group to witness, as Beachy had done.

“I’m okay,” she said at last and the guard nodded silently. He grabbed her arm and walked her to the wall next to Beachy, who looked up at her from the deck. The guard unlocked Zoe’s chains and motioned for her to reach up so he could secure her wrists with the leather straps embedded in the wall. She did as instructed and watched as he cuffed her wrists and then her ankles, which rendered her spreadeagled and helpless.

“So as I was saying,” the guard said as he walked behind Zoe to the table of implements she hadn’t noticed before. “We got a new device for flogging slaves and it’s a real beaut from what I heard.” He picked up the thick black handle that held the mass of tails hanging from it. “This is my first chance to try it out since it was just approved a few days before we boarded.”

Zoe strained her neck to look at the ‘device’ as he walked toward her. She could only follow him until he disappeared behind her. She decided to ask what was so different about it.

“See here?” he said as he held it up right in front of her face. “These tails are usually made of leather but this new one’s made of a light plastic type material. It won’t do any damage no matter how hard I swing it, so you won’t get marked up at all.” He flipped the flogger around to show her the handle. “But see this switch? It’s got a bunch of D-batteries in here that feed some sort of power to the strips. When I hit you with it, the strips will send a little shock all along your skin. I ain’t felt it myself, but the woman I practiced on, well, you’ll see…”

Zoe’s heart rate spiked from its already high level at being secured against a wall in the bowels of a ship named after the goddess of pain, when the guard stepped back and hit her with the flogger across her shoulder blades.

She screamed and clenched every muscle against her bonds, her body knotted. The searing pain was unbelievable. Unbearable. Her skin had to be ripped from her back, the pain was so intense. This can’t be happening, she thought frantically.

“See what I mean?” the guard asked with another laugh. “Gets your attention, don’t it?”

“No, stop. I changed my mind. I’ll take the stocks, the paddle, anything but that,” Zoe begged him. He ignored her and hit her again just below the area of the first strike but overlapped with it. Agony bloomed across an even bigger area of her skin. She choked on her screams as she flailed around to find him and beg him to stop.

He did not stop.

“Color, there’s a color!” she yelled between his strikes and her screams. Zoe’s mind was unable to function as panic overwhelmed her as she searched for him. “Stop, I want out. Please! Stop!”

He did not stop. He hit her lower back, then her bottom, then her thighs, moving lower but still catching the areas already on fire. He spread the pain, the enormous, unreal pain, all over her torso as she flailed and screamed, begged and pleaded.

Until he stopped. He walked to the table but he didn’t put the flogger down. Zoe didn’t watch him–she was lost in her sobs and choked with despair–her back must be in ruins, torn to shreds by that maniacal device.

“This flogger is gonna have a waiver from our normal color-coded safewords,” the guard said to the other women still in their cages. “If you decide to start, you’ll be required to finish, with a dozen strokes, just like our beautiful lady there. You’ll get no chance to change your mind because as you can see, it does no real damage at all.”

Through her haze of sobs and anguish, Zoe heard the guard’s speech but she didn’t believe it. She tried in vain to look over her shoulder as she sagged from her bonds to no avail. When he came to her and released her, she sagged to her knees, her breasts covered in tears and snot that dripped unabated from her nose. She made no effort to wipe it.

“Stand up, beautiful,” the guard said with a gentle tone. He helped Zoe to her feet and she watched as he reattached her restraint chains to her slave hardware, then he walked her slowly back to her cage. After he latched the door, she slumped against the back wall with her knees pressed against the chain linked door. She continued to sob piteously.

“So, who’s next, ladies?” the guard asked the others. Another passenger-turned-slave, further down the row of cages, spoke but Zoe didn’t look up. She didn’t care what happened to the others.

“Your back really looks okay,” the girl next to Zoe whispered. “I can’t see that he damaged your skin at all.”

Zoe looked up at the girl with skepticism. “Really?”

“You sure?” the guard said to the woman, a middle-aged brunette with a slight paunch and sagging boobs, who nodded eagerly. “You heard what I said, right?” The woman nodded again, less enthusiastically. “Suit yourself.” He walked her to the same station on the wall where he’d flogged Zoe, removed the woman’s chains and strapped her into position. He walked to the table and picked up the same flogger. Zoe watched closely now, completely mesmerized by the scene as it unfolded.

The guard struck and the woman screamed. He struck again and she begged him to stop, that she’d been wrong, she didn’t want to continue. She wailed and spasmed against the same bonds that Zoe had with the same results. The guard kept flogging her.

But her back showed no sign of being beaten or even harmed. Her skin reddened slightly but only just. Zoe looked on in wonder. How could that be? The pain was excruciating, mind boggling. How could the flogger do no damage at all?

“See?” the girl next to Zoe whispered. “That’s the way your back looks.” Zoe stared at her. “Really. You’re okay.”

The woman bound to the wall sobbed and screamed, begged and pleaded, the same as Zoe had, until she’d suffered through her full complement of strokes, a dozen according to the guard but no one counted them out. No one had to.

In the end, each of the rest of the women in the cages opted for the same experience.


8 - The Processing of a Freedom Mom
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Physically, Freedom Mom Meghan Attweiler was anything but free on the milking deck of the SS Sinflix Loviatar. She was, at the moment, bound hand and foot between two posts, just her toes touching the floor, while a leash dangled from her anus

Similarly-restrained females waited on either side of her, three X-shaped women here to yield the bounty from their breasts (or at least pretend to), but only after their processing was complete.

Processing involved a number of demanding steps, some of which were–judging from the screams of those who had gone before–not just embarrassing or invasive but very painful. So tying made sense, and that’s why Meghan had been denied her freedom. But again, just physically. Spiritually, her soul was singing.

Was she not, in a sense, being crucified? In between two fellow sufferers no less, whether or not they were actual thieves? And were the creators of this abominable cruise not trying to kill her, or kill the most important parts of her at least, her focus on her faith, her devotion to God, her reverence for the sacred mysteries of reproduction?

“Hi, Meghan, how are we doing today?” a female asked, and Meghan lowered her gaze to regard the man and woman before her. The woman was in blue overalls and a light blue t-shirt, the man in black jeans and a white button-down, frayed around the neck and at the sleeves.

“Hi,” Meghan said, studying the two faces before her, and she was struck again by the normalcy that overlay everything on this cruise. The woman was a light-skinned Black girl. The man was white. Both were young, probably early 20s, innocent, bright. Had they shown up one Sunday at First Pentecostal Church of Anaheim, where Meghan worshiped, they would have been greeted, swarmed, embraced–both literally and spiritually.

“I’m Deidre, and this is Curt,” the girl said. “We’re going to finish your processing and get you to your stall.”

Meghan looked at them both carefully, not averting her gaze even when the woman tied to her left grunted with what might have been pleasure. Or pain.

“Meghan?” the girl said. “Are you with us?”

Are you with us?

No, I am with Jesus in the Kingdom of Heaven, thank you very much.

“Sorry,” Meghan said, staring hard into the girl’s eyes. “A lot to take in.”

“You remember your safewords?” the girl asked, looking back with concern.

“Yes,” Meghan said. “Yellow red black.”

“Very good. If you think you’re going to faint, you need to let us know. Okay?”

“Okay.”

“Okay, let’s go,” Diedre said, and Curt retrieved a fresh pack of latex gloves from his pocket, tore it open and put them on, pulled a digital thermometer out of his shirt pocket–worn too, the stitching loose at the upper corner–and Meghan opened her mouth, but that’s not where it was going, and she looked down and watched him part her vaginal lips with one hand and push the instrument up her female slot with the other, and he held it in place like that, waiting for the beep, his mouth so close to her shoulder she could feel his breath on it.

“We’re starting with a health check,” Diedre said, opening a blood pressure cuff. “We do this for everyone. But promise me you’ll let a worker know any time you feel like you’re having any medical issues.”

“Okay,” Meghan agreed.

Curt was still holding the thermometer up her vagina, and now Diedre was wrapping the blood pressure cuff around her upper arm, inflating it, checking the readings.

“Normal,” she said. “A little elevated, but that’s expected.”

The thermometer beeped and Curt withdrew it and peered. “Even 99,” he said.

“Good,” Diedre said, and she unwrapped the blood pressure cuff and handed it to Curt and turned back to Meghan and, without warning, reached up, wrapped her hands around Meghan’s breasts, raised them, squeezed them, let them fall, and pinched her nipples, provoking a white pearl of sustenance from each.

“She’s producing,” Diedre said to Curt, sounding a little surprised, and she leaned toward Meghan’s left nipple, wrapped her lips around it and began to suckle.

“NO!” shouted the woman to Meghan’s left. “Don’t do it! Please don’t! Ahhhh EEEEEEEEE ahhhhhhhh . . .”

“How many are you nursing?” Diedre asked.

“Just one,” Meghan said, forcing the words out. “I have a four-year-old.”

“I’m sure she misses her momma,” Diedre said.

Megan bit her lip, made fists with her bound hands and pressed her toes against the damp floor.

Don’t cry, Meghan Attweiler.

Lord, give me strength.

Everything she’d felt and seen and heard in the last two hours was bubbling up all at once, distilled into a form her mind could process–general vexation, in this case–just waiting to be spread thickly over whatever of her familiar passions was triggered first. And it was motherhood they’d triggered. Her deepest passion. Her fiercest passion. The passion she would die for. Without question.

“I promise it won’t hurt,” Diedre said, stroking Meghan’s bound arm. “But you make as much noise as you want.”

Diedre and Curt were both crouched before her now, inspecting her vulva. Touching it. Pulling her lips away from the hole. Talking to each other about one of the most personal places on her body, a place that from her marriage until this moment had belonged exclusively to Keith Attweiler.

“There,” Diedre said. “Yeah.”

Meghan felt something cold against her left lip, immediately smelled something strong, an antiseptic, she guessed, a scented alcohol, and the coldness persisted, grew to encompass all of her sex organ, and she heard a little click, felt more pressure against her vulva, heard a rattle and looked down, where Curt was working at something.

“You’re not going to scream for us?” Diedre said, standing and looking a little disappointed.

“No,” Meghan said, blinking desperately, her eyes rich with tears. The question confused her.

“I’m gonna wipe your eyes, okay?” Diedre said, pulling a fresh kleenex from a little pack and dabbing Meghan’s cheeks and just under each eyelid.

“You’re with me, Momma?” Diedre asked. “Everything good?”

Curt had finished whatever he was doing between Meghan’s legs and now he was fidgeting at her right earlobe, and Meghan understood that he was putting something through the hole there, and she winced because her ears were exclusively her own, her husband having no business with this part of her body, but even that was being violated now.

“I’m okay,” Meghan said. She smelled more of the antiseptic, felt the coolness against her earlobe. “Thanks.”

“Alright, we’re going to hose you off, and you’re good to go,” Diedre said, and Meghan sensed Curt behind her.

“Oooh,” she gasped when the jet of cool water struck her lower back, rose to her shoulder blades, dropped to her thighs and calves. Curt moved to her front, aimed the hose at her belly, her breasts, her thighs.

“Oh, wow!” Meghan shouted, pulling involuntarily against her bonds.

The water wasn’t ice cold. The people in charge here weren’t that cruel. Room temperature, probably. Just enough to get her attention, snap her back to the present, to the immediate. The washing was perfunctory, Meghan thought, all her pathogens, microbes, parasites and free riders likely still clinging to her after it was done. Perfunctory. Symbolic. Another ritual in an abominable temple full of them.

Diedre and Curt knelt to free Meghan’s ankles, and she pressed the soles of her feet against the drain itself, the coarseness of the wet metal an unexpected comfort. Something lay against her right heel, and she looked down and noticed the end of the leash and realized it was still embedded in her bowels.

“Okay, Meghan, Curt’s gonna hold you up by the middle and I’m gonna let your hands go, and we’re all gonna decide together if you’re good enough to stand. Okay?”

“Yes,” Meghan replied, watching as Diedre uncuffed her wrists one by one, looking down to see Curt’s arms wrapped around her belly, his old white dress shirt going gray where the water from her skin soaked it.

Meghan was free again, mostly, rubbing her wrists and, Curt’s arms still tight around her, struggling to breathe.

“I’m good,” she said. The arms loosened and, when Meghan remained upright and sure, the arms released her altogether, and the pressure at her anus told her Curt had picked up her leash and was holding it taut.

“All done,” Diedre said, smiling as she took the leash from Curt. “Let’s get you to your stall.”

And now it was Meghan being led out of the room, but not before the girl hung to her right let out a piercing cry of fear and pain while a crouching worker did something to her female parts.

As she neared the exit, Meghan cast one more glance backwards at the place she’d been.

The women were still coming, leaving the elevator with their clothes on, undressing at the offices, waiting on leashes, being walked to cages, and Meghan had to remind herself of everything that had happened there, because her memories were already growing sketchy.

As they passed into a featureless white hall, Megan sensed something peculiar going on between her legs, and she stopped and looked down, finally noticing the tag that had been affixed to her vulva, swinging between her thighs with each step.

“What’s that?” she asked.

“It’s your ID,” Diedre said.

“What’s it for?” Meghan asked, her sense of violation growing.

“So we can identify you during your milking,” Diedre said “We put one in your ear too.”

“How is it . . . in there?” Meghan asked, reaching down to touch the blue aluminum tag.

“It’s on a ring,” Diedre said.

Meghan bent further to peer at her sex.

“It’s stuck through me,” she said weakly, widening her thighs.

“Yes, that’s how we put it in,” Diedre explained.

“Why?”

“So we know who you are while you’re being milked,” Diedre repeated patiently.

“But there’s already one in my ear,” Meghan said, mind struggling to process this latest and, in many ways, greatest affront. To what end was all this being done? Wasn’t her nudity, caging, leashing already enough? How many more times would she suffer a fiendish idea to weaken her, humiliate her, animalize her?

“It’s so we can identify you from either end,” Diedre explained.

“Where are we going?” Meghan asked, her mind spinning with a phantasmagoria of new possibilities as her eyes searched the hall. The messages stenciled on the doors told her nothing:

C Stalls 1-8

C Stalls 9-16

C Stalls 17-24 (MALES)

C Stalls 25-32

C Stalls 33-40

Punishment C

Milking C

Common Room C-D

“To your stall,” Diedre said, turning to look at her captive. “So, can I ask you something?”

“Yes.”

“Did you read the book?”

“Which book?” Meghan asked.

“Production Contract,” Diedre said.

“No.”

“You know it was used to create this deck, right?”

“I don’t know anything about it,” Meghan said.

“How did you end up here?”

“We could afford it,” Meghan said.

“We?” Deidre said, looking suddenly alarmed.

“My church group,” Meghan confessed.

Okay, out with it. Let all be known. I am on a mission from God, and it is God who will smite you down. But admittedly, I’ll be the agent of the smiting. Have we already left the port? Kick me off if you must, but I’m not volunteering to leave, and I won’t pay to be flown off this ship. And no, I'm not saying those safewords. I have too much faith for that. I don’t even remember the colors right now.

“Which church?” Diedre said, looking less alarmed and more confused.

“First Pentecostal of Anaheim,” Meghan said.

“Don’t they do a radio prayer night?” Diedre said.

“I think so,” Meghan said, vaguely recalling a mention of it in one of the church’s email newsletters she was usually too busy to read.

“Yeah, Wednesday nights,” Diedre said. “I’ll hear it while I’m flipping stations, and it’s really sweet. Better than half the music out there.”

“Yeah,” Meghan agreed, suddenly returned to the very real world where a deficiency in her faith had been exposed. “After I get my girl to bed, I go between videos and TV.”

“They paid for your cruise?” Diedre said, clearly searching for the reason a Bible-thumping megachurch would send someone on an adult cruise.

“It’s kind of a mission,” Meghan said, eyes suddenly burning with conviction. Okay, she’d laid it all on the table.

Do your worst, Satan.

“That’s so cool!” Diedre said, raising her hands to her mouth in delight, pulling Meghan’s leash taut in a way that made the bound woman wince. “You didn’t even read the book. You’re just here on faith. I love that.”

Without further elaboration, Diedre tugged Megan’s leash again, drawing her toward the door that said “Stalls 9-16.”

“We’re collecting the best reasons for being on the deck, and that one’s great,” Diedre said, pulling out a ring of keys and unlocking the door, and she lead Meghan into a short hall with a solid white wall on one side, bars on the other, and people behind the bars: naked women.

As they passed by the first pair of stalls, Meghan took in the details as quickly as her mind would allow. In the first stall, two women sat together on the lower of two narrow bunk beds, thighs touching as they chatted together, smiling, one pushing her hair behind her ears and tilting her head sideways, as though she were flirting. The stall was no more than six feet wide and eight feet deep, big enough to hold the beds, a sink, and what Meghan assumed was a toilet behind a curtain. The rest of the stall was open, a small place to stand, to walk.

The first stall was separated from the second by a wall of bars, so the females in the first two stalls could see each other. The second stall was a mirror image of the first, with its own toilet, sink and bunk beds. There was just one female visible here, a girl lying under the sheets, her face serene as she stared up at the underside of the bed above. She was alone, no stallmate visible, and she raised her head slightly to watch Meghan pass, her face betraying a slight amusement.

A solid wall separated the first two stalls from the second two, and here four females were all visible, the two in the first stall standing at the bars side by side, the two in the second stall lying together on the lower bunk, facing each other, one girl with her arm draped over the other’s waist.

“Hi, what’s your name?” one of the standing females asked. She was red-headed, large-breasted, her pubic hair shaved, her demeanor jubilant. She couldn’t have been more than 20.

“Meghan.”

“You look like you’re producing,” said the other girl, blonde and also young.

“Thanks,” Meghan replied, looking back at the girl with a sense of bewilderment as she reached the next pair of stalls.

“You’ll be in Stall 14,” said Diedre, stopping at the door with a brass plaque affixed to it reading “C-14.

As Diedre flipped through her ring of keys, Meghan looked anxiously into the two stalls, understanding that whoever was confined in them would be her companions for the next seven days.

After confirming the presence of two blonds in the adjoining stall, one scrubbing her face at the sink, the other watching from the top bunk, Meghan’s eyes went to the inhabitant of C-14, for this would be her roommate, her closest friend here on the milking deck, and all her attention was immediately drawn to the naked Asian-American girl, no older than 20 if that, rising from the lower bunk, grinning broadly and stepping to the stall door to await Meghan’s entrance.

“Step back past the blue line, please,” Diedre said, and the girl obeyed, still smiling, while Diedre found the right key and used it to unlock the door and pull it wide.

Meghan stepped in, smiling despite herself as the elated girl waited for her, barely noticing when Diedre released the leash and it swung between her legs.

“Hello, stallmate!” the girl said, throwing her arms wide, and Meghan stepped forward, allowing the girl to embrace her, kiss her cheek, force their breasts together, push her mound against Meghan’s, their black pubic hair mingling, their tags ringing together with a tiny clink.

“You’re still wet from the hose,” the girl said, stepping back and running her fingers across Meghan’s shoulder, and she laughed as though drunk, or as though intoxicated with excitement. “What’s your name?”

“I’m Meghan.”

“Meghan!” the girl said, hugging Meghan again before she looked past her shoulder.

“You can call me Gabby,” she said. “And you need to go back to the bars. I think she wants the leash.”

Meghan turned, saw Diedre had locked the door back but was still there, waiting.

“Sorry,” Meghan said. “So . . . do I . . .”

“Just step up, turn around and press your bottom against the bars,” Diedre instructed.

Meghan obeyed, wincing as the plug was deactivated and removed from her rectum.

“Someone should be coming to get you for your first milking soon,” Diedre said, coiling up the leash and bringing it to a sink at the far end of the hall, past the pair of stalls whose four occupants Meghan hadn’t seen yet.

“Come and meet our neighbors,” Gabby said breathlessly, turning to the two girls in the other stall. “Meeting time!” she announced.

The first blonde girl descended the ladder from the top bunk while the second finished washing her face, and both headed for the bars that separated the stalls, smiling nervously.

Gabby dropped quickly and sat cross-legged, motioning everyone else to join her, and the blondes sat the same way. Meghan was the last to sit, casting a quick glance between the legs of the other girls, each with her own approach to her pubic hair. Gabby, like Meghan, had let her hair grow black and natural. One of the blonde girls sported dark brown hair, trimmed into a thin strip, while the other’s mound and vulva was shaved completely bald.

Most noticeable, however, were the uniform blue tags fixed through each girl’s left vaginal lip, and Meghan looked down briefly at hers, fully understanding for the first time that she’d been pierced, that a hole had been gouged into her female flesh, and a small ring of metal had been slipped through it. How long would it take for the hole to close? Would Keith notice it? Would she tell him? She  remembered that something had been attached to her right earlobe as well, and she reached up and touched it.

“So, this is Meghan,” Gabby said, as if the neighbors hadn’t probably heard her give her name two minutes before. “And I’m Gabby.”

“Tommie,” said the shaved girl, whose upper hair was long and thick enough to cover her modest breasts.

“Andie,” said the other girl, her large breasts left exposed by her hair, which was neck length and styled recently, although processing had left it damp and a little ragged.

“Should our knees touch?” Gabby asked. “I feel like our knees should touch.”

The two blondes agreed, apparently, because they slid closer, offering their knees through the bars, and Gabby touched knees with Andie, and Meghan did the same with Tommie, and now all four females were part of a single amalgam of flesh.

Meghan returned her attention to her labial tag, reached for it, held it out so she could examine it. It bore writing, she was surprised to notice. “MEAGAN,” it read. Her name. Misspelled. She was pleased with the error. On this ship, she would be MEAGAN. When she was free again, in seven days, she would return to being Meghan. Meghan Attweiler. Freedom Mom. Jesus Warrior. Destroyer of Satan’s Evil Cruise.

“Did you scream when they put it in?” Gabby asked.

Meghan looked up, realized Gabby was speaking to her.

“No,” she said. “It didn’t hurt.”

“It wasn’t supposed to,” Tommie said. “They used a really strong topical anesthetic. But I screamed anyway.”

.”I cut loose,” Gabby said. “I didn’t know what to expect, but it didn’t matter. It was totally primal. I was almost sad when it didn’t hurt.”

“Mine says TOMMY, with a Y,” Tommie said. “It’s supposed to be spelled IE.”

“My tag says Leia,” Gabby announced, lifting her own tag for inspection. “But here I’m Gabby. Gabby’s short for Gabrielle.”

“Gabrielle, like the main character in the book,” Tommie said.

“Not exactly her, but sort of like her,” Gabby said, eyes glowing, and she turned her gaze to Andie. “Which character are you the most like?”

“I don’t really think of it that way,” Andie said. “I’m just a new girl. Maybe I was homeless.”

“Was your boyfriend a drug dealer?” Gabby asked. “Mr. Arnold says they’re the best.”

“Mr. Arnold?” Andie echoed.

“He owns Arnold Farms,” said Gabby.

“Oh, yeah, yeah,” Andie said, “in the book.”

“Right,” Gabby said. “He says his best milk producers are girls he bought from the prison. So maybe that could be you.”

“Sure,” said Andie in a way that suggested she wasn’t nearly as fixated as Gabby on living out the literal details of the novel.

“What’s your story, Tommie?” Gabby asked.

“Spring break at San Diego state,” Tommie said. “The timing was perfect.”

“I mean, what’s your milking story?” Gabby queried. “Prisoner, just graduated from high school?”

“I don’t know,” Tommie admitted.

“What are you studying?” Andie asked.

“Accounting,” Tommie said.

“Cool.”

All eyes turned to Meghan, and she looked back with what knew was the world’s most obvious deer-in-the-headlights look.

“I’m a mom,” she said simply.

“Oh my God,” Gabby said, her eyes instantly focused on Meghan’s nipples. “You’re making it, aren’t you? You’re actually producing?”

“Yes.”

Gabby cupped her hands under her own breasts, raised them and let them fall.

“I’ve been pumping since I booked the cruise, but I haven’t made anything yet,” she said. “What about you guys?”

Both Tommie and Andie shook their heads.

“You’re going to have to feed all of us!” Gabby laughed, prompting another startled look from Meghan.

“They’ll never find out,” Gabby assured, and she laughed again, conspiratorially this time. “Unless you want them to.”

Meghan’s consternation turned to confusion, and she found herself wishing for the first time she’d read the book, just to know what was going on.

“I don’t think she knows what you’re talking about,” Tommie said, and she reached through the bars to touch Meghan’s knee. It was a subtle act, but intimate nonetheless, and Meghan looked up and met Tommie’s pretty green eyes, smiling before she looked away.

“Okay,” Gabby began patiently, turning to Meghan, “remember how they called it stealing in the book? Where you get punished if you suck your–”

“I didn’t read the book,” Meghan blurted.

Gabby directed a wide-eyed stare at Meghan first, then at Andie and Tommie.

“You didn’t read the book?” she said, finding her voice. “Then what the actual hell are you doing here?”

“My God, Gabby, cut her some slack,” Tommie said with another touch of Meghan’s knee. “She’s the only one who belongs on this deck.”

“No, no, I didn’t mean it like that,” Gabby said, putting her hands over her mouth and turning her head side to side. “I just meant . . . you really have no idea what you signed up for? You did all this blind?”

Meghan looked back at Gabby while she pondered how much to share. Should she tell them she was here to destroy? Or should she lie? She settled on a half-truth.

“I heard about the cruise, and I was really curious,” she said, “and this was the deck we–I could afford.”

Gabby leaned back, breathed out, her face a study of amazement.

“So you have no idea what’s going to happen?” she said solemnly.

Meghan nodded.

“You guys read the book, right?” Gabby said, looking at their neighbors through the bars.

“Yeah,” said Andie.

“A few years ago,” said Tommie.

“How much should we tell her?” Gabby asked, smiling, and now she was patting Meghan’s thigh.

“Uh, everything?” Tommie said in a way that suggested she was going to be Meghan’s ally here.

“No, I’m not trying to be mean,” Gabby protested with another touch to Meghan’s thigh. “But it would be like Gabrielle. That’s how it was for her. She didn’t know what to expect. So it made it awesome. Right? Like, new discoveries every day. Right?”

“Let’s ask her, maybe?” Tommie said. “Meghan, do you want to know?”

“Wait,” Gabby said. “We don’t know how much of the book they’re doing. It’s going to be a surprise for all of us, probably. So if we tell her something’s going to happen, and it doesn’t she’ll be devastated.”

“Devastated?” Andie said, laughing. “Yeah, like I was devastated when they didn’t do anal sizing.”

“They can’t do everything,” Gabby said. “Like, there won’t be any guys.”

“There are guys,” Tommie said.

“No there are not!” Gabby hissed through her fingers.

“There are,” Tommie said calmly. “I talked to one in the waiting room.”

“Where are they?” Gabby said breathlessly. “Oh my god, this changes everything. Where are they being kept? No, what, what was he like? What did he look like?”

The door at the end of the stallroom rattled as it was unlatched.

“Shhh! Shhh!” Gabby urged. “They’re coming.”

All eyes turned to the hall beyond the bars where two females appeared, their leashes in the hand of a single male worker, and they maintained their silence until both had been deposited in the stall next door.

“Just neighbors,” Gabby whispered.

“They seem cool,” Andie whispered.

“Why are we whispering?” Tommie whispered.

“Boys,” Gabby hissed.

“You mean, you think they’ll hear us?” Andie queried.

“I don’t know, I don’t know,” Gabby said, rocking back and forth. “What if they . . . what if they let them . . .”

“Meghan!” a female voice said sharply from the hall, and Meghan jerked so violently her breasts swung, aching with the need to be emptied.

She looked through the bars, where a fit, middle-aged woman was standing, a leash draped over one arm.

“Yes, Ma’am?” Meghan said, rising to her knees, certain the cruise was over for her.

“Come leash up,” the woman said. “You’re going to the milking room.”


9 - Nadine Cuckolds Sid
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Nadine led Kayshon, her new liaison on the Buckhold Club deck, to her room. She was relieved that her husband, Sid, made no effort to follow them as she didn’t know if she had it in her to tell him not to, even though that was exactly what she wanted. She didn’t want to share this experience with him, not in real time. She might recount it later–she’d make that decision when it became necessary. Now, she just wanted to focus–on herself, on Kayshon, on her fantasies and expectations–because how often do you get a chance to live your dream?

“Have you done this kind of thing before, Kayshon?” she asked when they arrived at her room. She pulled the keycard out of her purse and handed it to him. He smiled as he took it from her and opened the door without a struggle, unlike Sid an hour ago. He pushed the door open for Nadine to precede him into the room. She looked at the scene unfolding outside the huge windows in their cabin as the harbor was slipping past them–when had they left the dock?–she wondered.

“Many times, Nadine,” he said in that same low tone of his. She suddenly didn’t care if it was an act, if he was intentionally dropping the range of his voice an octave or more just to impress her, because it was working. His voice resonated in her belly and made her nipples hard. “Many times.”

She turned to face him but didn’t make a move toward him. She wanted him to take charge of this situation and prove to her that he was an experienced…what was he, really? A gigolo? A bull? Something else?

No matter, for Keyshon did not disappoint her.

He strode up to her without hesitating and slipped one hand around her waist to pull her body to his, then he kissed her lips, not aggressively but not delicately, either. He struck just the right chord and she melted into his arms. She reached up and wrapped her arms around his neck and kissed him back, inviting his tongue into her mouth. It had been many years, decades, since she had kissed a man other than her husband. She had never kissed a Black man before. He tasted different–how could he not? He tasted good. He was an excellent kisser and not just because his lips were thick and plush, dark and exotic. She kissed him with her eyes open to take in the full impact of the experience. She had wondered what it would be like. Now she knew.

It was marvelous.

“Why does this seem so easy?” she asked before she could stop herself. “So effortless?”

Kayshon gave her a look before he smiled again. “Because they’ve taken all the unknowns, all the risks, all the doubts, out of the equation, Nadine. You’ve paid a lot of money to be here, so you shouldn’t have to worry about anything. It’s the least we can do for you.”

“It’s brilliant, really.” She reached behind her back to unzip her dress but Kayshon stopped her.

“Here, let me help you with that.” He took her shoulders in his huge hands and turned her around, then he slowly unzipped her as she looked back at him over her shoulder. She had to smile again. He was good at this, or she was out of practice. Or both.

When he bent down to kiss her neck as he slid her dress off her shoulders and let it drop to the floor, she reached up and cupped his cheek with her hand. The feel of his lips on her skin thrilled her more than it should have, she realized. And when he reached for her bra to unhook it, she felt as if she might faint from the sheer delight of his boldness. She leaned back against his chest and rested her head on his shoulder, then she closed her eyes and luxuriated in the illicit pleasure of letting her bra slip from her body and fall to her feet. She almost willed him to reach for her breasts. He teased her gently–his fingers danced around her ribs and the underside of her breasts, her nipples as tight  with anticipation as she could ever remember them. His fingers were rough compared to Sid’s, but then his entire body was harder and more masculine than her husband’s. Was it just her imagination, she wondered.

“You really are a beautiful woman, Nadine,” Kayshon murmured in her ear as he bit it gently. He slipped his hands over her breasts and palmed her nipples before squeezing her and pulling her body tight against his own. She realized he’d been holding his lower body away from her because when he pressed his hips forward she felt, for the first time, the rigid cock in his pants. She took a breath, not quite a gasp but close, to let him know she was impressed. How could she not be? He wasn’t huge but he was impressive, perfect really, she decided. Perfect.

“I want you, Kayshon,” she whispered as she turned around to reach for his belt. He watched her as she fumbled with it momentarily until she looked up at him and smiled. He smiled back at her. “I want you so bad.”

“Have you ever been with a Black man, Nadine?”

“No, never.”

“How do you want this to go?”

“What do you mean?”

“You know what I mean, don’t you, Nadine. Don’t be coy with me. Tell me what you want.”

“I want you to fuck me, Kayshon. I want you to have your way with me.”

He smiled. “Then you best get on your knees, bitch, and suck my Black cock like the good little slut that you are.”

Nadine closed her eyes at the mention of the word she hated but that fit the situation to a tee. She was a slut, a married, white slut who had paid thousands of dollars so that this man, a stranger, really–she didn’t even know his last name–could undress her and fuck her. Like a whore. A Black cock whore, just like in the books. She sank down to her knees as she unbuttoned his jeans and liberated his erection from its confinement.

“Suck it, Nadine. You know you want to.” She licked the tip and tasted the trace of pre-cum. She teased him as she looked up at him, almost dared him to take matters into his own hands. He smiled as he reached for her hair with one hand and gripped his cock with the other, then jammed it into her willing mouth. He gagged her–how could he not, he was so thick and long? She loved it.

“Such a good cocksucker, Nadine. Such a good little cocksucker, aren’t you? You been waiting your whole life to suck a Black man’s cock like this, ain’t you, Nadine? And now you’re doing what you were born to do, ain’t you, Nadine? Gonna suck Black cock all week long. Ain’t that right, Nadine?”

Every time he mentioned her name, every time he degraded her with his vile, filthy language, every time he jammed his cock into the back of her mouth and gagged her, she loved it. Every time.

“You fucking love this, don’t you, Nadine? That pretty little mouth of yours, all stretched out by my big, black, cock, like you were born to it. Fuck, Nadine. You’re a born cocksucker, you know that? Your husband know what a born cocksucker you are? You ever suck Sid like this, on your knees like a two-bit whore, Nadine?” He pulled his cock out of her mouth and slapped her cheek with it, not hard but hard enough to degrade her even more, if that was even possible.

No, she wanted to say, she had never been on her knees for her husband and never would. So why did she love this so much? she wondered. Why did this feel so right to her? Had she been like this all along or was this new? She had always thought of herself as a modern, liberated woman, one who saw herself as the equal of any man, if not superior in every way that mattered. So why did she want this man, whose cock she was gagging on a few seconds ago, to belittle her, to debase her, to use her?

“Get on the bed, Nadine,” Kayshon growled at her as he tossed her aside so that she fell back on her hip. As she gathered herself and climbed onto the bed he stripped off his clothes. She watched in awe as his naked body came into full view. He must have noticed her as she drank him in and marveled at her good fortune. “You like what you see, Nadine?”

She looked up at his eyes, only realizing after the fact that she had been focused on his crotch. She almost withered under his baleful gaze–he didn’t even have the decency to smirk at her. She nodded, unable to find her voice. He just sneered.

“Fuck, woman. What’s the cuck of yours working with, anyway? No, fuck it, I don’t give a shit.” He climbed onto the bed as she spread her legs for him, almost unconsciously, her body acting on its own accord, to welcome him, to accept him, to allow him whatever he demanded of her. Would she do that, she wondered. Would she do…whatever?

As he crawled towards her on his hands and knees, she leaned back, also involuntarily, until he was poised over her, his body hard and black, his cock still slick with her saliva, his black balls swinging beneath it, loose and huge. She couldn’t take her eyes from them, from it. How in the world would that thing fit inside her?

“You wet for me, Nadine? Course you are, ain’t you? ‘Cause I ain’t going down on you, so you better be. Be a damn shame if I tore you up your first day here, wouldn’t it? Wouldn’t that be a fucking shame, Nadine?” He laughed and she looked up at his face again. “Go ahead, take hold of it, Nadine. You know you want to. Use it to play with yourself, then you can watch it disappear inside that tight, white, married cunt of yours, like you always dreamed of, Nadine. Go ahead. You know it’s what you want.”

She steeled herself and reached with one hand for his black cock. He’d softened slightly so that it was pointed down to her opening and she rubbed it against her vulva, the sensation electrifying her entire body as she marveled at the stark contrast between her white skin and his black cock. He reached back with one hand and grabbed her ankle to position his arm behind her knee, which held her open for him. He made no move to lock her other leg in place though, which was disappointing. Still, she rubbed her lips with his cock, which glistened with her juices, confirming, as if she needed confirmation, that she was, indeed, wet for him.

“Put it in you, Nadine. I want you. Now.” She aimed his member at her tunnel and he eased forward. She moaned as he stretched her and she watched his cockhead disappear. How in the world? He eased back but not entirely, not even close. She let go of him and ran her hand up his chest, his tight curls rough against her white, manicured fingers, the blood red nails stark against his body. He eased forward again, deeper, half his length inside her now. She would never be able to take him fully–he was too long, too thick, too big. He withdrew again, slowly, sensually, only to thrust into her all the way for the first time, not gently, not at all. She squeaked as he bottomed out against her cervix, his shaft still not gone from view. How is that possible, she wondered. It’s not, it’s inconceivable, she decided as he withdrew again. She moaned, closed her eyes and leaned back as she arched her back and wrapped her ankles around his thighs.

Without a word, Kayshon laid his body on hers, pressed her into the mattress with his considerable weight and squeezed the air from her lungs. His cock pressed deep inside her vagina again, reaching her limit but not hurting her. She was stretched out now, fully engaged, and he must have sensed it for he began to fuck her–there was no other word for what he was doing–as she pressed her ankles against his thighs to urge him on.

“Fuck, you’re tight, Nadine,” he whispered, his breath hot in her ear. “Fuck, you’re tight.”

No, she thought, you’re huge! So fucking huge, so fucking hard, so fucking good. Oh, fuck. Oh fuck. Oh, my, fucking, god, oh my god, ohmygodohmygodohmygod!

He pistoned in and out of her vagina so hard and fast she couldn’t catch her breath. He grunted as he worked his cock in and out, bashed her clit with his pelvic bone, which sent pulses of pleasure cascading throughout her body. She gripped his body with her arms and legs, her muscles taught as wave after wave of ecstasy washed over her.

Then she felt him swell inside her. He was going to cum. She wanted him to cum. She needed him to cum. She willed him to cum.

“Fuck, Nadine,” he growled as he fucked her furiously until he arched his back and his body spasmed much as hers had, a near-simultaneous orgasm that was beyond her wildest dreams. Never in her life had such a thing happened but now it was a reality and she loved it. God, she loved it so much.

“Fucking hell, woman,” Kayshon growled with a sexy smile. “You fucking love black dick, don’t you? That was amazing.” He held her close, sweat drenching them as the heat of their bodies overwhelmed her. “Fucking amazing, Nadine. Fucking, amazing.”

Why did his praise thrill her so much? What was it about this man that thrilled her? Was it his color? Why would that matter, she wondered before she shook her head in disbelief–how could it not matter? She’d just fucked a black man, something she never dreamed she would do until she read those damn books and then it was all she could think about. She was obsessed with the idea and now the reality, the feel and smell of him, the contrast of his skin against hers. His thick cock still pulsing inside her married white vagina. God, it was so lewd, so dirty, so nasty, being fucked by a black man whom she paid to fuck her.

“Show me,” she whispered in his ear. “Show me.”

He raised up and looked at her, confused. “Show you what?”

“I want to watch when you pull out of me.” She cocked an eyebrow. “I want to watch.”

He smiled at her. “Getting into it, huh?” He lifted his body from hers so she could look down as he slid his cock out of her and she watched in awe as his black shaft reappeared, wet with their combined juices, slick and shiny, unlike anything she’d ever seen, certainly unlike Sid and his white dick that deflated as soon as he came in her.

Sid! She hadn’t thought about him at all while she fucked Kayshon. She’d lost herself in her first act of infidelity so completely that the sudden intrusion of her husband’s existence jolted her. Instinctively, she glanced at her wedding rings. She wondered if she felt guilty for an instant before she realized she did not. She felt no guilt. He wanted this almost as much as she did. Almost.

“Nadine, it’s been a real pleasure,” Kayshon said as he sat back on his haunches, his black body glistening with the wet residue of their exertions. Nadine drank him in one last time before she closed her eyes. She wanted to remember this moment. “I’ll see myself out.”

She kept her eyes closed as he dressed quickly and exited the cabin. The air conditioning gave her wet body a sudden chill and she opened her eyes. She considered climbing under the covers but decided against it. She would stay put on the good chance that Kayshon would send Sid back to her and suddenly, against all odds and expectations, she wanted her husband to see her as her lover had left her–naked, exposed, sweaty, sated. Yes, that was exactly the word she was looking for. Sated. Perhaps for the first time in her life, she was good and truly sated. For she had been good and truly fucked. Like never before.

“Nadine?” Sid asked as he appeared without warning. Had she drifted off? She opened her eyes and saw him, standing just inside the door of the cabin. He’d had the good sense to close it–small miracle, that. “Are you alright?” He looked concerned but he also looked excited. That was no pickle in his pants.

“Come here, you,” she said with a tone that was as loving as she could make it.  He deserved nothing less–he’d agreed to this and now she needed to express her thanks. Of that she was certain. The books made that clear, too. Keep your cuckold happy, they’d said again and again. Give them what they want so you can get what you want.

Oh, yes.


10 - June Gets an Easier Scene

[image: ]

June, still sweating, and suffering the post-traumatic weariness common to torture victims since time immemorial, arrived naked at the Cruise du Kinque operations center on the second deck, pushing open the door and moving past the offices and cubicles. What was once a novelty, a daring journalistic choice, had become a way of life for her, and the stares from her colleagues, male and female, as she strode through au naturel had virtually no effect on her.

And why should it? The rest of the ship was full of nudity, sex, torture, scandal. The people who kept the SS Sinflix Loviatar humming from its logistical inner sanctum needed a personal dose of what they had created.

To June’s relief, Sinflix Producer Autumn Spangler was in her office, her door open. She was on her cell phone at the moment, but that didn’t matter. June entered, collapsed on the plastic chair across from Autumn’s desk, and leaned forward so she could put her face in her hands.

“Hey, Mohamed, can I call you back?” Autumn said after a quick, alarmed glance at the girl. “Something just came up. Okay, I'll call you back in a sec. Bye.”

Autumn hung up, set her phone down.

“What’s up?” she asked.

June straightened her back, breathed out hard through her nose, ran her fingers through her damp hair.

“You said you had something for me this afternoon,” June said. “I’m not sure I can–”

“Are you okay?” Autumn said, looking mildly concerned.

“I’ve just been tortured,” June said.

“Oh yeah,” Autumn said. “How was it?”

“Uhhh,” June replied. “Torturous?”

“Good,” Autumn said.

“They cooked me,” June said, lowering her gaze to her right breast, where a trickle of sweat felt like a bug as it made its way to her nipple.

“Did Gail get some good stuff?” Autumn asked.

“She said she did,” June replied. “Especially when I was screaming and begging for it to be over.”

“Fantastic,” Autumn said, smiling broadly.

“So . . . my next assignment,” June began. “I need–”

“It’s in your box,” Autumn said. “You didn’t find it there?”

“I didn’t look,” June said. “I just really need–”

“I’m sure it’s there,” Autumn said.

“I need a break,” June said, her voice cracking.

“Please don’t tell me you’re asking for the safeword deck,” Autumn said, looking fully alarmed for the first time.

“Just until tomorrow,” June said. “Please. Tomorrow morning.”

“We’re front-loading the content,” Autumn said. “We really need you doing at least two scenes a day right now.”

“But I can’t–”

“How about an easy one this afternoon?” Autumn said.

“Easy?” June echoed doubtfully. “Like, on a different cruise?”

“How does virtual reality sound?” Autumn said.

June perked up slightly. “Like one of those roller coaster rides? You just sit there and watch a screen?”

“You wear a headset,” Autumn replied.

“And you just sit there?”

“Mostly, yeah,” Autumn said, tapping on her laptop, peering at the screen. “Deck 14. They're looking for you after lunch.”

“What deck is it?” June inquired.

“Medieval slavery,” Autumn said.

“What’s that deck about?” June asked, voice revealing a new wave of doubt.

“Medieval slavery,” Autumn repeated.

“Right, right,” June said, “but what happens there? Is it–”

“I’ve told you everything I know,” Autumn said. “You’re gonna do great.”

“Okay, okay,” June said, rising with an exhausted sigh, and she smiled weakly at Autumn, and Autumn smiled back, rose, rounded her desk and spread her arms wide, but she paused with a start just before she embraced the nude journalist.

“You’re soaked,” she said.

“Yeah,” June agreed. “I’ve just been barbecued.”

“Like a sauna?” Autumn said.

“No, like a barbecue,” June retorted. “They chained me to a spit and turned me over the coals for a half hour. I was scream–”

“Live coals?” Autumn asked. “As in, fire? We’re not supposed to–”

“No, it was like an electric heater,” June said. “Glowing orange. No smoke, but hot as–”

“Oh, that’s beautiful!” Autumn said, laughing as she returned to her desk, and she grabbed her phone and tapped it furiously.

“Gail?” she said, hitting the speaker button. “Gail?”

“Hey, Autumn,” Gail said.

“June’s telling me she got barbecued.”

“Yup.”

“How was it?” Autumn asked.

“Hands down the best thing I ever recorded,” Gail said reverently. “Ever.”

“Have you done playback yet?”

“Just on the small screen.”

“Email it to me,” Autumn said. “I wanna see what you got ASAP.”

“Where’s she going next?” Gail said. “I want to keep recording her.”

“Medieval slave deck,” Autumn said. “I’m not sure they need you up there.”

“I’ll check,” said Gail hopefully.

~ ~ ~

June didn’t see any reason to dress on her way to the medieval slave deck, so she didn’t bother. The indignity of working perpetually naked was less in her mind than that of showing up clothed and being ordered to strip immediately, in front of whoever happened to be watching.

She’d taken her second shower of the day, felt noticeably better as she entered the elevator on the second deck and hit the button for deck 14. Medieval slavery. What did that even mean? The experience was based on a Badger Therese book she’d never heard of, certainly not something they’d ever make into a movie. How they were going to pass off a ship’s deck as a medieval world had her mystified. Wasn’t the medieval world full of forests and castles and looming mountains? And wasn’t the ceiling of the 14th deck, like all the other decks on the SS Sinflix Loviatar, about 10 feet above the floor?

As the elevator beeped its way up, June looked down at her nudity, wondering briefly if this were one of those naked dreams. She had them often enough that she was getting used to them, and she’d catch herself in the middle of them, wonder if it was real, look for evidence she wasn’t just sleeping and often find it before she woke up. In a real nudist experience, she knew, one should be able to pull up a complete awareness of why one was unclothed, when one was last dressed, how one’s nudity would affect other people. Naked dreams–the original virtual reality, she reminded herself–occurred sans logic, rarely with any viable reason for having publicly disrobed. June was still reviewing the logic of her present condition when the elevator doors parted on deck 14, but she’d accomplished enough intellectually to conclude this was all real, and she was really naked.

Unfortunately, her faith was immediately reshaken as soon as she exited the elevator and entered a space with no identifiable relationship with a cruise ship, with planet Earth, with . . . anything.

The space was dark. Almost black. There was the faint whiff of patchouli, smoky incense, a distant fire.

Immediately to her right lounged a man on a beanbag, his body almost horizontal, only his head turned up slightly. He was wearing headphones and massive goggles, and his hands were raised, fingers moving in empty space as though typing on a keyboard. He was the closest person here, but not the only one. June’s eyes adjusted to the darkness and she quickly made out at least a dozen such creatures, lying or sitting or standing here and there in the room but completely oblivious to it.

“Hey, excuse me,” June said, stepping up and speaking softly to the man on the beanbag. “I’m–”

No reaction. The fingers continued to tap. The mouth moved slightly, as though he were speaking a silent language.

“Excuse me,” June said more loudly. This must be a passenger, she realized with a start, someone already immersed in a medieval world–a virtual world, by necessity. Of course it was virtual. You couldn’t squeeze a real ancient world onto a ship deck.

“Excuse me,” June said again, ratcheting up her volume and stepping before the man. “I’m really sorry to bother you. I’m June Wayman, with Sinflix Productions, and if you could just–”

“Ahhhh,” the man signed, tilting his head forward and backward, gazing at all her length while he sighed and smiled. He could see her through his goggles, it seemed. Okay, contact made.

“Hi,” June said. “So I’m trying to find the main–”

“I’m seeing someone where she shouldn’t be,” the man said. “The trail between Camberia and Fifth Pass.”

The man listened to a voice in his headset, the words too faint for June to make out.

“Well, she’s here,” he said, sounding slightly annoyed. “I’m looking at her right now. She’s an overlay, not completely clear. Maybe spectral programming, an artifact or glitch, I don’t know, something we need to look into. She’s naked, but she doesn’t look like anyone we would have made. Smallish tits, natural black pussy hair. Who made someone like that? Maybe someone forgot to code her positional tether.”

He was talking about her, of course. June realized this now. She’d studied virtual reality in college, tried out some early goggle prototypes, and she should have figured it out as soon as he’d sighed. But she was still not quite herself. Having been tortured at all.

“She’s not saying anything,” the man continued, speaking to someone, or probably several someones, on his team. “Her mouth moves but nothing comes through, and I’ve sent her greetings in three languages, still nothing.”

“Hey, I’m real,” she said, bending to tap his shin. “I’m just–”

“Aaiiiieee!” the man screamed, drawing his legs up and rolling over the side of the beanbag. “Holy fuck, it’s like she touched me. I fucking felt it! She fucking touched me! What the hell? What the fucking hell?”

The man was on his hands and knees, breathing in heavily, catching his breath before he twisted his head around to look at her.

“Yes, she’s still there,” he said, voice dripping with panic. “No, she’s just standing there. I don’t think she’s going to attack again. But I need someone else here. Just find my beacon next to Camberia, trail to Fifth Pass. Now!”

Two cold fingers landed on June’s left shoulder, and now it was her turn to shriek and recoil.

“Ah!” she said, whirling, finding that a bony female form in jeans and a t-shirt, goggled and earphoned, had crept up behind her.

“Miss, hi,” said the female, aiming her goggles at June’s face, pushing the headphone away from her left ear. “Josh, she’s real. She’s real.”

“Huh?” Josh said, still on all fours.

“She’s a real girl, chill out.”

“Okay,” Josh said sheepishly. “But . . . what the fuck is she doing here? Naked?”

“What deck are you supposed to be on?” the female asked.

“Fourteen,” June said. “Medieval Slavery.”

“How did you get here?” the female asked.

“Elevator.”

“Who let you onto the elevator?” the woman asked. Her eyes were still hidden behind the goggles but her voice sounded accusatory.

“No one,” June said. “I just got on.”

“That wasn’t supposed to be possible,” the woman said. “Why didn’t you wait to be escorted?”

“I’m not a passenger,” June said. “I’m June Wayman. I’m with Sinflix Productions. I’m here to do a story about this deck.”

“Why didn’t you come up on the forward elevators?”

“Uh, because I didn’t know I had to?” June said, exchanging the woman’s accusatory tone with her best sarcastic one.

“Who sent you?” the woman demanded.

“Sinflix Productions,” June said. “Autumn Spangler. Call her if you want. She just said to come up here this afternoon and do a story about this place.”

“What do you want?” the woman asked.

“I don’t know,” June said. “A passenger experience, I guess. I spent the morning on the prison deck. They tortured me there.”

“So you want to be tortured here too?” the woman asked.

“Not especially,” June said. “Maybe I should talk to someone who does PR for your deck and see if we can figure it out.”

“We’re programmers,” the woman said. “Experience engineers.”

“That’s probably not what I’m looking for,” June said. “Do you have a main office?”

“Malcolm?” said the woman, goggles aiming away from June as she spoke into her microphone. “Hey, Malcolm? It’s Fergie. I’ve got a girl here who says she’s from corporate, doing some kind of deal on us. Can I bring her up there? Can I bring her up there? Okay. Can we just walk her through the world? No, she’s naked, and I really don’t want to let her go fuck up some other deck and get blamed. Yeah, she won’t touch anyone, I promise. Okay.”

“This way,” Fergie said, turning toward a door at the back of the room marked “NO ADMITTANCE–AUTHORIZED PERSONNEL ONLY.”

“Hey, sorry for scaring you,” June said to Josh, who was rolling awkwardly back onto his beanbag chair. He seemed to be ignoring her.

“He can’t hear you,” Fergie said, picking her way through the darkness. A few of the other programmers and engineers aimed their goggles at June, but most seemed engrossed in what they were seeing virtually, hearing through their headphones. Would they all jump if she tapped their arms as she passed? She wanted to try it, but didn’t dare.

The door beeped, but before the woman led June through, she turned and, with her goggles still on, spoke sternly.

“Everything you’re about to see is off limits,” she said.

“I thought the whole ship was wired with cameras,” June countered.

“Not this deck,” Fergie said. “Not this part of this deck, anyway.”

“Is it that private?” June said, wondering at the depths of depravity she was about to witness, given all the other depravities they shamelessly celebrated on the Sinflix Loviatar.

“What?” the woman said. “No, it’s not that it’s that private. It’s that it’s that proprietary. The immersive experience is as public as anything else that happens on the ship, and we’re recording all of it and keeping the good stuff. But how it works, what happens to the bodies of the passengers, that’s state-of-the-art VR, including a few things no one else has thought of. So no recording, no reporting. And do not, I repeat, DO NOT touch anyone.”

“Okay,” June agreed, following Fergie into another dark space, with the same smells, the same essence as the first room. But not the same people as in the first room, clothed and tapping sedately on virtual keyboards from standing desks and bean bag chairs. For here was a world of desperate, naked slavery.

“Uhhh,” gasped a woman near the door, sweating almost as copiously as June had earlier, pressing against a bar her hands were chained to while her shackled feet struggled against a circular treadmill.

She was naked. Or almost naked, goggles over her eyes, headphones covering her ears, and what looked in the darkness to June like a pair of panties held around her loins with a heavy belt. No, it was more than panties. It was an entire set of machinery, especially elaborate over her mound and between her legs, but nothing covering her bottom. June paused when she noticed the pair of flashing blue lights in the back of the belt, wondering if they were supposed to be there, if their quick blinking indicated a problem. Apparently not.

“She’s pushing a cart,” Fergie said quietly, pointing to a small screen mounted at the side of the suffering woman’s station.

June bent to peer, drawing in her breath as her eyes wandered a scene of breathtaking beauty, an aged road of carved stone blocks underfoot, a web of green weeds growing through the cracks, with a deep green forest on either side of the road and, ahead, distant mountains and a blue sky.

But amidst the scene were a pair of chained hands, almost lost in the splendor but, once you noticed them, impossible not to see. They were wrapped around a rough wooden beam, pushing it forward while the real human held a bar and pushed against the moving treadmill.

“Want to wait until it gets interesting?” Fergie asked quietly.

“I guess,” June said uncertainly, because she didn’t know what “interesting” meant.

“Wait,” Fergie said.

Mystified by what she was waiting for, June’s eyes searched the dark room, and the undecipherable shapes and shadows began to make an earthy, horrifying sense.

Here was a goggled woman, lying on her back, a rough blanket beneath her, her body in the exact pose of a female being . . . steadily fucked. Every half second, her raised knees bucked and her mouth opened in a silent gasp. But there was no one above her. It was the thing she was wearing between her legs that was fucking her, June realized, a dildo invading her chamber, whether she wanted it to or not. What was she seeing through her goggles? The face of an angry master, a fellow slave, a forbidden lover? What was she hearing through her earphones? Curses, abuse, demands to tighten, to obey?

A chain held one ankle loosely to the deck, and the screen beside her showed what she was seeing, but June was too far away to make out more than blurry shapes, possibly an oval head.

“Ahh!” shouted a man not far from the woman being ravished. He was standing, wrists tied to the top of a post, his body extended, his loins also encumbered by an elaborate device, but with most of the machinery at the front, enclosing his penis. A shadowy figure stood behind him, clothed, female. She was . . . whipping him. This was real, the snap of tanned leather against living flesh sharp enough to make June wince. The whip landed again and again, provoking cries of real pain, the man pulling against his bonds.

The woman on her back groaned and June’s attention was drawn once again to her. She straightened her legs, drawing her chain tight, and she arched her back and pushed the back of her head against the floor and shook her hips frantically, and June understood what this was, an entirely real female orgasm.

“Yes, Master!” she shrieked. “Yes, Master, yessssss aughgggggh!”

For another 30 seconds, she writhed so violently June wondered if she was about to shake off her belt, but the virtual pleasure device held. At last, however, it seemed to cease its torment of her vagina, and she dropped her legs to the deck with the sharp ring of her chain, her ribs rising and falling, her head rocking side to side in post-ecstasy bewilderment.

Only when the clothed woman with the whip passed before her did June stop staring at the ravished girl, and Fergie nudged her and June suspected she was about to witness whatever it was they were waiting for.

Without a word, without introduction or preamble, the woman raked the naked cart girl’s back with three furious blows of the whip, popped her bare bottom with three more, and the cart girl screamed and redoubled her efforts, legs straining, calves bulging with exertion, the round treadmill between her feet whining as it spun.

“C’mon,” Fergie said, tapping June’s shoulder, and June followed the woman through the gloom, past bodies writhing with pleasure or shaking with pain, mouths begging quietly for mercy, or thanking masters for whatever pleasure they’d granted. Here was a girl on all fours, wrist and ankle chained, back arching and falling as her machine worked at her. Here was a man performing the male half of the same scene, 10 feet from the girl but quite possibly engaging with her, thrusting obscenely into the empty air while the device worked its technological magic around his member. How realistic was it? How accurate? Was he feeling the grip of a vagina with every thrust? When he drew back, did the machine slide down his penis the way a vagina would?

More bodies in the darkness. Dozens of them. More sex and suffering and labor. More grunts, orgasms, pleas for mercy. June peered at the little screens next to the nearest few passengers, wanting urgently to stop and stare at them in turn until she could absorb their import, the meaning, the virtual, visual experiences that accompanied the real and physical pains and pleasures. But too soon, she and Fergie had reached another door, and Fergie pushed it open and June blinked against the blinding lights of this place, because it was a standard office space, workers at cubicles, offices lining the edges of the room.

A male, twentysomething staffer turned away from his PC screen to look when he heard the footsteps, and when he spotted June, he simply stared at her, at her face, her breasts, her black triangle of hair.

“Oh, hey,” June said, having decided over the last few weeks that a big friendly hello was the best response to ogling.

“Hi,” he said with surprise, her greeting seeming to short-circuit his lust, or whatever else he was feeling.

Did this boy not know there was a veritable orgy happening on the other side of the door? Was it closed off to him because his role didn’t include partaking?

Oh my god, you poor, poor boy.

Fergie led June past the cubicles to an office where a middle-aged man sat behind a desk in a large, ornate office, his space almost palatial by cruise ship standards.

“Here she is,” Fergie announced, looking at the man through her goggles, sliding her headphone back over her left ear.

“Thanks, Ferg,” the man said, speaking into his laptop microphone. Interpersonal interaction, June realized, was defined differently here. It was one of the many things she was starting to like about this deck.

Fergie departed without another word and June stepped forward.

“June Wayman,” she said confidently, thrusting out her hand.

“Malcolm Andreeson,” he replied with a heavy Australian accent, and he stood, but his grip was weak, his demeanor apprehensive.

“I’m with Sinflix Productions,” June said. “I’m here to put content together on this deck. I do–”

“I’ve seen your stuff,” Malcolm interrupted, presumably referring to June’s earlier work, but as his eyes ran the length of her body, she found a second meaning, Freudian. Probably unintentional.

“Great,” she said. “Well, can you set me up?”

“Set you up how?” he asked doubtfully.

“Just . . . the same as the passengers,” June said.

“June,” Malcolm began, sitting heavily and looking up at the girl. “Do you know what this deck’s about?”

“Yeah, I walked through with Fergie,” June said. “It looks . . . amazing.”

Something was tickling June’s vulva. Between her lips. At her vaginal opening.

“This is not a place for tourists,” Malcolm said flatly.

June tilted her head sideways and arched her eyebrows at the man. She meant the gesture ironically, the best way to convey a “that-makes-no-sense-on-any-level” response.

Malcolm indulged her with a half smile before he spoke.

“The percentage of people ready to experience an immersive slave culture is probably a fraction of one,” he said. “The number of people ready to do it in VR is a fraction of that.”

“Yeah,” June said, nodding.

“This is not a water slide,” Malcolm said, adding as soon as June launched into another rendition of her confused puppy look, “That’s our metaphor. I don’t know what they do on the other decks, but this one’s not for amateurs.”

“Define amateurs,” June said, sitting in the molded plastic chair across from his desk and leaning forward to stare at him. Confused pup was gone, replaced by a very determined she-wolf.

“Anyone who doesn’t know what they’re getting into,” Malcolm said. “I suspect this ship’s full of ‘em.”

“Have you been to the prison deck?” she asked.

Malcolm made a “pffft” sound, and June felt her primal annoyance growing.

“So you’re saying no?” she blurted. “You’re telling Sinflix Productions no?”

“No,” Malcolm replied, “I’m telling you that you don’t have the slightest fucking clue what you’re asking for.”

“Try me,” she said. “They barbecued me this morning.”

“Barbecued?” Malcolm said. “What’s that mean?”

“Exactly what it sounds like,” June said. “They put me on a spit and barbecued me. Or, wait, what’s the word your people use? Barbie?”

“My people?” Malcolm said with sudden malevolence. “What the fuck are you–”

“I spent 30 minutes on the barbie this morning,” June said. “Roasted. Broiled. Baked. Whatever the fuck they call cooked the shit out of Down Under. That’s what they did to me.”

Malcolm finally offered a full smile before he laughed explosively.

“Well, that’ll put a curl in your pubes,” he said when he found his voice. “Prison deck?”

“That’s it.”

“I’ll have to get me a gander.”.

“So you’ll let me do this one?”

“Sure, why not?” he replied, his smile fading. “But when we reduce you to a quivering puddle of Rice-a-Roni, don’t come bitchin’ to me.”

“Royce-a-Rownee?” June said, repeating the brand name in an extreme version of Malcolm's accent, entirely unconcerned that he might be further offended. Seeking it out, really.

“Isn’t that all your people eat?” he asked.

“Uh, no,” June said. “And it doesn’t come in puddles. It’s rice. Or royce, if that’s easier for you to understand.”

Malcolm ignored her, tapping on his keyboard and speaking into his microphone.

“Bitsy? Bitsy? Got a tourist in my office, says she wants the full experience.Come get her geared up, will ya?”

For the next five minutes, Malcolm ignored June, all his attention on his PC, leaving the girl to investigate the sensation between her labia. She leaned back, peered at the chair, confirmed that she had soiled the chair with a sticky wet smear of girl juice.

What was that about? She wasn’t supposed to be ovulating for three more days. But something was stirring her. She sensed that much through the distractions of the day. If she knew where the bathroom was, she’d go there now. If she had a tissue, she’d be cleaning up after herself. If she were completely alone, she’d use her fingers to further investigate things. Or take care of things. But she was supposed to be waiting for someone named Bitsy, and she didn’t want to do anything that gave the dismissive Aussie an excuse to send her away.

Bitsy, when she finally arrived, wasn’t at all what June was expecting. Thick glasses, gray hair tied in a bun, and a mauve pantsuit that said law office, maybe. School librarian. Piano teacher. But her hands were full of equipment that didn’t belong in any of those places.

“Where did your clothes go?” Bitsy asked, waving June out of Malcolm's office and toward the nearest empty cubicle.

“I took them off this morning, haven’t seen them since,” June said.

“Okay, put this on first,” Bitsy said, handing June the same belt she’d seen on the deck’s females.

June looked at the garment, staring at the place that would go between her legs, nothing to see there but a flat panel of meaningless black shapes.

“What do you call this?” June asked, bending to put her feet through it, pulling it up her knees.

“Carnal immerser,” Bitsy said. “Vaginal module.”

“Makes sense,” June said, pulling the device over her hips. Bitsy stepped behind her, tapped the back of the belt, and June heard beeps and felt it tighten, squeezing her waist, locking into place.

“Visual immerser,” Bitsy said, raising the goggles. June took them and pulled them over her head, nothing but blackness to see now, but as her eyes adjusted to the darkness, she could make out Bitsy’s form before her, and what seemed to be stars in the blackness around her.

“Auditory,” Bitsy said, and June reached her hands out, feeling for the headphones, slipping them over her ears.

“Now, let’s kneel please,” Bitsy said.

“Kneel?” June said. “Why?”

“Less of a distance to fall while you get set up.”

“Okay,” June said, lowering her knees to the thin carpet. “What’s supposed to–ahhh ahhh oh, oh, oh my fucking god.”

Wherever she looked, June found a world of impossible beauty, before her a stand of woods, green and waving in a gentle breeze. To her left lay a field of golden wheat, beyond it a deep green valley, beyond that the same mountains she’d viewed on the little screen earlier, but now they were mighty, as big as the world, as big as all her imagination. She glanced to her right when she heard the tap-tap of the blacksmith’s shop, discovering a village of wagons, wells, thatched homes, smoke curling from stone chimneys, and humble peasants doing peasant things.

One of the men, tossing hay onto a wagon with a crude wooden pitchfork, turned as though noticing June for the first time, and he drove the fork into the ground and strode over, a strapping, straw-haired young man, smiling as he reached her.

“We’re going to get some work out of you, wench,” he said, still smiling, his accent foreign but impossible to place. “But first let’s get a look at one of the other places we’re going to be making use of.”

Before June could agree, she felt fingers against her vaginal lips, and she looked down and saw the same illusion that she felt, the peasant’s arm and hand and fingers, exploring her vulva.

Intellectually, she knew what was happening, the mechanism between her legs simulating fingers while the stereoscopic screens before her eyes simulated her molestation by a man who didn’t really exist. At the moment, however, her intellect was yielding to other forces, and when he said, “Put your hands down, legs apart, let’s see what you’ve got for us,” she obeyed without hesitation, staring at the green grass, every blade defined, the shadows perfect, and she watched his bare feet emerge from a pair of square-toed boots, watched thick canvas breeches fall around his ankles, watched those feet make their way behind her and, certain as she was about what was going to happen next, she issued a startled little cry when the peasant pushed into her, stretching her vaginal walls, filling her.

It’s all hydraulics, she told herself, very clever mechanical engineering integrated with a brilliant 3D app. But when she pushed back, the peasant went deeper into her. And she wasn’t just pushing back because it felt good. She wanted him in her because she . . . in a way . . . she already loved him.

In the back of her mind, June knew there was still a world out there of cubicles and workers and bright office lights, and an Aussie who didn’t think she belonged, but none of that mattered, because she sensed that the peasant whose name she didn’t know was enjoying her, was in fact already getting close to orgasm, swelling and pushing faster and deeper, and she tightened and rocked and, when his time came, she held still and simply felt him, because . . . because . . . yes. He was ejaculating inside her. She could feel the warmth of it, the soft slipperiness of his issue added to her own, thickening between her walls and his, his . . . yes, his penis. That’s what it was.

June believed.

But she did not orgasm. She never did during sex. And she didn’t masturbate much either. Career took precedence over all that.

The penis left her chamber, followed by the mix of her own fluid and whatever they were using for semen, running across her clitoris and cooling it.

“Up you go,” he said, and she felt a hand around her upper arm. Not his hand surely. The simulation couldn’t be that good. Bitsy. It must be Bitsy.

June rose to her feet shakily, surprised to see she and her lover had been joined by another half dozen people–three male peasants, two female peasants, and a naked girl. A slave girl.

“Let’s keep this one for now,” the man said, pulling up his pants. “No telling where she’s from, but let’s put her on the post and see if we can whip her story out of her. And then she gets the village brand.”

June felt the hand urging her forward, and she walked toward the village of thatched roofs, all of her senses on fire.

“Good luck, Royce-a-Rownee muncher,” said Malcolm’s voice in her headset, his accent not entirely out of place here. “Don’t say I didn’t warn ya.”


11 - Shawna Asks Around
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Shawna Ross glanced at the clock on the back of the bar. She was coming to the end of her first shift as a cocktail waitress in the Penthouse Room C on the SS Sinflix Loviatar and she was exhausted. It wasn’t so much that the work was that different from her previous stints as a server in high-end restaurants and hotels, but this was her first job on a cruise ship, the reality of which was much more difficult than she’d anticipated. She could hardly wait for her shift to end.

“Shawna,” Deron called out as he finished pouring margaritas for her. She started loading them on her tray, careful to occupy as small a space as she could manage with the bustle around her, and made her way through the traffic to her table by the window at the far end of the room. She balanced the tray with practiced ease, having done the job since she left high school five years ago, but the ship was moving and that was something she most definitely had not experienced before. So far, the movements were miniscule but she could only imagine how challenging the job would be once the ship cleared the port and headed out into the open sea.

“Three well Margaritas,” Shawna announced to her table as the women ignored her, which she was now used to. “Anything else I can get you? Some chips, or guacamole?” The women continued to ignore her until one finally looked Shawna in the eyes and shook her head.

“We’re good,” she whispered as the others scanned the bar. Shawna smiled and placed the tab in its faux-leather case to leave it on the tiny table, smaller than anything she’d seen in any bar she’d worked in, which made sense given the limits of an ocean-going vessel but still presented challenges to a new waitstaff on their maiden voyage. Shawna hustled back to the bar to see if her next order was ready but the backup, which had been a problem all afternoon, was still a problem, so she caught her new friend Gina’s eye and the two of them carved out a space to stand near the setup area.

“All good?”  Gina asked as she approached. “Getting the hang of it?”

“I’ll live,” Shawna said with a fake frown. “I guess we don’t have to worry about being bored.”

“No, that’s for sure,” Gina agreed with a laugh. Shawna found herself relying on Gina for answers where the management was useless–she’d yet to meet the manager of Penthouse Room C as she came to the end of her first shift–and her new friend’s experience working the Penthouse Hotel for almost a year proved invaluable. Shawna was surprised at just how different it was from other meat markets she’d served in over her career.

“I’m amazed at the rate we turn tables,” Shawna said as she watched a pair of young women arrive at the hostess stand. “I’ve never seen anything like it. I must have served a hundred people so far.”

“More than that, I’m guessing,” Gina offered as she looked out over the room. “It’s not quite this busy at the hotel but it’s close. It’ll probably slow down a little as people settle in for the week.”

“Why do you say that?” Shawna asked as she kept an eye on the bartender, who looked even more overworked than she felt.

“Well, it’s new right now for most of them, so they’re anxious to lose their whore cherry.”

Shawna’s head snapped around when she heard that phrase for the first time and found Gina smiling at her.

“Seriously? That’s what they call it?”

“That’s what we called it at the hotel. I’m not sure any of the women called it that or even knew what we were saying about them, but you can spot the virgins a mile away, as I’m sure you’ve noticed.”

“Yeah, it’s not hard to pick them out,” Shawna said. “So, let me ask you something.” She cocked an eyebrow.

“Hurry, my order is almost ready.”

Shawna nodded and asked, “Where are all the men coming from? I mean, if there’s at least a hundred women I’ve served in the last six hours, and they’re all charging at least $500 an hour, that’s a lot of cash changing hands.”

“I know, right?” Gina shook her head. “I don’t know, but they don’t look like the types who can afford to drop that kind of money to get laid, do they?”

“No, they don’t. That’s the other thing. I’m almost sure I recognized one of the men from when I boarded the ship and he wasn’t a passenger, he was a porter or something, transporting bags and such. Unless he’s got a twin somewhere on the ship.”

“No shit?” Gina looked at the bar and picked up her tray. “I gotta go.”

“One last question before you split,” Shawna said as she touched Gina’s arm. “Were you serious about what you said earlier?”

“What did I say?” Gina asked impatiently.

“About coming back here as one of them?” She nodded at the two women, clearly a couple of virgins as far as Shawna was concerned from their wide-eyed expressions, being led to a table.

The question stopped Gina in her tracks. “I was,” she whispered. “Why? You interested?”

“Maybe,” Shawna said just as softly.

“Let’s talk after our shift is over.” She hustled to the bar and loaded her tray with drinks before disappearing around the corner. Shawna watched the two virgins as they were seated near the front of the room in clear view. They hadn’t even looked around when two men approached them and began the dance she’d watched more times than she could count since her shift began. It hadn’t taken Shawn long to realize how this dance was different from what she’d seen over her career as a cocktail waitress. Normally, the alcohol was the lubricant that facilitated connections, which often took hours to negotiate. Here, the scarves served as a shortcut, indicating to the men everything they needed to know at a glance.

But it was more than that, Shawna realized. Singles bars, the kind she was used to, both as an employee and a customer, were the domain of the women who frequented such establishments. They controlled the action–they decided who was worth their time and who was dreaming. She’d shot down ten times as many men as she’d accepted as lovers over the years when she went out to find someone to scratch an itch. Shawna basked in the knowledge that society had changed over the years to accept the fact that young women like her had needs just like young men and didn’t judge them, too often, when they ventured forth to take care of those needs. She’d discussed how life had been different for her mother when she was Shawna’s age–the world was now a much less judgmental place, at least in Southern California. She always assumed that the Bible Belt and the Deep South were different but that didn’t matter to her–she never had any desire to visit those backwaters. Flyover country was aptly named to her way of thinking.

But the Penthouse Room Deck took everything to a whole new level. Here, the men were in charge. The women, by their mere presence, and their choice of scarf and the manner in which they wore it, announced themselves available with little or no recourse, subject to normal decorum between prostitutes and johns. Even streetwalkers, the lowest rank of sexworkers in Shawna’s mind, had some discretion as to who they accepted for interactions, assuming they weren’t being coerced by a pimp or worse. Sex workers weren’t the same as sex slaves, like those who had apparently been booked on some of the other decks on the ship. Shawna had done enough checking around to know that the ship catered to a wide variety of sexual appetites and deviances. Since a sex slave was just a short elevator ride away, there was no need to coerce a woman who was offering to exchange sexual favors for currency.

The thought that wouldn’t leave Shawna’s mind though, as she served drinks to people who didn’t really want them and wouldn’t really drink them, was the question of how it was all paid for. Men who wanted to pay for sex didn’t need to incur the added expense of booking passage on a deluxe, albeit kinky cruise ship. She may have skipped the recommended field trip to the LA Penthouse Hotel for a primer on how everything worked, but she knew it existed and a room at the most expensive hotel in LA wouldn’t compare to the cost of a week on the SS SInflix Loviatar, even adjusting for meals and ‘entertainment’. So where did these men come from?

Then Shawna remembered the one she thought she recognized, the porter who was handling bags a few hours ago and propositioning amateur escorts in this bar a short time later. Was he really an employee like her? Was he off duty and free to explore? How could he afford these, to her mind, exorbitant prices for sex? She’d been on escort websites, for comparison, and was not surprised to see hundreds of women willing to spread their legs for a couple of hundred dollars an hour. Why pay upwards of a grand for someone here?

She decided to find out.

After serving the last table of her shift, a pair of virgins if ever there was one, she glanced at the clock at the end of the bar before looking for a place where she could pose as a customer. She was still wearing her uniform but it was rather nondescript, much like the other cruise employees who weren’t charged with shepherding, managing, or fucking guests. No one had told her she couldn’t get a quick drink after her shift–no one in a position of authority had told her much of anything–so she removed her apron, set her order book aside and took a seat at the bar. It wasn’t long before she was approached by a man who either wasn’t aware of the language of the scarves or didn’t care.

“This place is really something, isn’t it?” he asked Shawna as he motioned to the bartender, who gave him a nod but continued to pour margaritas several feet away from them.

“It is,” she said in a tone that gave him permission to continue talking to her. “First time?”

“Yeah, a lot of firsts for me, actually,” he said as he looked her up and down. She pretended not to notice.

“What do you mean?”

“Well, I’ve never been on a cruise before and here I am.” He turned to order a martini from the harried bartender who nodded and scurried off. “Never been to a place like this, either.” She smiled and waited for him to continue. “You?”

“I just finished my first shift as a server here, actually,” she stage-whispered over the din of the near-capacity room. For all the turnover Shawna had witnessed, the place never experienced a lull.

“Oh, really?” he said, clearly surprised. “So, that’s why you’re not wearing a scarf?”

“Right. I haven’t decided to go that route yet. Sorry,” she added quickly before he had a chance to react. “I hope that’s okay.”

“Of course,” he said in a tone that told her he was disappointed, which struck her as charming, for reasons she’d have to parse later.

“Mind if I ask you a question?” she whispered close to his ear. He looked at her and nodded. “What’s the attraction?” She had decided earlier to ask a completely open-ended question and see what he did with it. He was dressed in a way–polo shirt and jeans–that gave her little information about his status. He could be a passenger or an employee. She smiled to encourage him to be honest.

“Of the ship?” he asked quickly.

“Or this bar. I mean, you’re familiar with the scarves so you know how it works, right?”

“Yeah, I do.”

“So, what’s the attraction?”

“Seriously?”

She nodded with another less-encouraging smile.

“Well, it’s subsidized, for one thing.”

“Come again?”

“The charge–it’s subsidized.” He said it like it should explain everything when clearly, to Shawna at least, it explained nothing.

“I’m sorry, what’s subsidized?”

“The hourly rate,” he said with raised eyebrows. “You know what the scarves mean, right?”

“They indicate what a woman charges for her services, right?”

“Yeah, that. And since I work here…”

She cut him off. “Wait, so you work on the ship?”

He nodded. “I’m a cook on this deck.”

“Oh, okay.” She was still confused. “But how do they subsidize…?” She wasn’t sure how to ask the question.

“Well, I hope I’m not talking out of school, here,” he allowed with a sheepish smile. “But I could never afford to pay even $500 an hour, never mind a grand.” She nodded. “So, the ship chips in.”

“Really? They pay the fee?”

“Not the whole thing, but close.”

“How much do they pay?”

“Ninety percent. The way it was explained, they weren’t sure they would have enough men on board to meet the demand for, uh…” He gave her a crooked smile. “So they told us in a meeting that we were welcome to, uh…” He smiled again. “I don’t want to offend you.”

“I know what’s happening here,” she said with a bit too much attitude. “I’m Shawna, by the way.” She stuck out her hand and he shook it with a relieved look.

“Jason. Jason McCormick. Nice to meet you.”

“So, you were saying…”

“Yeah, well, the fee that the women charge here. The ship said they’d cover 90% of it, just to encourage us to make ourselves available.”

Shawna stared at him as she went through this new information as fast as she could. “So, you wind up paying $50 an hour but the women get paid $500?”

“Depends on which scarf they’re wearing but at the basic level, that’s right. I’m not sure they get the full $500. At the hotel, we were told, the house takes a cut. I’m not sure if they do the same thing here.”

“So, do they just bill you or…?” Shawna raised her eyebrows.

“Yeah, they asked for volunteers and set us up with accounts. Gave us a card and everything.” He reached into his pocket and pulled out what looked like a cross between a key card and a credit card. “They told us they’d deduct any charges from our salaries at the end of the cruise.” He gave Shawna another look. “I take it you didn’t get a card?”

“No, I didn’t, but they seem to have no shortage of women here, so I guess I understand why.” She looked around at the crowd–there was a line of women at the hostess stand waiting to be seated. “Still, it would have been nice to be told.”

Jason nodded. “Yeah, I got the impression from that meeting that they are really winging a lot of shit. Bosses were running around like chickens without heads, you ask me. It was a bit of a shit show.” He took a sip of his martini and leaned close to Shawna. “So, are you considering…?”

She looked at him and he smiled, one that fell somewhere between hopeful and smarmy. Shawna frowned. “No, not really.”

He shrugged. “Well, if you change your mind…” He downed what was left of his drink and put the glass on the bar. “But if you’ll excuse me, I think I’ll mingle now.” He wandered off before Shawna could respond. She watched him approach a table with two women who welcomed him with loose scarves and warm smiles, which told Shawna, now an old hand at this game with a full shift under her belt, that they were not new to the Penthouse Room and its strange protocols. She finished her drink and looked around for Gina but didn’t see her, so she signaled the bartender to ring her up so she could leave for the employee dining hall for a quick bite before collapsing in her bunk bed. She doubted she had enough energy to shower.

But on the way to the residential end of the deck near the stern of the ship, she glanced at the door to an office that looked familiar. The sign on the door announced it was the office of the Deck Manager, the woman who had interviewed Shawna a couple of weeks ago. She had not thought about her since that day, but now that she was standing in front of her office, she decided to knock.

“Enter.” The voice was muffled but familiar and Shawna wracked her brain trying to remember the woman’s name.

“Do you have a minute?” Shawna asked when she stuck her head into the office.

“Come in, come in,” the woman said with a surprisingly warm smile. “Shawna, right?”

“Yes, that is right,” Shawna said, thoroughly impressed and more than a little embarrassed. She stepped inside the office and closed the door behind her.

“What can I do for you, Shawna?” the woman asked as she glanced at the seat across from her desk. “Have a seat.”

“I won’t take too much of your time. I’m sure you’re super busy.” She blushed hard–super busy? What was she, twelve all of a sudden?

“Always have time for a quick chat.”

Shawna glanced around the desk which was strewn with piles of papers, manilla folders, clipboards, and at least two tablets, looking for a nameplate so she could cover her lack of recollection. “But it will have to be quick–I’m late for another meeting.”

“It’s just that I wanted to thank you for this opportunity,” Shawna said as she gave up the search for a name and went into no-name mode, a cocktail waitress’s secret weapon. She could converse with a half dozen patrons simultaneously without knowing anyone’s name and never let them know they were just drink orders to her. “I really appreciate it.”

“And we’re thrilled to have you, Shawna. I know the job isn’t easy. How did your first shift go?” the woman asked without looking up from her tablet.

Shawna's eyes went wide–did she actually know the schedule well enough to realize that Shawna was just finishing her first shift, or was it just an educated guess since the ship had just left its berth at the port?

“It was good. A little disjointed but that will work itself out.” She wondered if this was the time to mention the lack of management’s presence in the room but decided she had a more important question and didn’t want to spoil the mood or take up too much of the woman’s time.

“Yeah, I’ll bet. We’re struggling a bit, but I’m told that’s par for the course on a maiden voyage under normal circumstances, and the nature of this cruise is anything but normal as I’m sure you can imagine.” She picked up a leather portfolio and stood up from the desk, signaling the impromptu meeting was coming to a rapid close. Shawna mirrored her but raised a hand unconsciously before she caught herself.

“I was wondering, though,” she began, to the woman’s thinly disguised but clearly evident impatience. At least she was still smiling, Shawna thought, albeit with waning enthusiasm. “I ran into a male employee who told me they were recruited to supplement the demand side of the equation in the bar, so to speak. Is there a similar consideration available to us on the other side of things?” She knew she’d been way too obtuse but she didn’t want to come right out and ask if she was allowed to whore herself out to make a little extra cash.

The woman smiled and in that smile her name suddenly came rushing back to Shawna–Emily! That’s her name!

“No, we’re full up on this deck, Shawna. Every stateroom is full so we have all the women we need and then some, which is why we recruited the male crew members in the first place.” She moved around the far end of the desk and walked past Shawna to the back of the room. When Shawna turned to follow her she saw something she couldn’t process at first.

A naked woman was lying on a large circular pad against the back wall of the office. Next to her was a metal cage, a large one. Big enough for…

“Give me a kiss, girl,” Emily said as she extended a hand to the woman who raised her head from the pad and then reached up with…something else. The woman’s hand was enclosed in some sort of pouch. Both of her hands were, Shawna noted in astonished silence as the woman, who was stunningly beautiful, stood up and kissed Emily. As were the woman’s feet.

“Let’s put you up,” Emily said in a soft, consoling voice as she raised the front of the cage. The woman bent down and Shawna was even more astonished to see a tail hanging from the woman’s naked buttocks. The tail matched the hair on the woman’s head too perfectly for it to be coincidental, Shawna marveled as the woman crawled into the cage and Emily closed the front and latched it near the base. When Emily stood up the woman looked at her longingly but made no sound, not even a whimper. Shawna noted, as the woman craned her neck to stare up at Emily, she wore a leather collar with a black box attached to it over her throat. Shawna knew from her childhood, when her father trained dogs on their property with the use of such collars, for she hated them and what they did to the dogs if they wandered near the edge of their property.

It was a shock collar. She’d never imagined one would be used on a human being, although this woman was clearly straddling the line between human and something else, a twisted bit of cosplay that Shawna had heard about but never witnessed first hand.

Shawna looked at Emily, who stood at the cage for several seconds to gentle the woman now secured inside, for with the pouches encasing her hands–and padlocked in place, she noticed with a start–the woman was trapped in the cage until Emily, or someone, released her.

Finally, Emily looked up and turned to face Shawna. They locked eyes before Emily smiled and motioned for Shawna to step toward the office door. Shawna nodded and exited the office with Emily, but not before the Manager of the SS Sinflix Loviatar’s Penthouse Deck switched off the lights.

“Sorry,” Emily said to Shawna as she locked the door, “I’m late for another meeting.”


12 - The First Slaves Arrive

[image: ]

As Athena and her three colleagues stopped breathing, the elevator dinged for the last time and the doors parted, revealing five human beings who were about to be turned into slaves. Three females, two males, but the expressions were all the same: fear.

Maybe it was the same fear that plagued the minds of those about to suffer a drop on a roller coaster, the same fear that quivered in the hearts of moviegoers when the heroine headed into the dark basement alone. Good fear. The kind of fear you pay for. But fear nonetheless, Athena thought with relief.

They’re more afraid of me than I am of them.

“Out,” Athena barked, and the people who would be slaves emerged slowly, one by one, with marked docility.

“Go to the table, one station per subject,” Athena said, pointing at the table where 10 small spaces had been sectioned out, five per side. The first five slaves stepped over obediently, the three females choosing the first three spaces on one side, the two males across from them, choosing spaces at either end of the table–as far apart as they could get.

“Everything off,” Athena said, delivering her script as she’d practiced it a hundred times, doing her best impersonation of an airport security officer in an alternative, twisted universe. “Underwear. Shoes and socks. Jewelry. Earrings and nose rings and genital rings. Ribbons and berets. Do not remove tampons. If you have one in, leave it in. When you’re finished, raise your hand, and you will be provided a bag to put everything in. The contents of the bag will be returned to you in the unlikely event you are ever free again.”

“Uh, Miss?” said a white, redheaded twenty-something.

“C’mon,” Athena barked, intentionally ignoring the girl. “We’ve got 75 of you to get through in the next two hours!”

“Cell phones?” the redhead said. “Are those supposed to be–”

“Noah, put Phone Girl down,” Athena said without looking at the passenger. “Schedule her for first thing this afternoon, two marks in the discipline room.”

The girl’s face twisted up, eyes wide as she breathed in, lips pursed as though she were about to kiss something, the unguarded remorse of someone who’d broken a rule without any intention of doing so.

Noah stepped up to her with the iris scanner, and she recoiled as though she believed he was going to deliver her punishment now, but his role here was recording only.

“Scan,” he said with practiced firmness, and the girl gulped and looked at him and he scanned her eye and tapped some things into the device.

The two girls beside her–one a dark-skinned Black girl, the other blonde–were halfway through the disrobing process, and Phone Girl quickly worked to catch up with them, three growing piles of jeans, skirts, sweatshirts, socks, shoes, belts, bras, panties. Three cell phones, and all the little things too, rings and necklaces and earrings.

The Black girl was the first to raise her hand, her other placed over her mound. Was she pretending at modesty, or was she truly embarrassed to be completely bare in a room of mixed strangers? The firmness of her long nipples suggested the former to Athena.

Pam grabbed a black garbage bag and presented it to the girl, but paused when she peered at her face.

“Nose ring out,” Pam said.

“Oh, oh, sorry!” the black girl said, quickly unhooking it.

“Noah, she gets three,” Athena announced, and the girl turned her dark eyes toward Noah and his scanner, and her nipples lengthened slightly as her transgression and the consequence were recorded, and after his scan was over she gently put her things into the garbage bag, pausing only long enough to press the heel of her hand against the tears in each eye.

The males might have been brothers, two white men with black hair, late 20s or early 30s, both solidly built, eyes focused downward as they stripped, and they were united in arousal as well, both sporting erections of respectable length.

Yes, Delilah was right, Athena thought. This isn’t something you could just ignore.

The elevator dinged, revealing five more frightened people.

Oh, fuck, they’re coming fast.

“Out,” Athena said, and she issued the standard instructions to the newcomers, all women this time, a teen and the rest in their 30s, three squeezing into the spaces between the two erect males, their faces all bearing the same oh-my-god-what-am-I-doing-here? disposition.

The first five held still while Geoff measured their necks, and they waited obediently while he retrieved five stainless steel collars, put them on, verified the fit. Unlike in the novels, these were not essentially permanent, removable only with the use of a metal saw. Any sharp instrument–a paperclip, a small screwdriver–could unlatch the collars if you knew where to insert.

Geoff was just finishing putting real handcuffs on the first five slaves when the third batch of five appeared at the elevator, four females and one male this time.

“Okay, we’re keeping up,” Athena said with relief into her mic. “Keep ‘em coming, this pace is good.”

Besides his service with the iris scanner, Noah was responsible for getting the slaves washed up, and he escorted each to their own shower, locking them in and bidding them bathe, a difficult but not impossible chore with their hands bound in front.

“Sir?” queried one of the males cautiously as the lukewarm water–the warmest temperature the slaves were allowed here–washed over his back and dripped off his rigid member.

“Huh?” Noah asked.

“The girl in charge . . .” he asked, nodding toward Athena. “Is she . . . supposed to be . . .?”

Athena, scanning the room for problems, met Noah’s eyes soon enough, and he waved her over.

“Yeah?” she asked.

“He had a question,” Noah said. “About you.”

“Turn off your water,” she said.

The man obeyed.

“I’m Athena,” she said, looking hard at the man. “Athena Petrosyan. Why are you asking?”

“I just thought,” the man stammered. “You’re . . . yeah.”

“Were you going to say something else?” Athena asked, looking accusingly at the man’s erection.

“I, well . . . I want . . .” the man fumbled, looking imploringly through the bars of his shower cage. “I really want . . . you.”

“Three,” Athena said to Noah before she turned away, and Noah scanned the man’s expressionless eye and tapped the appropriate discipline note into the device.

No, you’re not going to fuck me, ever. But I can have you tortured all day. And I think I’m going to sort of enjoy this.

The first five slaves finished their showers and, still handcuffed, naked, and damp after each had passed a small, moderately absorbent towel over their bodies, they were escorted into the stack room.

“Choose a number, stand on it, and don’t move off it,” Dottie commanded. She was a Southern girl, late 20s, who normally spoke with a soft regional accent, but in the last two weeks she’d learned to channel a Marine drill instructor, her words clipped and harsh, and the slaves obeyed without question, each taking their places on one of the first five of the 20 scuffed yellow numbers.

They were, quite possibly, the first people who’d ever stood on those numbers, but they’d been convincingly worn down, as though thousands of hopelessly shuffling feet had passed through before them. The 2 looked more like a 7. The nine was a mere shadow of itself.

Athena, who’d accompanied the first five slaves from the clinic to the stacks to make sure things were progressing appropriately, studied the numbers for the first time, struck by the work done to make them look authentic. If that much thought had been put into such a minor detail, maybe the rest of the Cruise du Kinque had received comparable attention. Maybe there was hope here. Maybe this was going to work. The five first slaves certainly seemed to believe, standing docilely, looking up wide-eyed at the stacks of tiny cages, or looking at Athena wide-eyed. They all seemed to have heard what she’d said to the male who’d propositioned her, revealing her stage name, and she’d earned accordingly, a place of significant interest.

Both of the males were still erect, and Athena looked at them and their penises and wondered what would happen if she wanted to use one of them, strictly for her own pleasure. There was probably some rule about it. Or maybe it was up to her.

One of the females, the redhead who’d asked about her cell phone and had been scheduled for punishment, seemed to be occupying another level of arousal altogether, standing on her number and gazing up at the cages with a disconcerting rapture.

“Something’s going on with her,” Athena quietly warned Filip. “She looks like she’s about to pass out.”

Filip, a burly Peruvian, reached her just in time, stepping behind her and wrapping his arms around her waist.

Eyes still open, she collapsed backwards against him, head falling backward onto his shoulder before it popped back up and she looked with startled consciousness at the room around her.

“Ma’am,” Athena said, waving her hand in front of the woman’s face.

“Hey,” the redhead said weakly.

“You passed out,” Athena said “What’s going on?”

“I’m fine,” the woman said, her voice edged with defensiveness.

“No, if Filip hadn’t caught you, your head would have hit the floor.”

“Filip?” she said, turning her head to the side, her eyes an inch from his forehead. “Hi, Filip.”

“What’s your name?” Athena demanded.

“Holly,” the woman replied.

“Do you know where you are?” Athena asked.

“The Loviatar,” Holly said a little vaguely. “The goddess of pain.” She raised her cuffed hands to her breasts, cupping them, squeezing them. “This is real,” she said to herself.

“Do you want to use a safeword?” Athena said, growing impatient.

“No,” Holly said.

“Do you remember what they are?”

“Yes.”

“Say them,” Athena insisted.

“Yellowredblack.”

“We’ve already got you down for 3 marks in discipline,” Athena said. “If you–”

“Can I go now?” Holly said, eyes and hands fixated on her breasts, fingers pinching her extended nipples.

“Cage her,” Athena said by way of an answer before she turned and headed back to the clinic. Holly stared at her departing form.

Filip released Holly’s waist, raising his hands to her upper arms, gripping tightly.

“Can you walk?” he asked with a thick Spanish accent.

“Are you Ramone?” she asked, looking down at her feet, moving the left one forward.

“I’m Filip,” he replied, guiding her forward toward the two stacks of cages, each stack eight cages long and five cages high, each cage identically built, six feet long, three feet wide and tall, the floor steel and the rest of impassable chain link, a space designed without any regard for kindness, humanity, compassion, but only as the most efficient way to store human property until it could be sold or otherwise disposed of. The cruelty had been fictionalized at least twice, by Badger Therese and Lena White, both authors reaching into the darkest places of their imaginations for something that humans might indeed, if given the chance, to do to each other.

Rodney Morrow of course, who suffered no compunction over making people pay to suffer, had immediately recognized the economies of scale available in making physically manifest the cages of the Female, Recreational and Slaves of the New Confederacy series. The cages used on those two decks were identical, meaning large quantity discounts. Already a billionaire thanks to his ability to exploit human deviance for profit, Morrow was always happy to further line his pockets.

Among the questions better left unasked: Would Rodney Morrow deploy such cages for real, to confine real slaves, if there were money to be made? The regrettable answer: yes, most likely. But let us not judge the man on hypotheticals. The hell he had created for Holly and her fellow victims was provided to them entirely at their choosing, and available only after their booking fee had been successfully processed. And as Filip guided the woman to her tiny cage, one might find in her eyes the same euphoric fog borne on the faces of sex cult girls about to be penetrated by another stranger, or human sacrifices about to be sent to whatever their faith called nirvana.

The expression remained as Filip let go of her arms, opened the lock that secured the side wall of her cage, angled it down and motioned her to crawl within. He locked her in, and he pointed to the little bucket for waste, the wipe dispenser, the water tube, and the tube which held the dry and tasteless food biscuits, and she nodded slowly, her right hand still around her breast while her left hand pulled her handcuff chain tight as it drifted to her vulva, two fingers applying an inconsequential pressure against her clitoris.

Holly was not well, in the way drunk people, stoned people, profoundly deluded people were not well. Were she to be asked to solve a math problem in this condition, ride a horse, write a legal brief (Holly was a lawyer, incidentally), her failure would have been physically or professionally catastrophic (or both). But given her only task was to sit naked and handcuffed in a tiny cage (and masturbate, if she wanted to, although completion there was also looking a little iffy at the moment), one might say she was doing just fine.

The situation of Holly’s partners in bondage was not without danger, however. In the first book of the Female, Recreational series, cages in the upper tiers of the stacks were put there by forklift. Because that convention had been made inadvisable by the space and weight limitations of a cruise ship, Morrow’s engineers had devised a rope and pulley system for the upper cages. So after Holly and the other 15 of the first arrivals had been caged at floor level, the pulleys were engaged.

Although everyone had practiced the maneuvers repeatedly for weeks, this was an area of special concern for Athena. The system was virtually foolproof, the hooks closing with a distinct click around the rings at either end of the cages, the pulleys equipped with catches that froze around the ropes if they were passing too quickly, and unyielding latches that held the cages in place on their shelves.

All the handlers on this deck had spent time not only raising and lowering the cages, but sitting in them as well, doing everything they could to foil the system. Shake the bars, they were told. Swing to and fro, fore and aft. Rage against the machine. None of it did any good. Invariably, cages were lowered, filled, raised and shelved with as much personal risk as riding an elevator.

But still, what if someone thought of doing something Athena and her colleagues hadn’t anticipated? What if Zena’s fears of a general slave uprising proved correct? Athena watched anxiously as the first three cages were lowered, two female slaves and one male were installed, and they were raised again. All of them went to their spaces with utter docility, and with utter stiffness in the case of the male, who studied his erection sheepishly but, at least while Athena was watching, refrained from taking further action.

Males received one additional instruction after caging: deposit your semen in the bucket, along with all other waste. Or suffer the consequences. It’s a rule Athena knew was likely to be broken, inadvertently perhaps or intentionally by those curious about the discipline room.

Maybe Zena was right, though. If someone started getting frantic or rebellious, a quick zap would solve the problem, maintain the equipment’s effectiveness, and keep the slaves safe.

Too late now. She wasn’t going to go stealing prods from the Confederacy deck. The ship and the cruise were insured, of course. If all hell broke loose, someone besides Athena would pay. Probably.

As she supervised the loading of slaves into cages, the hoisting of cages onto shelves, she realized she was going to need to improvise after all. She’d already consigned three passengers to punishment, and the consequences needed to be meted out quickly. But after the transgressions had been recorded by eye scan, the rule breakers had been put on shelves . . .at random.

When it was time to retrieve them for their allotted suffering, how were they supposed to be found? Scan every eye in the stacks until the three were identified? Ask them to give a shout if they’d been scheduled for punishment, thereby destroying the illusion that everything was involuntary? No, they needed a system. Fast.

“Hey, Marge, question,” Athena said into her microphone.

“Shoot,” came Marge’s disembodied voice with surprising speed, given everything else going on right now.

“I’ve got three slaves here who need to be punished, and they’re in their cages now, so I’m thinking–”

“Three for punishment already?” Marge said. “What’s going on there?”

“Nothing,” Athena replied, feeling her scalp grow hot. “Someone asked a stupid question about her phone, one of the guys propositioned me, someone else–”

“Who propositioned you?” Marge interrupted.

“Some guy. A slave.”

“Are you going to do it?”

“Do what?” Athena asked, pressing her earphone against her head.

“Are you going to let him fuck you?”

“Do what?” Athena repeated.

“Are you going to let him perform an act of coitus upon your body?” Marge said with a tone of infinite patience.

“No,” Athena retorted. “He’s a slave. He asked if he could fuck me. Sort of.”

“And . . .” Marge prompted.

“And I gave him three discipline marks,” Athena said.

“Oooh, playing him out,” Marge laughed.

“What do you mean?”

“You’ll save him for later?”

“He’s a slave, Marge,” Athena said.

“Is he cute?” Marge asked.

“I don’t know,” Athena lied. “I’m not fucking a passenger.”

“They’re slaves,” Marge asserted. “You can do whatever you want with them. So what did you want to know?”

“Okay, yeah,” Athena replied. “So, I’m thinking we need to mark cages where someone’s going to punishment. Like, taping something to the wire, so you can spot it from the floor, so you don’t have to keep scanning eyes until you find the person who’s supposed to go.”

“Just use the same system you use for deciding who goes to the salon, or the show floor.”

“We don’t have a system for that either,” Athena said with growing horror, looking up at the wall of caged, paying passengers who were, at the moment, all virtually anonymous. “Do we?”

“How did they do it in the book?” Marge asked, which was the same as saying no.

“I don’t remember,” Athena said. “Or, no, I don’t think it was said. They just got people.”

“Maybe you can come up with something,” Marge offered.

“What, like just put everything down on a piece of paper or something?” Athena asked sarcastically.

“Good idea,” Marge said. “If you’re not careful, they’re going to make you a manager.”

“I’m already a manager,” Athena mourned. “It sucks.”

“Then I’m sure you’ll figure something out.”

“We take their chains off once they’re all stacked, right?” Athena asked, done trying to get any help from Marge on logistics, and focusing now on customer service.

“Yes, once you feel like everything’s under control.”

“How soon can we start punishing them?”

“You do whatever you want to them, whenever you want,” Marge replied.

“Can I go with them, and watch?”

“Of course.”

While time in the discipline room wasn’t guaranteed, Athena knew some passengers were expecting it, some wanted it, and some might end up demanding it if they hadn’t experienced it by the third or fourth day of the cruise. So she wanted to get everyone through as soon as possible, as soon as they’d earned it. Or maybe even if they hadn’t. Then she could worry about other things.

Athena scowled as she looked at the cages, avoiding the eyes of the slaves brave enough to look back at her. But she couldn’t not look at the man who wanted to fuck her and was now just looking up longingly at her from his cage against the floor. He was still erect, sitting cross-legged, but he wasn’t masturbating. She felt sorry for him. Pity. Yeah, that’s what it was.

Finally, her mind turned toward where she could find paper and something to write with and she looked away.

Sorry, beautiful slave. I’m not Athena.

Not quite yet, anyway.


13 - Zoe and Beachy in the Playroom
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Zoe watched the other women in the Discipline Room receive their strokes with the flogger, same as she did. Even though there were two Black guards in the room, only one of them administered the torture while the other stood guard by the door. Why, Zoe had no idea. Caged and chained, the women were in no position to object to anything. But the appearance of oppressive security was one of the keys to presenting a convincing experience to the women who, unlike Zoe, had paid substantial amounts of money to be treated as slaves for the week.

Once the others had been flogged–all four of them had chosen the same torture, to Zoe’s initial surprise–they were returned to their standup cages to wait for Beachy Sands, the movie star, to finish her hour-long torment in the stocks. Although there was no clock in the room–Zoe had yet to see a clock anywhere on the deck–the timer that counted down Beachy’s hour in the stocks served as a rough approximation of how long they would remain in the room.

With ten minutes left on the timer, the door to the Discipline Room swung open and another group of six women in chains and collars, manacles and shackles, were marched in, each attended by their own Black guard. All six were secured in the standing cages–the room would hold two dozen slaves at full capacity, Zoe estimated–and the transporting guards left. The guard who administered the torture gave the same speech to the new women about not soiling their cages, and asked for a volunteer to begin their experience when Beachy’s timer dinged. The guard walked to her and knelt down to free her. She moaned when he helped her to her feet, then he reattached her chains to her hardware and locked her in the cage next to Zoe.

“You okay?” Zoe asked in a whisper when the guard walked to the other end of the room to attend to the new arrivals.

Beachy nodded. “You?”

“Yeah, I’m fine,” Zoe replied, unconvincingly.

“That flogger really hurt that much?” Beachy asked with her eyes on the guard.

“It was worse than you can imagine,” Zoe said bitterly. She hadn’t signed up for this, she said to herself for the umpteenth time–she’d been coerced, by her producer, by the circumstances, by her own blind ambition. Do this, she’d told herself, and you’ll be a star. Now, she only felt like a fool.

“It made for some incredible footage,” Beachy offered.

“Yeah, I guess. Too bad I don’t have a crew in here.”

Beachy gave her a look and then pointed to the far corner of the room. Zoe looked and noticed, for the first time, the camera mounted on the wall. “I imagine there’s one in each corner and I doubt they ever turn them off.”

“Yeah, you’re probably right.” Zoe went over the ordeal in her mind. Is that the way she’d be remembered, begging for the torture to stop?

“Don’t beat yourself up,” Beachy whispered, her eyes still on the guard. “The few interviews I did to promote the movie, the torture scenes were all anyone wanted to talk about.”

“Not the sex scenes?” Zoe asked before she thought better of it. “Sorry.”

“No, that’s fine. I knew what I was getting into. Sort of.” The naked, caged movie star gave the naked, caged TV host an ironic smile.

“Yeah, right?” Zoe whispered.

“Okay, ladies, who’s gonna go first?” the guard said just as the door to the room swung open and a knot of Black guards entered. As the first group was released from their cages and led out of the room, Zoe looked back at the second group as they cowered in their cages and waited for their torture to begin.

Once Zoe and Beachy arrived back at their original cages in the main room, Zoe wasted no time utilizing her bucket for the first time. Beachy had the good sense to turn away from her as she lifted the lid and squatted over the still-clean receptacle. She sighed with relief as her water splashed against the side of the container, which made less noise than she expected but more than she cared to hear. Once she was empty, she reached for the canister attached to the low roof of her cage that contained wipes and cleaned her vulva. She deposited the used wipe in the pail, replaced the lid and the canister and turned to Beachy.

“Do you ever get used to these things?” she asked, nearly exasperated.

“Not in my limited experience, but I wasn’t holed up in a cage for more than a couple of hours at a time. We had proper lavatories.” She laughed without mirth and Zoe just nodded.

“How did they talk you into doing this?” she asked without thinking, her own dismay at her situation still fresh and weighing on her mind.

“They made me an offer I couldn’t refuse,” Beachy said in a droll tone.

“And by they, you mean Rodney, right?”

“Bingo.”

“What was it like?” a familiar voice from the next cage interrupted. Zoe turned to find her neighbor staring at her, her expression full of desire, her fingers intertwined on the wire cage.

“It was intense,” Zoe allowed. She glanced at Beachy, who smiled and turned to address the woman who spoke again before Beachy could say a word.

“Did they beat you?” the woman asked with an intensity of her own that made Zoe thankful they were separated by their respective cages.

“They beat her,” Beachy said with a nod at Zoe. “They’ve got this new flogger…”

“Yeah, we heard about it,” the woman said in a rush, unimpressed by Beachy’s star status, apparently. “It’s electric or something, right?”

“That it is,” Zoe said with a serious tone. “And it’s brutal.”

“But it doesn’t leave any marks?” the woman asked in a tone that Zoe read as disappointment.

“If you want to be marked,” Beachy said with authority. “You’ll do better asking for the whip.”

“But for pure agony, stick with the flogger,” Zoe added with a glance at Beachy.

“Really?” the woman asked, clearly stunned but excited as well.

“Oh, for sure,” Zoe said. “It’s pure pain. Unbelievable.”

Beachy chimed in, “She was begging for him to stop. They all were.”

“All?” The woman asked.

“Once the others saw what she went through,” Beachy said with a nod at Zoe, “they all asked for the same treatment. And once they start in on you, they won’t stop. No safe words apply with the flogger.”

“Seriously?” the woman asked and Zoe wondered if she was going to orgasm right there in her cage. Maybe not right away, but eventually, she decided.

“How long will they leave us here?” Zoe asked Beachy once the woman in the other cage lost interest in their conversation.

“Hard to say. We’ll be down here for a week so I guess it could be a day or two.”

“Don’t we have to go to auction and all?” Zoe asked.

“My guess is we’ll visit the Playroom before we get put on the blocks.” She shuddered–visibly–Zoe saw it, clear as day.

“What is it?”

“I just had a bad experience during filming,” she said softly.

“How bad?” Zoe asked, alarmed.

“Oh, nothing like that,” Beachy said quickly and Zoe breathed a little sigh of relief. “It just… I don’t know. It affected me.”

“Why, do you think?”

“No idea. Maybe I was a slave in a previous life?” She laughed but not like she meant it.

“You think the Playroom will be like it was in the movie?” Zoe asked.

Beachy shrugged. “So far they’ve done a pretty remarkable job of recreating the rest of the environment pretty damn well.”

“You were going to tell me why you agreed to do this, before…” She motioned with her eyes toward the woman who interrupted them. A quick glance surprised Zoe–the woman was masturbating, her fingers between her legs and her eyes closed.

“Yeah, well,” Beachy said before she drew in a breath. “I’ve been waiting for Rodney to offer me a contract on the sequel and he finally did, but it was contingent on my promoting this cruise by participating. Fully.” She cocked an eyebrow.

“Must have been a good offer,” Zoe said with one eyebrow of her own raised.

“It was,” Beachy confirmed. “What did he offer you?”

Zoe sighed. “I didn’t get an offer as much as an ultimatum. I haven’t been at my job all that long. And I don’t have your box office numbers.”

“So, do the cruise or hit the bricks?”

“Something like that. It never was an explicit threat, but…” She offered a sad, crooked smile.

“Fucker,” Beachy muttered. “You know his backstory?”

“Some. Doesn’t he own those hotels?”

“Yeah, but before that…” She was interrupted by another guard approaching outside her cage. Zoe looked up at the man who wielded a baton and was slapping it against his palm.

“Let’s go, you two,” he said just before he knelt down to open Beachy’s cage. Zoe watched and waited as Beachy slid on her rump into the aisle and the guard let the cage door slam shut. Then he opened the front of Zoe’s cage and she crabbed through the opening into the aisle with Beachy.

The cage room hummed with activity as naked ‘slaves’ and Black guards made their way down the rows, in and out of the cages, as still more were entering the processing area for the first time. Zoe and Beachy were directed back to the vestibule that led to the Discipline Room, but where the entrance to the Playroom had also been labeled. Zoe was suddenly struck by the idea that as much as she didn’t want to be tortured, she was almost equally reluctant to be fucked while strapped to a picnic table as Beachy was in the movie. Not that she had any choice in the matter at this point.

“Back there,” the guard told them, and they walked back to the door at the end of the cage room. When it opened, several pairs of slaves and guards exited before Zoe and a clutch of different slaves and guards entered the dim vestibule again. She faced the entrance to the Playroom without being told and soon enough, the crowd of white women and the Black men escorting them split into two groups to file into their respective dungeons.

“Y’all should know the drill by now,” another Black guard in black overalls said over the racket of chains scraping against the metal floor. Some of the women were talking as well but all talking stopped when they saw the two modified picnic tables made famous in the movie. Zoe had checked out the fan groups on social media for the movie and the Playroom was a particular focus of fascination for many of the people who left comments; some of the same women, she had no doubt, who signed up for this deck on this cruise. The hush that fell over the group bordered on reverential. Zoe was just appalled.

The room was lined with chain link cages, same as the Discipline Room. Instead of torture stations, there were two sets of the same oddly shaped tables used in the movie. The first two, identical pairs side by side, looked as if a full sized picnic table had been sawed in half lengthwise so that each table had one bench and a narrow tabletop. The other set looked as if it was originally dissected in much the same way to begin with. But once the table had been bifurcated, hinges and cranks were added to allow the tabletop to be tilted up at a ninety degree angle to the bench. Leather straps hung down from the tabletop where women would be secured.

The sight that appalled Zoe was underneath the tables–the floor was puddled with something that looked like the only thing it could be–semen. Zoe looked at the guards who seemed to be permanently stationed in the room as opposed to the transient guards who walked the slaves into and out of the room. She wanted to scream at them to clean up the mess left behind by the previous group, but her minder was still tapping his baton on his palm, as if he read her mind and was warning her to keep quiet, that slaves, even pretend ones, even pretend slaves who were here under duress, had no say in anything. Zoe looked at the guard, then at the mess on the floor, then at Beachy, who shrugged and moved toward the cage their guard was holding open for her. Zoe moved reluctantly into the cage right next to her.

“Did you see that?” she hissed when the guard moved toward the room’s exit.

Beachy shrugged, then whispered, “I imagine this room gets a lot of usage in the course of a day.”

“I don’t care. It’s disgusting,” Zoe groused.

“Kind of the point, no?” Beachy said with a look. Zoe just stared at her. “Don’t take it personally or you’ll never make it through the week. I only had to do a scene or two a day and if I got upset at the complete absurdity of the whole concept, I would have lost my mind.”

“I still can’t believe people are paying for this.”

“That’s probably part of the appeal. Once you pay for something, it increases in worth to you. They’ve done studies; run experiments and everything. It’s a proven fact.” Beachy shrugged again and nodded over Zoe’s head. “Ask her, she looks like she’s totally into it.”

Zoe turned and looked at the woman in the cage on the other side of her, a young woman, who was staring at the benches with her mouth practically hanging open, her eyes wide. Since she was facing forward, Zoe couldn’t see for a fact but there wasn’t a doubt in her mind that the woman’s pupils were fully dilated even in the harsh fluorescent lighting.

“Hey,” Zoe stage-whispered to the woman, who turned to look at her. “Are you really looking forward to this?” she asked in as neutral a tone as she could manage which she knew wasn’t very neutral at all.

“Oh, fuck, yeah,” the woman gushed, looking even younger now to Zoe. “I can’t wait.”

“Why?” The woman didn’t do a double take but it was close.

“Are you kidding? This is so hot. So hot.” She looked away again, seemingly unwilling to waste her precious time in the legendary Playroom on someone who clearly didn’t get it.

“See what I mean?” Beachy asked from behind Zoe. “It’s a bit of a cult, to be honest. I ran into her type on the promotional tour. This woman at the AVN Awards…”

“That porn thing?” Zoe interrupted.

“Yeah, that. Anyway, this woman approached me to ask me how it was, getting strapped down and fucked like that, and it was pretty clear to me she didn’t want to hear anything but how hot it was.” Beachy cocked an eyebrow and looked past Zoe at the woman in the next cage as if to say, ‘Like her.’

“I must be weird, then,” Zoe muttered, mostly to herself.

“Different strokes for different folks, Zoe. It’s the same in my OnlyFans business. Some guys are so into feet, you wouldn’t believe it. I mean, I’m glad I have feet and all, but for sex? Seriously? I don’t get the attraction but we do big business with foot videos.”

“I had no idea,” Zoe whispered.

“Me neither, until the requests started rolling in.”

“Okay, ladies,” the Black guard who appeared to be in charge said in a voice that commanded attention. “Listen up. We’ll need four of you to begin with, so if anyone wants to volunteer, now’s the time to do it.” He didn’t go on–there was no need to explain as the woman next to Zoe immediately raised her hand as far as her chains would allow, as did the other women who weren’t there under duress. Zoe and Beachy would get to watch the first round.

The guard who made the announcement was helped by three other guards. Each of them released one slave from her cage, removed her chains and strapped her to the tables, the first two on their knees and elbows, the second pair on their backs. As soon as all four were secured, the guards who had escorted them into the Playroom moved toward the rear of the two on their hands and elbows and unbuckled their belts to expose themselves. Zoe watched in amazement and horror as their black erections came into view, the first male sex organs she’d seen since her ordeal began and the first black cocks she’d seen in real life, ever. She didn’t consider herself ‘woke’ exactly but thought she harbored no such racial stereotypes, either. The sight of those black penises, thick, long, intimidating, made her reconsider.

As did the sudden twinge between her thighs.

The first two guards wasted no time penetrating the women strapped into position to accommodate them and Zoe had a better view of the women’s faces than the actual penetration of their sex. She marveled at the way the women reacted–surprise, followed by closed-eye ecstasy as the women rocked their hips to compliment the guards’ thrusts. After a few minutes, the guards exchanged looks and withdrew to the slight protestations from the women that surprised Zoe not at all. The guards held their cocks in their hands as they circled around to present their wet member to the women for fellating, which the women clearly expected and welcomed. Meanwhile, two other guards took up the vacated positions behind the women and proceeded to fuck them in tandem with the first two, something Zoe had seen in the movie but only learned on the fan sites was known as ‘spit-roasting’, a term she’d never heard before.

“Is that as bad as it looks?” Zoe whispered to Beachy without looking away from the action just outside their cages.

“It’s not, really. I kind of enjoyed it.” Zoe looked at the blond movie star as she remembered the scene from the movie and raised an eyebrow. “I did,” she said defensively.

“What about that?” Zoe asked with a nod at the second row of tables, where the women had been secured with straps around their waists and the table cranked until they were lying flat on their backs, their feet attached to the movable bench and raised above their bodies, their vaginas and dark passages splayed open for penetration.

“I didn’t have to do that so I couldn’t really say,” Beachy whispered.

“Will we get a choice?” Zoe asked without taking her eyes off the women.

“Did they?” Beachy countered. Zoe glanced at her and she cocked an eyebrow.

“Fuck,” Zoe said mostly to herself. She’d been asked but never allowed any man to sodomize her in real life. Would she be ass-raped here, not really against her will, but…?

The two guards fucking the women’s mouths withdrew and turned to face the women with their feet pointed at the low ceiling of the Playroom. The supine women looked on with a strange expression of excitement and concern as the guards positioned their wet cocks at their puckers.

“Wait,” the guard who seemed to be in charge said sharply. “I didn’t lube them up.” He stepped into the breach with an industrial size tube of KY to prepare the women for their ordeal. The guards who waited watched patiently until both of the women’s anuses had been lubed generously a few feet from Zoe’s cage. The smell of sex permeated the air.

At the other end of the room, the main door opened and another group of slaves and guards entered. The guards walked the newcomers to empty cages and secured them before joining the other guards at the door. Clearly, it occurred to Zoe, they would stay to participate, and their excited, even jovial demeanors confirmed as much. She wondered if even more guards would arrive to tip the scale even further in their direction.

Zoe’s attention returned to the action directly in front of her cage, where two women were being reamed and two others were being spit-roasted with an almost industrial feel to the proceedings. Was this the Cruise du Kinque equivalent of assembly line sex? Would this continue for the entire week? Was something like this taking place on the other decks of the massive ship? Was her career worth this, whatever this was?

Her attention had drifted, she realized, when it was suddenly pulled back to the two men directly in front of her cage, their faces suddenly tensed, their breathing just as suddenly turned ragged, and their tempo increased as the women matched their excursions if not their onrushing orgasms. For the first time, Zoe realized with a start, she looked at the men’s faces, really looked at them and saw for the first time how utterly human they looked. They were not the faceless automatons she’d imagined them to be at first glance but real men with real jobs to do, however twisted and perverted those jobs struck her. She wondered–and where did that come from?–how the questions about their week would go when they returned to port and normal life: ‘How was your trip, honey?’ or ‘Meet anyone interesting?’, but probably not ‘Fuck anyone in the ass?’

The men who were indeed fucking two passenger/slaves in the ass spasmed and grunted as they orgasmed simultaneously in a way Zoe had never considered before, with each other but not their sexual partners. As the men thrusted and clenched the women moaned but did not climax, of that Zoe was certain. The paying customers in this twisted sexual compact, the women–were being shortchanged, she was sure of it. Bitterly. But the men, whose faces finally relaxed and regained their former professional demeanor as they backed out of the women’s sphincters, tucked their still-erect cocks back into their uniforms and walked away.

They were soon replaced by the two guards who had been skullfucking the other two women but not before Zoe watched in disgust as semen dripped onto the deck below. The parade of guards taking their pleasure of the women strapped in place for them to do so continued apace until it stopped, suddenly and without warning, and the women were released from their bonds.

Zoe watched with growing anxiety as the women were chained and marched back to their cages, dazed, one whimpering, until they were secured and the guards turned their attention to Zoe and Beachy. The door to her cage was pulled open and she was marched into position behind the first table, which allowed her to breathe a sigh of relief that her anal virginity would remain intact, at least for today.

“Kneel there,” the guard in charge of her said as he pointed toward the bench. She knelt on the padded bench and watched with surprising calm as he buckled her legs in place. She leaned forward and placed her elbows on the table with her hands hanging over the edge as the same guard buckled straps across her forearms, securing her firmly but not painfully, for which she was grateful. She wondered briefly if the woman in front of her, her dripping hole just a few feet from Zoe, would be swapped out but no one made a move to do so–apparently, she’d be used for the next round as she was for the first. Zoe shuddered at the thought, but she couldn’t see the woman’s face from this angle. Still, the woman didn’t seem inclined to protest the prospect of her continued service.

As her bonds were secured, Zoe looked to her right to check on Beachy, who was strapped to the other table and was looking back at her. She didn’t smile but her look seemed to indicate that despite her protestations about enjoying the ordeal during the making of the movie, this recreation seemed less enticing to her.

When someone touched Zoe’s sex without warning, she yelped and turned as far as her bonds would allow to see who was fingering her. She couldn’t see who it was but decided it didn’t much matter, so she turned to face forward and closed her eyes. The finger was soon replaced by a penis, gently at first and then with ever-increasing intensity and urgency. Is this what it feels like to be raped? Does it matter?

Gradually, then suddenly, Zoe began to enjoy the cock in her cunt. It was thick, thicker than she’d ever experienced before. It was long but not too long, and gradually her sheath lengthened enough to accommodate it and then tolerate it, even enjoy it. The cock fucked her like she’d never been fucked before and the degradation of her situation began to overwhelm her in a way she never conceived of but was beginning to thrill to. Is this what it means to let go, she wondered. Is this what it means to surrender even when she’s helpless, powerless to resist? Was this insane?

Was she insane?

Almost as suddenly, the cock was withdrawn from her and she moaned in protest. She was distraught. She turned to look but she saw nothing, her eyes unfocused, but no one was there. Until another guard stepped up behind her and uncovered his cock just as someone grabbed her hair and pulled her face forward again and shoved a wet, black cock into her mouth, the same one she realized that had just been in her vagina and was wet with her juices, something she despised but that made all the sense in the world at this moment because she agreed to this and deserved to be degraded like a common slut, like a harlot, like a whore.

Like a sex slave.

The cock in her face was insistent and pushed deep into her mouth, too deep. It bottomed out at the point at which she gagged but the cock in her cunt pushed her forward and buried the cock in her mouth deep in her throat. She struggled to breathe, she struggled to fight back, but her bonds held her tight because of course they did. She couldn’t fight back–she didn’t want to, really–she wanted to be used, to be fucked fore and aft, to be spit-roasted.

She understood now what Beachy meant. She got it. She wouldn’t climax but she didn’t need to. She was content, if such a word could be used in this absurd context, to be used by these nameless Black men, who would never know her name and couldn’t care less, who would fuck her mouth and her pussy until they stopped, not even deigning to cum in her, saving their seed for the woman on the other bench, whose dripping rectum would be blessed with their essence even as Zoe mourned her loss, for that’s what it was–her loss. Her loss.

Her fucking loss.

Oh, god!

God, fucking, damn it!

She’d been mistaken to think she wouldn’t cum. She came hard, harder than she ever thought possible. Waves of release washed over her suddenly, overwhelmingly. And then they were gone and she slumped against her bonds, bereft and alone in a room full of strangers.

Fuck!

Fuck.

Fucking hell…
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