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The Second Voyage of the Cruise du Kinque is approaching an unexpected conclusion!

Jerri Magisteria and Dylan Hightower have unwittingly matched their wedding guests with each other in unexpected locations and with unintended (or are they?) consequences.

Mia Davis discovers things she never knew and never wanted to know about herself.

Meghan Attweiler must finally face her truth, however disturbing and erotic it may be.

Zoe Grayson learns just how powerfully her repressed sexuality distorted her life.

Courtney Austen uncovers the true impact of the ‘visual arts’ in all their infinite glory.

And Rebeka Charger ferrets out the real culprit behind the attempted murder of Diana Entwhistle.
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1 - Sinflix Tonight (Production Meeting)
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“We’ve got a lot to squeeze into a week,” Zoe Grayson said to her staff at their pre-production meeting. The small group of men and women charged with producing the evening show on the studio deck of the SS Sinflix Loviatar was listening attentively as their boss spoke. “And I don’t know how our VIP will react to what we’re going to do to her.”

“Do to her?” Alison Beatty asked. “Where is she, by the way?”

“In her cabin, resting,” Zoe answered with a raised eyebrow. “She had a strenuous afternoon.”

“Which we got great footage of,” said Bob Zimmer, Zoe’s cameraman for the afternoon she spent with Meghan Attweiler.

“Can we use any of it?” Alison asked. “I mean, isn’t she…?”

“She is,” Zoe cut her off. “And we’re definitely using it.”

“Okay,” Alison shrugged. “I’ll let the editing booth know.”

“I already told them,” Zoe said with an impatient tone. “Let’s talk about how we’re going to structure the rest of the week so we can present it to our VIP as a fait acompli.”

“She’ll go for visiting every deck?” Alison asked.

Zoe nodded. “If we tell her that’s what we expect of her, I think she’ll make every effort to comply.” She looked at Bob. “Don’t you agree?”

“Oh, yeah,” he said as he nodded along with her. “She’s all about following orders from what I saw.”

“And will we have time?” Alison asked. Zoe frowned but she understood her assistant director’s concern, as she was responsible for scheduling the woman on each deck, one in the morning and one in the afternoon. The week would be grueling for all involved, none more so than the VIP. Which was fine with Zoe.

“If we have to skip something, we’ll make do,” Zoe said before she flipped to another page in her planner. “What’s the story with the LA detective we have on board? What’s her deal?”

“We’re still trying to understand what’s going on there,” another staffer said. “I’ve got a call in to Security but I haven’t heard back yet.”

“Keep on them,” Zoe said, without looking up. “I don’t want anything getting on the evening news about our girl.”

“Why’s that?” Bob asked before he ducked when Zoe shot him a look. “Sorry.”

“No, it’s fine. I’m just…” She looked around the table. “I got this woman for Rodney and the last thing we need is for something to get out about what we’re…about what she’s doing here. It would be a nightmare to explain.”

“Or it might be just the type of PR Rodney loves,” Alison said with a tentative look at her boss. “I mean, he’s all about pushing the envelope, right?”

“There’s pushing the envelope and then there’s setting it on fire on CNN. I’ll let you figure out where the line separating the two might fall.”

Alison looked at her hands.

“So, what’s tomorrow look like?” Zoe asked the table. “Do we have her booked yet?”

The staff looked around at each other. “Don’t we want to get some indication from her where she wants to go before we book her?” someone asked.

“I don’t want to overload her with choices,” Zoe answered making no effort to hide her impatience. “Slot her on the Gangbang Deck first thing tomorrow morning and we’ll see how she does with that.”

When no one objected, as she expected of them, Zoe closed her planner and stood up.

“I was due in Makeup like ten minutes ago.”


2 - Rebeka (Almost) Cracks the Case
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In her first few weeks with the Los Angeles Police Department’s Wedding Crimes Division, Rebeka Charger would go to the whiteboard in the break room and map things out. Blue marker for the groom, his closest friends, and those who would benefit from seeing him dead (often the same people). Pink for the bride, her friends and enemies. Black for those on the periphery–caterer, photographer, florist, and all the people the bride and groom had (or were still having) sex with. And then, red for normal animals, and black for animals who seemed to know something.

It was a good system, but by her second week on the job, Rebeka had developed (or discovered, more likely) the ability to keep everything in her head–all the people, all the connections, all the animals. Add a new person or animal, uncover a new connection, and all of it could be updated in real-time among her neurons.

True to form, as she reached the Lab Deck on the SS Sinflix Loviatar, Rebeka was maintaining a 3-dimensional model of the attempted murder of Diana Entwhistle.

Really, it was one of the simpler cases, as wedding crimes go. A groomsman named Grey Fieldman didn’t like Diana, a strange but innocuous Southern woman acquainted with everyone in the wedding party.

Fieldman had been creative, Rebeka would give him that. And thorough. While pretending to help set up a wedding shower at Entwhistle’s home the night before, Fieldman had instead:

	Loosened the decorative beams over Diana’s bed to the extent that even the merest tremor would cause them to fall catastrophically 
	Cut through the floor beams, placing termites around the damage to make it look natural 
	Released scorpions from a box with a door that opened on a timer 
	Released poison gas from a canister, also on a timer 
	Manipulated the gas furnace so that, the first time it came on that night, the whole house would blow 


Somehow, fortunately, the woman had survived it all, although she was in the hospital with what she referred to variously as malaise or the vapors.

There was also a strong case of denial raging in the woman’s mind.

No one would try to kill her, insisted Diana, a daughter of wealth from Georgia who seemed to have made a career out of making friends and networking with people in Southern California.

So Rebeka was on her own, no help from the victim, just a lot of clues, one obvious suspect, and a wedding party who had all decided to celebrate the upcoming nuptials by embarking on the Cruise du Kinque, a bizarre sex cruise of some kind.

So Rebeka, armed only with her talents for interrogation, and a conceptual model of the case floating around in her head, had taken an LA Police chopper across the water, and was onboard now, working her way through the wedding party, starting with the two youngest members.

And this is where things got interesting. For several reasons.

First of all, her two initial witnesses were together. And not just together. Together together. They were both naked, in what sort of looked like a doctor’s office, with an exam chair the girl was sitting on–feet in stirrups, legs splayed–while the boy stood between her thighs, his soft, wet penis suggesting they had very recently finished what they were doing, at least for the moment. Which was a relief for Rebeka.

Second, the girl was chained to the exam chair. And, okay, people did that. Some women welcomed that.

But this was a teenager.

Third, the couple was being attended by a second male-female couple, both dressed like doctors, standing on either side of the exam chair.

So this was a sex boat, and some sex was happening, and in the end, that’s all this was, Rebeka assured herself. She needed to focus, because she’d just been handed a major clue, courtesy of the girl.

It had happened a few seconds after Rebeka walked in in her blue dress and the white belt from which her police credentials swung.

“Oh my god, is she dead?” the girl had nearly screamed.

Guilty knowledge. That was the technical term for it. The girl–Gallant, her name was–knew something she wasn’t supposed to know.

“Is who dead?” Rebeka had shot back immediately, despite the distractions.

The girl’s next actions manifested textbook guilty knowledge.

She blanched. She looked away. She pleaded ignorance.

“I don’t know,” she said.

Guilty knowledge.

Immediately, the 3-dimensional case conception whirling in Rebeka’s head adjusted with admirable efficiency: Gallant Fender and Grey Fieldman weren’t just in the same wedding. They were, obviously, lovers. The how and why of their twisted relationship didn’t matter. What mattered was that Grey had talked to Gallant, and Gallant had remembered:

I am going to kill Diana Entwhistle.

Just a few more questions and this case was as good as closed. The poor girl was an open book.

“I assume you know Grey Fieldman?” Rebeka asked.

“No,” Gallant huffed frantically.

“Grey Fieldman,” Rebeka repeated with a tunnel-vision attention on the girl. “You were at a party with him last night.”

“How do you know that?” the girl asked.

Rebeka just stared.

“He didn’t do it,” Gallant blurted.

“Didn’t do what?” Rebeka asked, eyes boring through the girl’s eyes and directly into her brain. Poor thing. It was almost too easy.

Rebeka was waiting for the answer when something odd occurred. Her upper arm was grabbed. Tightly. Ouch. That was gonna leave a bruise. Her eye-to-eye interrogation of Gallant Fender was suddenly over. Some force was driving her from the girl’s presence, through the door, into the hall.

Rebeka refocused, found herself staring into the furious eyes of a pseudo-doctor in a white pseudo-doctor coat.

“Hi,” he said, smiling in a way that was not a smile at all, and saying “Hi” in a way that was not the way people say “Hi” when they actually mean “Hi” as in “Hi.”

Rebeka just stared at the man, lost, waiting to see where this was going.

“Wrong deck wrong script wrong scene,” he hissed.

“Uh . . .” Rebeka stammered back. “What?”

“Go back to your manager so you can figure out where you fucked this up,” the man said. The door to the clinic room had been closed, but he was still speaking under his breath. Furiously.

Rebeka struggled to conceptualize. There was some kind of confusion going on, somewhere. She’d been about to get a full confession from the murderer’s abettor, if not co-conspirator, and now something very different was happening.

This man, whoever he was, had just placed his hands forcibly on an officer of the Los Angeles Police Department. So that was one problem, and it could be solved quickly and decisively with the application of her taser, which rested in her right skirt pocket. But as soon as she did that, communication would cease. And this man, whoever he was, whatever he was working on, might have information.

Be firm. See if you can make him understand. And get back into that room and finish plumbing the depths of that girl’s guilty knowledge.

Rebeka’s phone rang. She pulled away from the man, withdrew her phone from her pocket, glanced at the still seething fake doctor.

“I need to take this,” she said, lifting it to her ear. “Yeah?”

“Hey, Rebeka, it’s Dempsey, calling about the Entwhistle case.”

“Whatcha got?” she said quietly.

“Brake line,” he said. “Someone got under her car and cut into it.”

“Fieldman did that one too?” she exclaimed before she could stop herself.

“Doesn’t look like it,” Dempsey said. “We don’t track his phone to it. But we’ve got someone else who was out there, one of the people at the party.”

“Who?” Rebeka demanded. “Who?”

The line went dead.

“Hello?” Rebeka shouted. “Hello? Who! WHO!!!”

“Excuse me,” said a woman’s voice.

Rebeka whirled, coming face to face with two women, one clothed, one completely nude, the clothed one holding the end of a chain that ran to someplace between the naked woman’s legs.

“Are you a police officer?” the naked woman asked while the clothed woman rolled her eyes. “Because I need you to find the babies they’re keeping on this ship . . . for Satanic sacrifices.”

Oh, holy fuck.


3 - Sinflix Tonight
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“Good evening, everyone, and welcome to the latest edition of Sinflix Tonight,” an attractive young blond woman in a bland but expensive navy pantsuit told the camera warmly. “I’m your host, Zoe Grayson, and we’re coming to you tonight live from our studios on the SS Sinflix Loviatar on the first night of the second voyage of the Cruise du Kinque.

“Tonight we have a very special guest, who, to protect her identity, we will refer to her simply as…” The host of Sinflix Tonight turned to the woman sitting across from her. “What shall we call you?”

Meghan Attweiler’s eyes went wide. She was a mom, a wife, a Christian, a school board member, and a proud founder of California’s Freedom Moms, part of a national, Jesus-driven campaign to clean up the public schools.

But she was also a vessel here, a spiritual agent on a mission to shut down the Cruise du Kinque, a floating, 16-deck shrine to . . . well, what exactly was it a shrine to? The more time she spent on the ship, the less certain she was about what she was fighting. Satan was her one-word answer when she’d embarked on the first cruise two weeks ago. And if Satan took the form of unbridled sexuality, a range of kinks that had never crossed her mind, one wet orgasm after another . . . yes, this was Satan’s little boat. But Meghan had partaken. She had indulged. To fit in, yes, to further her calling, certainly. But her orgasms were real. And they felt good. And they’d been given to her by girls. And boys. Boys she wasn’t married to. With their penises.

And she just kept on loving Jesus. More than ever.

So what was Meghan Attweiler?

Who was Meghan Attweiler?

Zoe was waiting for an answer.

“Maggie,” she blurted.

“Maggie it is,” Zoe said amiably.

“Okay,” Meghan said. “Thanks.”

“Today you visited your old haunts on the Milking Deck. What were your impressions after a week away?”

“Okay,” Meghan said, smiling a little abashedly and staring into the middle distance. “I guess . . . how different it was. But still the same.”

“Different in what ways?”

“Well, it’s a milking deck,” Meghan said. “You get milked there. That seems different, right?”

“I suppose so,” Zoe said. “Was it different from the last time you were there, though?”

“That’s the thing,” Meghan said, focusing on Zoe now, eyes almost wistful. “After seven days of it, it became a new . . .” Meghan laughed at herself, “a new normal. Does that make sense? I just slipped right back into it.”

“Like riding a bicycle,” Zoe said, nodding. “It didn’t take long for you to get used to the, uh, boosts, either.” Zoe tried not to smile but failed.

Meghan recoiled, sudden fear in her eyes, before she regained her composure. She had her reasons for what she’d done on the Milking Deck. Good reasons. Godly reasons. But other people probably wouldn’t understand.

“Boost,” she said, as though hearing the word for the first time. “I guess . . . some people did that, or something.”

“We have some footage of that,” Zoe said as she looked offstage and signaled one of the crew. “Roll tape?”

Meghan’s face went blank as she turned her eyes to the monitor.

A woman on all fours with her face turned away from the camera had been chained in place by the neck and extremities while attached to milking equipment, and at the moment she was accepting a rather large and fully engorged penis in her mouth while another one entered her from behind. The portal of entry was not made clear in the video but the woman’s enthusiastic response was perfectly clear. She rocked in concert with her boosters until everyone was spent, which took no more than a minute or two.

“You seem to be well-boosted here, Maggie,” Zoe smiled. “Was that why you wanted to go back, first thing, first day?”

Meghan returned her attention to Zoe. “That wasn’t me,” she said stonily.

“Oh, okay,” Zoe smirked. “Sure.”

“But I found out about the babies,” Meghan said.

Change the subject. Move on. Witness. Jesus, give me strength.

“What did you find out?” Zoe asked.

“I was very concerned about that,” Meghan said, turning to look into the camera. “I was afraid . . . I think a lot of people were . . . that you might have infants on the ship, being prepared for . . . well, I don’t know. But they were getting the milk. That’s the reason for the Milking Deck. And so I was serving here, serving God, to find them if they were here. But they aren’t. I talked to a, a Los Angeles police detective. I had her, you know, I sort of had her investigate it. Or look into it. And she did. And she told me, no. No babies here. So that was really good. A relief. But I had to be sure. That’s why I’m here. To protect them. The babies.”

Meghan leaned back into her chair, breathed out. She seemed relieved, almost. Cathartic, and she smiled dazedly at Zoe. “So I guess that’s . . . that’s all you wanted to talk about?”

“Well, now that you’re satisfied there aren’t any babies,” Zoe deadpanned. “What else would you like to explore as our guest? We have a range of options for you to choose from.”

Meghan crossed her arms, looked down at her lap, breathed in.

“I still want to, I’m still serving God here,” she said, looking up at Zoe, at the camera, at Zoe again. “And I think there might be some . . . well, evil. You shouldn’t be . . . you might be leading people astray. But to fight evil, you have to understand it. So I’m here. And I want to see all the decks. Maybe from the top down . . . but not the Milking Deck. Since I . . . since I know about that already.”

Zoe sighed. “Everyone here, Maggie, has a pretty good idea of what we have to offer, and they paid a lot of money to be here. Everyone but you, of course.” She leaned forward. “Why is that evil? We’re just giving people what they want. Including you.”

“Well . . . sex,” Meghan said, as though the answer were obvious, but her face conveyed a diffidence that made clear she was no longer certain of that. Or anything, really.

Zoe stared at Meghan for a long moment before she made an executive decision about the woman. She smiled, although even she could sense there was no warmth in her smile.

“I think you’d like me to take charge of your itinerary, Maggie,” she said in a hard voice. “I think you need me to take over, don’t you?” Without waiting for an answer, she turned to her assistant director.

“Set her up for the Gangbang Deck first thing and we’ll talk about the rest of her week later.”


4 - Dylan and the Adult Products
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Dylan Hightower, engaged to marry Jerri Magisteria within a few months, had suspected when he booked his space on the Adult Products Deck that sex of some kind would be involved. What kind of sex wasn’t clear to him, but it was one of the last spaces available, and he wanted to give the rest of his wedding party decks that sounded more interesting. For Heck, his best man, he’d reserved a space on the Breeding Deck. Grey went to Gangbang. And Drake, his 18-year-old nephew, had gotten a space on the Lab Deck. Actually, the Lab Deck sounded pretty tame too, even boring. But hey, the kid was barely out of high school. If he spent the week mixing chemicals and recording fruit fly reproduction, he’d still have fun. Probably. And maybe just maybe, he’d get laid. There had to be girls on the Lab Deck. Hadn’t he been talking to one before they’d all gone to their cabins? A naked girl, in fact? Maybe she was a dancer or something. You go to the lab, and then you go to a strip club, just like a real scientist.

And, oh yes, there were girls on the Adult Products Deck. And there were adult products on the Adult Products Deck. Adult products, as in a veritable arsenal of orgasmic accoutrement. Dildos, but not just any dildos. Dick holders, but nothing run-of-the-mill there. Butt plugs designed by an infinite number of extremely troubled monkeys. There were shapes, sizes and mechanical capabilities that shouldn’t be in the same room with a human being, much less shoved up one of their orifices or wrapped around their members. There were creams, lubes, ropes and chains and external stimulation concepts that probably could be prosecuted as crimes in most countries and some American states.

But they all worked, as least as far as Dylan was concerned. They all freaking worked.

That wasn’t even the biggest kink of this deck, however, because the way they were testing everything out was a kink all its own.

There’d been a class at the start, early the first afternoon, men and women there, and that’s where it was made very clear to Dylan he was not here to investigate the relative effectiveness of adult diaper brands, or the best flavors of dietary supplements for active seniors.

The meeting kicked off with a presentation from Sally, a no-nonsense, big-busted brunette in a business skirt and coat, who spoke from a small stage and started with “Who’s read the book for this deck?”

About half the 70 or so guests raised their hands, and some giggled or snorted in a way Dylan found suggestive but meaningless, given he hadn’t read the book himself.

But Sally stayed serious, and she never broke character. She seemed to be portraying a rep of some kind, and she delivered her lines with confidence, sincerity and impressive projection, no microphone needed.

Adult product testing was a serious undertaking, she said, providing critical information to a growing industry already worth billions of dollars. Every tester needed to stay focused on their role in evaluating new product concepts, and that meant absolute respect from every other evaluator, because a lot of the testing would be done in big rooms full of people. Don’t say anything stupid. Don’t laugh. Don’t stare. If you can’t manage that, you’re gone. No questions asked, you’ll just be quietly escorted back to your room to pack your things, and then it’s off to the Safeword Deck.

“Everyone here is beautiful,” Sally announced, eyes surveying a room with its share of people who didn’t fit classic notions of attractiveness. “Everyone here is sexy. If you can tell us what feels good, you’re an expert. Follow instructions, answer questions when you’re asked, and if you need to orgasm, just try to let us know before stuff starts coming out.”

That last line prompted tension-breaking laughter, but Sally didn’t crack a smile, didn’t reveal any amusement as she continued, “This can be an issue for either gender. Females testing a particularly impactful device will sometimes find themselves ejaculating for the first time, or releasing more than expected. In fact, the biggest difference between male and female ejaculation isn’t speed or volume, it’s direction. Females tend to expel primarily between the legs or slightly upwards, while males . . .”

Here Sally seemed to feel that a physical representation would convey more information than mere words, so she waved a hand over her head, then tapped her face, her chest and belly, and the room was already erupting in laughter before she gestured to the left and right.

Yes, male cum could go anywhere. Everywhere. During a single orgasmic occasion. Dylan laughed along with everyone else, although he wasn’t sure why it was funny. A consultant in software experience architecture, he tended to look for the big picture, the reasons behind things, the inner workings of the mind. His mind had been constrained of late, not operating with its usual freedom due to some things going on in his life, so this was something he needed, just a little raw carnality to remind him of simpler things, more basic things, and between forays into the science of human behavior, he couldn’t help wondering about Sally’s tits. Her white blouse didn’t quite fit around them, buttons straining, her coat angled sharply on either side of her chest.

Dylan’s mind was wandering from one place to the next, from Sally’s body to the nature of sex to the fact people were going to be watching him test sexual products, possibly to the point of orgasm, so he wasn’t sure what was going on with Sally when she unbuttoned her coat and hung it on a clothes rack at the back of the stage.

“. . . who is one of our research directors,” she was saying, “and many of you will be working with him.”

Sally crouched, unlatched her pumps, stood and carried them over to the clothes rack.

“So we’re going to go through a few quick product assessments, to give you an idea of what to expect.

Sally was barefoot now, and with her coat off, her curves further revealed themselves, both top and bottom, fore and aft.

She wasn’t done, Dylan noted with vague alarm. Starting at the top button of her blouse, she worked her way down, slipped out of the garment and hung it up. Her bra was white. And also straining.

A man entered the room, in a generic white doctor’s coat, early 30s and energetic, hopping up on the stage two steps at a time.

“Matt Reeves, everyone,” Sally said, clapping her hands, and the rest of the room followed suit while Sally twisted to lower the zipper on the left side of her skirt.

“Hello, everyone, thanks for agreeing to help out,” he said, stepping toward the front of the stage. “I’m Matt Reeves, one of the senior researchers here. Most of you will be working with me at some point during the week. So we’re going to give you an idea of what to expect.”

Sally was still undressing at the back of the stage. In fact, she was done undressing. After her skirt had come off, she’d removed her bra, pushed her light blue panties down. Dylan studied her body. Breasts as full as her straining shirt had hinted. Big rear. Maybe a little bigger than necessary. Pubic hair trimmed into a neat triangle. Was this a strip show? Was she a stripper? But she’d undressed without any fanfare. There was no music. She wasn’t dancing. She stepped up next to Matt.

“Okay,” Matt said, “does anyone notice anything about Sally that makes her right for adult product testing?”

Nobody said anything, of course. Dylan had thoughts, but he kept them to himself.

“She’s female,” Matt said. “That’s one of the groups we’re looking for. Females. And then, also, males.”

Everyone kept staring.

“They never laugh at that one,” Matt said in a stage whisper to Sally.

“It’s probably your delivery,” Sally deadpanned.

A few chuckles, and some shifting in seats, among both the males and females. Dylan was enjoying the unobstructed inspection of Sally’s body, but he wasn’t getting worked up yet. You could just barely see the crease beneath her pubic hair, and he knew what it led to, a hole he’d love to explore. But right now, she was just another naked girl. He could look at those all day on the internet.

There was a third person on the stage now, Dylan noticed, eyes wandering. It was another female, white, blonde and petite, and wearing what looked like a black bikini, or just black bra and panties. Dylan stared at her, because he wanted to see her naked too. But she wasn’t undressing, just rolling up a sort of massage table and a cart from where they’d been waiting at the back of the stage. She used her bare left foot to lock the wheels of the massage table, withdrew to the back of the stage, and Sally clambered up onto the table, her arms behind her so she could rest on her elbows.

“We’re going to try two new dildo designs today,” she announced while Matt studied the contents of the cart.

Still looking out at the guests, she spread her legs, giving Dylan and everyone else within five seats of his on either side a full view of her vulva, her lips, the place where the penis goes.

Now Dylan was shifting in his seat too.

A man and woman who seemed to be a couple, maybe husband and wife, looked at each other, the woman with an indulgent smile, the man looking slightly pained.

“The first toy features a very unusual texture,” Matt said, holding up a white dildo and drawing all of Dylan’s attention back to him and Sally. “Alright, Sally, give it a try and tell us what you think.”

Sally took the dildo from him, opened her legs widely enough that every passenger could see her slit now, at least in profile. She angled her torso up, contorting so that one elbow was still propping her up, using that hand to spread her lips while her other hand drove the toy into her female opening. Her right hip was also up, one leg against the table, the other raised high so that everyone still had a full view of her pink doors as the dildo splayed them wide.

Now was the time for this to descend to burlesque, Dylan thought. Start with a desperate groan, force the toy all the way into your female essence, writhe and shake and act a little like you’re being killed. But no, Sally did not do any of those things. Yes, one hand was pushing the toy into her, but her face was one of . . . concentration. Either she was studying it or making a good show of studying it. She pushed it all the way in, pulled it almost all the way out, repeated three more times with the same attentive demeanor before she looked up at Matt.

“Overall, I like it,” she said. “But it’s a little rough against my walls.”

She looked at the ceiling while she slid it twice more in and out of her vagina. “I could see using this one maybe once a week, for a shorter session.”

“Twist it,” Matt said.

Sally grabbed the base, and Dylan watched her hand rotate, almost a half turn, and her upper leg straightened briefly, spasming, it seemed, as though the texture of that toy had provoked a generalized reflex.

“Oooh,” Sally said approvingly. “Okay, that worked.”

Was her reaction rehearsed? Dylan didn’t know, and he didn’t care. He desperately wanted to masturbate. Now. Or take the place of that dildo in Sally’s hole. He wouldn’t last long.

People started leaving. Several men got up to exit, most executing bent, stilted walks of shame whose meaning Dylan could almost feel. An older and younger woman Dylan suspected might be mother and daughter rose, their expressions flat. Were they going back to their cabin to sulk, masturbate, or have sex? Dylan wanted it to be the latter. Shorn of any sense of propriety, he imagined the two females making love. A little mother-daughter bonding, nothing wrong with that. His cock was really starting to hurt.

Should he follow the exodus, go to his own small, single room, and take matters into his own hands? But no, curiosity overrode physical urges. What was going to happen next? Was the small blonde in the bikini going to get involved in some way?

And then, what did this all mean for him? He didn’t want Matt or someone like Matt just standing there watching while he got off. Or was he going to be one of the people like Matt, supplying women with sex toys while they got off and he watched and didn’t get off (until later)? It was better than a strip show, but still.

Done with his reverie, Dylan looked up. The show, or demonstration, or training session (what was it, really?) seemed to be running out of steam. People continued exiting in ones or twos, maybe to masturbate, maybe because they were bored. Sally was still up there, attended by Matt, working something else up her sex, not thrusting it but just holding it in position. Dylan heard a hum and guessed it was coming from the second toy, a vibrator, maybe, or something with one of those little attachments that pounded the clitoris. Her hand was in the way so he couldn’t quite tell.

Was the payoff coming? Was Sally finally going to react? Cum? Scream? It didn’t seem like it. She was just staring at the wall, as impassive as before. Maybe she might have been clenching her jaw a little, and there might have been some back and forth motion in her hips and pelvis, but look at something long enough, even if it’s real and right in front of you and very sexy, and if it doesn’t change it’s like looking at a picture.

Dylan sought out and quickly found the girl in the bikini. She was still on the stage, hovering in the background. Dylan’s hopes were fading that she might be brought into the demonstration in some way, stripping and coupling with Sally, or finding her own joy with some adult product.

Was she shaved? Dylan wondered. Sometimes you could tell by looking at that place on a girl’s panties, or at their bikini bottoms. He couldn’t tell. His gaze wandered up. Her belly was flat, her breasts were smallish but very round, her neck was long, her eyes were . . . looking straight into Dylan’s.

Or were they? You couldn’t always be sure. The back of the stage was a little dark.

And then she smiled. There was more emotion on her face in that moment than Sally had expressed since she’d taken off her clothes. She was smiling at Dylan. She crossed the stage, still looking at Dylan. Meanwhile, some other females had entered the room, one in a bikini, two topless, just wearing panties. They were making their way around the room, speaking quietly to the passengers who were still there. But Dylan had eyes only for the small blonde, and she seemed to have eyes only for him, and in another moment she was in the aisle near his seat, looking at him.

“Hey,” she said, her voice small, musical. “I’m Charity.”

“Hi, Charity, Dylan.”

“Can you help me do some tests?” she asked.

“On what?” he asked.

“We’re trying out some new condom concepts. Comparing with and without.”

“So, bare?” Dylan said. “I mean, when you say without, you mean . . .”

“Yeah,” she said, nodding earnestly, her voice a little breathy.

“I can,” he said, and he stood, knowing the bulge in his pants was showing, and she looked at it and didn’t seem to mind.

And to the lab they went. And by the time he got to bed that night after his first day on the ship, his mind had been blown. With six more days to go.


5 - Mia Seeks Frustration
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“Where did you get it?” Mia Davis asked her new friend and roommate, Belle Gonzales. The two women were sitting in the same Day Room they visited the prior day. Both were wearing chastity belts, but Belle’s was different from the one that Mia wore. She had finally found the room where you could be fitted with a specialize belt known as The Frustrator.

“It’s a little further down the corridor from where we went yesterday,” Belle said as she sat at the small cafe table in the Day Room. She was up and gone before Mia woke up from her night in their shared cabin. Now Mia knew where the woman went.

“Are you frustrated yet?” Mia asked, still unsure of how the device worked and still unsure as to why anyone would want to wear it, let alone be locked in for the foreseeable future.

Belle smiled. “No, it hasn’t activated yet,” she explained patiently. Mia liked Belle for her seemingly endless supply of patience. So few people had been so patient with Mia in her life and if there was a place in the world she needed as much patience as was available, it was on the SS Sinflix Loviatar and the Cruise du Kinque.

“When and how does that happen?” Mia asked. She was still wearing the same chastity belt she’d been fitted with yesterday morning even though she had quickly earned enough money to unlock her key box and remove the belt. Mia had little interest in removing the belt. The whole reason for being here, other than the availability of a bondage specialist for her afternoon rope session, was to be belted and locked.

“Well, I was told that my number will appear on the board now that I’m here in the Day Room,” Belle said as she motioned at the large digital display where unseen Bondage Club members could offer money to the women in the room to perform various tasks to unlock their Key Boxes and hence their belts. “Once I’m noticed, the members can pay to frustrate me.”

“How?” Mia asked innocently. She had only yesterday familiarized herself with the bidding system, where members offered payment for the women in the Day Room to fondle and kiss each other on one of the many Kissing Couches that lined the large room. Frustration was a natural part of that process as all the women who were paid to have fun were prevented from touching their genitals. But Belle’s Frustrator was a self-contained unit which Mia had no knowledge of, or experience with.

“As I said yesterday,” Belle said with another patient smile but no impatience in her tone, “the device is difficult to explain but easy to understand when they show it to you in the Fitting Room. We’ll go there if you want one for yourself and you’ll see.”

“But it’s just inside you?” Mia askes. Belle’s belt looked something like Mia’s but the contraption that was to be the source of Belle’s frustration was hidden from view, secreted in her body, Mia assumed.

“It is,” Belle said with a sudden flush and a slight gasp. “Oh, I think they know I’m here now.” She closed her eyes and slumped down in the cafe chair, as if to allow her nether regions more room. She gasped again as Mia watched in awe and wonder.

“What’s happening?” Mia whispered fervently.

“It’s moving inside me,” Belle said without opening her eyes.

“Inside you where?”

“Fore and aft, with another something on my clit just for good measure.” She gasped again and then settled, as if whatever had been happening had ceased to happen. Nothing was evident to Mia except for a sudden relief on Belle’s face.

“What’s it like?” Mia asked after she had waited what seemed like a respectful amount of time.

“It’s as advertised, for sure,” Belle said with eyes alert and alive. “It’s almost as if it can read my mind. As soon as I got excited, it slowed down. And when I calmed down, it picked up again. All in the space of what, two minutes?” She rolled her eyes. “This is diabolical.” She clapped her hands in front of her face and laughed.

“You like it?” Mia asked, astonished. “Why?”

“I don’t know but it’s so deliciously frustrating.” Belle looked at the board with its numbers and flashing lights. “I don’t know where I am on there but someone knows I’m here, that’s for sure.”

A woman is suddenly standing next to Mia. “Are you Belle?” the woman asked.

“I am,” Belle said as she turned to the woman. “And you are…?”

“I’m Sharon Glass. I’m one of the coordinators on this deck. You’re wearing a Frustrator, I see?”

“Yes,” Belle said, clearly distracted again by whatever the belt was doing to her, Mia decided. “Is something wrong?”

“Oh, no,” Sharon said with a smile. “We just figured out last trip that the women who were fitted with Frustrators needed a little extra attention at first, to get the lay of the land, so to speak.” Sharon lifted a tablet Mia hadn’t noticed at first and manipulated the display for a few seconds, and Belle sighed audibly. “I took the liberty of shutting your device down for a few minutes so we could talk about how all this works.” She motioned to the board and Belle nodded.

“Yes, that would be lovely,” Belle said with a shy smile. “I’m a little lost to be honest.”

“That’s perfectly understandable,” Sharon said as she turned to take an empty chair from a neighboring table. “Mind if I sit?” she asked without waiting to be invited before sitting down. She scooted the chair towards the table and perched the tablet on it.

“Why didn’t they explain things at her fitting?” Mia asked a little too harshly, she decided, too late to do anything about it. “I mean…”

“No, you’re absolutely right,” Sharon said to Mia. “We’re still learning how to best do things in this environment. We don’t offer Frustrators at the hotel Chastity Rooms so this is all new to us.”

“Why not?” Mia asked.

“It’s not part of our world,” Sharon said. “These are from the Domestic Slave Deck. Once we heard about them we felt we had to offer them here but it’s a process.” She turned to Belle. “So, what questions do you have for me?”

“How is it activated?” Belle asked as she motioned at the display on the wall. “They told me it was all through that board but I don’t really get how it works.”

“The members have all been told that they can pay to activate your device, in much the same way they can offer rewards for belted women to spend time on the sofa.” She motioned at two near-naked women in the throes of kissing and petting each other as Mia had yesterday with…what was her name?

“So, I’m paid to be frustrated?”

“Seventy-five percent of what’s offered, same as the pairings,” Sharon said. “The house takes 25% of all offers.”

“What’s to prevent them from offering a low amount and driving her crazy all day?” Mia asked.

“We set the rates, based on the feedback from the Frustrator itself. We don’t want to get anyone in trouble or anything.” Sharon said with some barely-concealed annoyance. “Do you have any other questions for me, Belle?”

“Where’s the Climax Room?” she asked in a soft voice. “Just so I know.”

“It’s next to the fitting room where you had got the Frustrator in the first place. But remember, once you use the Climax Room, you’re done with the Frustrator. You can go back to a regular chastity belt like hers but you can’t get another Frustrator.”

“I understand,” Belle said. “Thank you so much for stopping by, Sharon. This has been most helpful.”

The woman stood to leave and offered her hand to Belle. “My pleasure, and be sure to look for me if you need anything else.”

“I’d like to get a Frustrator,” Mia almost yelled at the woman. “If that’s okay.”

“Certainly,” Sharon said with a forced smile. “I’ll walk you there myself.”

“Are you sure, Mia?” Belle asked. “It’s… a lot, you know.”

“I understand,” Mia said as she stood to go with her new guide.

“Come on, then,” Sharon said as she led the way out of the Day Room.

“Can I ask you something?” Mia asked when she caught up to the woman, who seemed to be trying to leave her behind.

“Sure,” Sharon said perfunctorily. “What is it?”

“What is the Climax Room?”

Sharon gave her a look. “Well, you know what the Frustator is all about, apparently.” Mia nodded. “When you’ve had enough, you can go to the Climax Room and they’ll do what they did in the book, to Hannah.”

“I didn’t read the book,” Mia admitted.

“Oh, okay. Well, you should. It’s in the Female, Recreational series by Badger Therese, the fourth volume, I believe, named Gargoyles. Anyway, at the end of the chapter where the main character had been subjected to the Frustrator, she was, shall we say, unfrustrated.” Sharon laughed but Mia didn’t quite get it.

“So, they gave her an orgasm?”

“Oh, not just any orgasm, hon. They almost killed her. Not literally, but from what I’ve heard, it’s quite an experience. Life changing, you might say.”

“Why’s that?” Mia asked, feeling twingy and not able to do anything about it as she was still wearing her belt.

“Because the device is designed to…” She looked at Mia. “Here we are,” she said as she pointed at a Fitting Room door. “They’ll fill you in, I’m sure.” She waved and walked off.

Mia looked at the sign and the door and screwed up her courage and walked inside.

“Take a number and a seat,” a stout, middle-aged Black woman in the deck’s standard uniform of white polo shirt and jeans said to her. “We’ll be with you shortly,” she added before she turned back to the naked, dark-haired white woman–tall, attractive, and nervous–who stared at Mia self-consciously.

The large room was filled with such pairings of women, one cruise employee, one mostly naked passenger, Mia assumed, in various stages of being fitted with specialized chastity belts. Mia looked for someone, anyone, who was wearing a standard belt as she was but saw none. She looked around for the ubiquitous deli-style number dispensers used throughout the popular fitting rooms on the deck, found one and took a number and a seat.

She watched the original pair return to their task at hand, fitting the white woman with a Frustrator. Mia assumed the passenger had already had the functionality of the device explained to her since she asked no questions as the Black woman held the belt for her to step into. Once it was buckled into place, Mia got her first look at the two attachments that went inside the belt and would presumably do the bulk of the frustrating, although she wondered again why anything was needed in the dark passage. Mia had never contemplated ass-play when she masturbated and was surprised that was even an option, although she freely admitted, if only to herself, that her sexual knowledge of her body was almost exclusively self-taught and hence self-discovered, and like the pre-Columbus explorers of those ancient days she learned about in school, it never occurred to her to venture so far afield from the accepted wisdom without a guide to show her the way.

“Does that feel like it’s seated properly?” the Black woman asked as she locked the larger device in place without waiting for an answer. The white woman merely nodded as she shimmied a bit to help it seat properly, whatever that meant, Mia decided. As the pair continued to talk, Mia was distracted by other women’s numbers being called as the room churned through the half-dozen women who had been waiting to be fitted when Mia arrived. She watched the counter on the wall as it approached her number and felt a surge of anticipation with a feeling of wish-fulfillment when the brunette white passenger thanked the Black crew member for her help and Mia’s number came up next.

“Step up on the platform, Miss,” the Black woman said without introducing herself. “And I do hope you have the key to this one,” she said, not hiding her impatience as she pointed at the belt around Mia’s waist and genitals.

“Right here,” Mia said as she produced the key she had in the pouch used by all of the mostly naked women on the deck. Her attendant snatched the key from her to unlock her belt, but left Mia to remove it herself. When she had peeled the contraption from her body, the attendant showed Mia her first close up view of The Frustrator.

“Do you want to get banded?” the Black woman asked.

“What’s that?”

“I can put a small plastic band around your clit and your nipples. Most women don’t want that much stimulation but it’s up to you.” The woman looked at her passively.

“Can I see them?” Mia asked.

“Sure.” She turned to the small cabinet next to the platform and showed Mia three bands, two of them clear and one black. They looked like they wouldn’t fit around her pinky and she looked at the woman with questioning eyes.

“It just keeps everything erect and available,” she said impatiently. “If you want the full Hannah experience…” She didn’t explain, which confused Mia even more.

“Hannah? From the books?”

“That’s right.”

“I didn’t read the books,” Mia confessed. “But I’ll take the bands.”

“Suit yourself,” the woman said as she put the clear bands aside and knelt down to examine Mia’s vulva. “Spread your legs apart for me.” Mia complied and the woman spread Mia’s lips with one hand and tapped her clitorus with the back of her forefinger. Mia startled but didn’t move away, much as she wanted to.

“Will it hurt?” she asked.

“No, but hold still.” The women slipped the band around Mia’s delicate flesh.

“Uh,” Mia said, pulling her middle away instinctively.

“Okay, next the belt,” the woman said and picked up a leather chastity belt. She wrapped it around Mia’s waist and buckled it, then opened the plastic cup that covered her vulva.

“It opens?” Mia asked, astonished.

“I’ll lock it once I insert the rest of the equipment.” She reached for something. “Turn around so I can insert the anal rod first.”

“Can I see it?” Mia asked timidly. The woman held up a small rod twisting no more than two inches from a small black base. “That goes up my rear?”

“Uh, huh.” She motioned with her finger for Mia to turn around, so she did. She bent at the waist and winced as the rod was inserted through the standard hole in the belt and into her anus. She tightened her hole and found it mildly distracting at worst.

“Alright, turn around and stand up straight.”

Mia obeyed and watched as the woman unlocked the plastic panel over her vulva, let it swing open, and she raised up a twisty rod much longer than the first.

“Is that going in me?” Mia asked breathlessly. It was about five inches long, loosely spiraled, its tip doubled over on itself, with clamps on three sides and what seemed to be the housing for the mechanism inside, small gears visible through holes on the top and bottom. A much smaller rod protruded from the fourth side of the base. The woman inserted it slowly into her vagina and clamped it in place.

“How does that feel?” the woman asked and Mia nodded. “Seated well?” She nodded again, now understanding the question. “Okay, I’m going to run a quick test on you then.” She turned to the small table and picked up her phone, slid her finger across the screen, and the rods inside Mia’s body came alive.

“Oh,” Mia said softly. Each rod moved in turn, one finishing before the other began, the last one bumping her clit before the anal rod began again. “Oh,” she said a little more loudly.

“Okay, now I’ll need to see your breasts,” the woman said as she turned away toward the table again. Mia looked at her, confused. She was naked from the waist up. Why couldn’t the woman see her breasts?

“Bend at the waist a little for me,” the woman said after she had picked up the clear bands. She slipped one on her left nipple and it engorged obscenely as soon as the woman let it go. Mia stared at her swollen nub until the woman placed the other band on her right nipple.

“What do those do?” Mia asked as the rods continued their rotation of movements one after the other.

“They make you look like a wanton woman,” the woman said with a note of disdain. “Some people like the look.” It was obvious to Mia that this woman did not.

“When is the test over?” Mia asked. She remembered Belle wondering when someone would turn on her Frustrator when she sat down with Mia in the Day Room.

“Do you want cuffs?” the woman asked, ignoring Mia’s question as the devices in her upped their tempo and intensity.

“That’s an option?” Mia asked with a sudden urgency.

“Some women who choose to wear the bands want to restrict their ability to remove them.”

“Yes, please,” Mia said quickly and quietly.

“Turn around.” She applied handcuffs to Mia’s offered wrists.

“When does the test…? Mia asked again only to be cut off this time.

“In about five minutes.” Then the woman walked away. “I’ll be right back,” she called over her shoulder as Mia stared at the back of her head.

Mia felt a slight twinge deep in her vagina, tightened reflexively and looked down, half expecting to see that the Frustrator had dropped out, but it was still clamped in place. The rotation continued to speed up, the movements of each rod in turn became more intense, and Mia decided that they were more annoying than frustrating, mostly, but when the rod in her anus moved again, she sucked in a breath. The rod against her clitoris moved and she felt an orgasm well up only to be short-circuited when it stopped, everything stopped. She looked down and peered through the plastic at her vulva, at the black band around her clitoris, because she needed to know what was going on. Yes, the black band had forced her clitoris out and away from her body, working in tandem with the tiny little rod. Even as she watched, the rod bent upward, as if under the power of a mischievous ghost, and tapped her extended clit once, very gently, but not imperceptibly.

“Is it reading my mind?” Mia asked when her Black attendant returned.

“It’s responding to you, your increased heart rate, increased lubricant, a bunch of things,” the attendant explained.

“How?”

The woman shrugged. “Damned if I know. I just do the fittings. It’s all I was trained on. You good to go?” she asked.

“How can I…?” Mia started to ask but lost her train of thought as the rod in her vagina came to life. She bent at the waist again and watched as the rods continued to stir her insides maddeningly, the clitoral rod tapping against her flesh slowly, stingingly, just a touch now and then, If it worked like it was supposed to, she thought, it would begin pounding her and she’d orgasm and be done with it. But this was infuriating.

Mia tightened, first her anus, then her vagina, then both. None of it worked. She wasn’t strong enough to break the rods, or even hold them still. Instead, it felt as if they were wriggling more with every squeeze, executing tiny movements like the whirring of insect wings, or the frantic quiver of antennae.

“Mia?” the attendant said and Mia looked at her. “Are you ready to go?”

“I can’t walk until this stops,” Mia said, desperately. The woman looked at her phone but said nothing. Mia looked at her belt again. She was, suddenly, in agony.

Frustrated.

Incredibly frustrated.

Then everything stopped suddenly, unexpectedly.

Completely.

Which, Mia decided, was somehow worse.


6 - The Reluctant Gangbanger
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Grey Fieldman, whose job as a consultant in religious startups worked well with his wait-and-see approach to life, was drawing heavily on that philosophy as he reached the end of the first day on the Cruise du Kinque’s Gangbang Deck.

Apparently, there were people you could speak to on this deck, and places you could go, to get involved in some sort of sex free-for-all. He wasn’t sure about the rules. It was all based on books by Lena White, whose novel about a reimagined Southern Confederacy allowed white slavery–with cruel, rapacious black handlers to make things interesting. Or at least, to make sure the rending of the historial fabric was complete. Some people didn’t find that interesting so much as offensive.

There were racial themes on the Gangbang Deck too, maybe inevitable in anything where Miss White was involved–if that was even her real name.

The fee for Black men on this deck was half what white men paid. Why? Was it some sinister new manifestation of racism, as Heck had assumed? Or were the old racial tropes being turned upside down again by the peculiar Lena W, for her own purposes? Because he wasn’t sure, Grey decided to wait and see. Because he wasn’t sure if the sex would meet what he considered his sophisticated preferences, or end up being cartoonish, he went to wait-and-see there too. He didn’t choose wait and see where dinner was concerned, however. Chicken cordon bleu, asparagus in a butter-sherry reduction, real sourdough rolls, New York cheesecake with real strawberries, an amazing Australian red wine blend, and a dry Sicilian grappa that had his queen-size bed spinning by the time he collapsed onto it.

He woke late the next morning with an annoying twinge in his left temple, found solace in one of the quieter restaurants, in a seat by the window, where he found a brunch of turkey sausage, fried eggs and more sourdough, and a commanding view of the blue Pacific. He was feeling so good by the end of the meal in fact, that he indulged in a bloody Mary, sipping it slowly.

All the while, everything about sex but the act itself was unfolding around him. Men and women, arranged in every possible combination at the other tables here, were either hunched over conspiratorially to discuss–or so Grey imagined–their past and future conquests, while others hugged, kissed, laughed and stroked each other’s hands and thighs and faces in a less discreet celebration of–Grey imagined–successful coupling.

Grey was holding back. This all looked a little juvenile to him, honestly. He was, often, just an observer, and if his time on the SS Sinflix Loviatar was to be dedicated to observing, he would be a better man for it. If he returned to dry land with memories of something embarrassing he’d done, his self-improvement would be harder to pinpoint.

Were they watching him? Would this deck turn out to be like most of the churches he’d consulted with, where wallflowers weren’t allowed? He’d already gotten vibes from a mysterious woman in a blue sundress, face wreathed in strawberry blonde curls. He’d caught her looking at him once or twice, as he passed her in the hall and while he was having breakfast and she was hovering over the huevos rancheros.

There was something strange about her, an air that didn’t fit here. A seriousness. Grey found it attractive, if only because of how different it was. Maybe she was part of the crew, here to look for the sexual stragglers and draw them out, her piercing eyes and her stern demeanor twin weapons against walls of modesty or maturity.

And, Grey had to admit, it would probably work on him. Yes, if it was the girl in the blue dress the ship sent to summon him to some sort of gangbang activity . . . he’d say yes. To her. He wanted to see her without that blue dress on. He’d unbuckle that white belt himself.

But no, the next time Grey looked up, she was gone. She didn’t make herself a plate, didn’t settle at a table somewhere in the grand dining room.

Wait and see, Grey Fieldman. Observe.

The deck had a library, and after a shower brought him all the way back to normal, he headed for it, content to see what they had on the shelves there, ready to be transported by words if the girl in the blue dress wasn’t going to deliver him to something more interesting.

The book selection impressed him, considering the library was on a cruise ship, and this cruise ship to boot. History, sociology, psychology, financial theory. He grabbed a book about Buddhism’s arrival in Southeast Asia and settled into an overstuffed leather chair where he could see the ocean to his left.

The door to the library opened and a tall blonde in a slinky dress and four-inch heels walked in, followed by another blonde, shorter but no less impressive, and then two brunettes. They made a beeline for Grey.

“Hey,” the first blonde said with a warm smile. “We were sent to find you. See if you’re ready for some fun. I’m Heather and these are my friends, Ashley, Jessica and Margot.”

Grey looked up from the page, scanned each face, each body, carefully, a half-smile hiding his annoyance.

“Hi, Heather,” he said. “What can I do for you?”

“Well, you’re a passenger on the Gangbang Deck, Grey,” Heather said as she climbed into his lap. “What do you think you can do for us?”

Grey eased the book out from between his lap and Heather’s rear and looked up at the other three women with sudden, mild affront.

“She just sat on me,” he announced.

Heather leaned in and kissed him lightly. “Is that so bad?” She wiggled her bottom. “It doesn’t feel so bad.”

“Come with us,” the other blonde said with an outstretched hand. “We’d like to get to know you better.”

“The argonaut has met his sirens,” Grey said, looking more bewildered now than anything else. Falling back on classical allusions was a standard defense for the studious Black man in uncertain social situations.

“Whatever,” Heather said as she stood up and pulled Grey up with her. She took his arm and the other blonde took his other arm as the brunettes opened the library door to lead him into the corridor.

“Hold up,” Grey said, locking his legs, still clutching his book. “Question first.”

“Yes?” Heather asked.

“Who am I going to, uh . . . what exactly is the, uh, shall we say, the uh, demographic makeup of whatever we’re heading to?”

“Silly boy,” the other blonde said. “Gangbangs come in all different demographic configurations.”

“So I’ve heard,” Grey said, nodding sagely as he studied the faces around him. “But . . . now that you’ve broached the subject, I have a request.”

“We’re here to serve,” Heather said with a side-long glance.

“There’s a young lady on this cruise. On this deck in fact. Blue dress. Single, as far as I can tell. White. Strawberry blonde hair. Strangely serious. I’ve caught her looking at me a few times. She’s caught me looking at her. Is she available? Can you look into it?”

Heather looked at the other women. “Seriously? We’re not good enough for you?” She turned back to Grey with questioning eyes.

“Under normal circumstances, yes, absolutely,” Grey said with an apologetic tilt of his head. “You’re actually all surprisingly beautiful. But this girl. Is she a passenger? One of your fellow employees? Did she send you to me?”

Heather sighed. “I’m not sure who you’re talking about, but if that’s what you have your heart set on, I suppose we can find her.” She looked at the others. “I guess we’re done here.”

“For the record, I’m not saying no to any of you,” Grey said. “But I want her there, too. If that’s how things work here. Her. And more than her would be . . . quite acceptable.”

“You’re in charge, Grey,” Heather said.

“Shall I continue to read? Will you find me here again?”

Heather nodded. “I can’t make any promises, but we’ll see you around. We’ll be here all week.” The women filed out of the library and closed the door behind them.

Grey returned to his overstuffed leather chair and found his place in the book, but he didn’t start reading immediately. Instead, the Pacific seemed to draw most of his attention, its undulations a counterpoint to his own sudden turbulence.


7 - Courtney Lets Go
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“They want us,” Ryan Austen told his wife, Courtney. “They want you really, but they said we could do it together if you want to.”

Courtney had to process too many bits of information at once. They were at breakfast and it wasn’t private but at least they had no one else sitting with them. Her husband had just informed her that after the Audition Committee had seen their video, the one they’d supposedly made just for themselves but then submitted for review on a whim, they wanted more. The Audition Committee wanted more. Ryan wanted more.

The question in Courtney’s mind was, what did she want?

“Remember that couple, the one at the introductory meeting?” Ryan went on. “The Black guy and the blonde onstage?”

“Of course,” Courtney admitted. How could she forget that woman?

“They want us to do a scene with them. Anyway we want. If you’re up for it.”

“To put on their network? Or on the internet?” she asked suddenly. That would be an absolute dealbreaker. She’d gone along on submitting their scene but anything more was not happening. She had a reputation to maintain and the internet never forgets. Never.

Ryan shook his head. “I don’t think so, at least the network part. As for putting it into the wild, no. That’s not happening. They were crystal clear on that point and I asked specifically.”

“So, do we still have control if we do the scene? Or is it theirs to do what they want with it?”

“We still have control, because without our signing a release, which we don’t have to sign to do the scene, they can’t use it. We’d get a copy and that would be it. No other eyes on it. Except the Committee, of course.”

“But what if it’s…” She couldn’t finish her question. For once, she didn’t have to.

“What if it’s good?” Ryan smiled and shrugged. “How can it not be, babe? With those two, and you? Come on. You know it’s gonna be fantastic.”

Courtney thought about the woman–what was her name? She’d never been attracted to women before, not sexually, but there was something about that woman that stirred a feeling in Courtney she couldn’t ignore. And couldn’t deny. That she was being offered the opportunity to act on it was beyond inconceivable. How could she say no?

But it came with conditions. Several conditions that were not inconsequential. At least, that was what she was hearing from her husband, who was obviously champing at the bit to do the scene with the professionals. With the woman.

Could she stand watching her husband with her? Even for the opportunity to be with her herself?

And the Black man. He’d be involved in the scene as well and not just to fuck the woman. He’d be expected to fuck Courtney. Black men in general and that man in particular were a whole other thing for her. She’d never thought of herself as harboring racist attitudes but that clearly wasn’t true, was it? There was no other explanation for her reluctance to fuck that man. Was there?

“What would I…what would we have to do?” she asked softly. She wasn’t on board, not yet, not by a long shot. But she was willing to talk about it.

“We don’t have to do anything, Court. We can do whatever we want. Whatever you want.” He looked too eager, she thought. And when did her project manager husband turn into such a consummate salesman?

Sex, of course. It’s always about sex.

“I don’t know if I can…” She didn’t know what to say next. There were too many things she didn’t know if she could do. Watch Ryan with another woman. Fuck a Black man. Be with a woman herself, even one as beguiling as…what was her fucking name?

“Let’s take the meeting, Courtney. Let’s talk to them and see what they have in mind. If you decide you want to bail at any point, we walk, no questions asked and no hard feelings.”

She looked at him. “Do you really expect me to believe that, Ryan? After you get this close to fucking that woman…”

“Kylie,” he added quickly. “Kylie Mills.” Too quickly, Courtney thought. She gave her husband a doleful stare. “What?” he asked too innocently.

“And what was the…guy’s name?” she asked, barely managing to not mention that he was black.

“Damian Marshall,” Ryan said. “The movie star.”

“Yeah, right,” Courtney said. “The Confederacy or something.”

“The New Confederacy,” he corrected her without thinking, something she hated.

“Where are we supposed to meet them?”

“At one of the studios,” Ryan said as he stood up from the table. “They said we could come by first thing this morning and they’d try to squeeze us in today.”

“I thought we were just going to talk,” Courtney almost whined. Even she heard it.

“That’s all we’re going to do, babe,” Ryan said as he slipped his arm around her waist. He pulled her close and kissed her cheek and she flushed, embarrassed. By what, she had no idea. Bad thoughts? Confusion? The possibilities of whatever this might turn out to be?

They walked quickly down the corridor from the dining room to the studio section of the Visual Arts Deck, as it was called. The studios were less euphemistically named, Courtney remembered. The Gangbang Studio. The DP Studio. The Blowbang Studio. The Gonzo Studio. There were others with less explicit studio names, like the one she and Ryan had used the day before and which she couldn’t even recall the name, just that it wasn’t named after a category on Pornhub.

“Where are we meeting them?” she asked, suddenly interested if the studio would offer any clues as to their expectations.

“Interracial,” Ryan said as if that was the most natural thing in the world. And perhaps for him, it was. Courtney knew he enjoyed watching Black men fuck white women, she just wondered if that would include her before the week was out.

“I’m nervous about this,” she whispered to her husband. He stopped her in the corridor and ushered her to an alcove away from the other passengers making their way fore and aft.

“If this is too much for you, Courtney, just tell me. We’ll leave, okay?”

“You’re sure? You won’t hold it against me later?” she asked tentatively.

“No way, babe. I’m not interested if you’re not, no way. And if you want me to just watch or not be there at all, well, whatever.”

“Not be there?” she said in a sudden panic. “No, I want you there, Ryan. You have to be there. I can’t do this alone.”

“Yeah, I get it, okay,” he soothed her. “Whatever you need, whatever you want, just tell me, okay? I’m here for you, Court.”

Courtney suppressed her natural urge to be skeptical and let her love for her husband wash over her. She leaned close and kissed his mouth, hard and fast, which seemed to startle him but he looked pleased, too. “I love you, Courtney,” he whispered.

“I know,” she said. “I love you, too.”

She took a breath and they continued down the corridor. She looked at the other passengers they were passing and wondered–did they know? Did they just finish their scenes and were heading to their cabins or another deck or, where? What else did people do on this deck, this ship, this world? It was such a strange place, where sex was front and center even when everyone was wearing clothes and acting as if they didn’t just come from an orgy. Or something like it.

“Here we are,” Ryan said unexpectedly. Courtney looked up and indeed, they were standing at the door to the Interracial Studio. She looked around quickly. Could they slip inside without being noticed? Would the others all know she was about to…fuck a Black man? Was she?

“Ready?” Ryan asked gently as he reached for the door. She nodded, her voice stuck. He pushed the door open and ushered her inside. She had an idea what to expect from their experience at the other studio and she wasn’t disappointed. The room was like the reception at a doctor’s office, with a receptionist, a counter, chairs, tables, magazines, and books. Those books that seemed to be everywhere, by Badger Therese and Lena White. Books she never read, didn’t want to read.

“May I help you?” the receptionist, a Black woman with glasses and her straightened hair in a tight bun, asked them with a warm smile.

“Ryan and Courtney Austen,” Ryan said, and the woman responded without looking at her computer.

“Yes, they’re waiting for you in Meeting Room A,” the woman said, pointing at a door past the desk. Ryan didn’t wait but ushered Courtney to the door, opened it, and walked her through into a small conference room. Behind the table that virtually filled the room sat the couple in question: Kylie and Damian, she remembered this time, looking even more intimidating than she remembered. She wanted to bolt.

“Hey, you two,” the woman said with an astonishing smile. “Courtney and Ryan, right?”

“That’s right,” Ryan almost blurted. “So nice to meet you.” He rounded the table to shake the Black man’s outstretched hand in the constricted confines of the room.

“And Courtney,” Kylie said as she went in the other direction to embrace her, also unexpectedly. “You were amazing in your video.”

“Really?” Courtney asked, overwhelmed by the woman’s appearance and charm. When they hugged, Courtney inhaled the woman’s scent, felt her breasts press against her own, and felt her pussy clench with unexpected anticipation.

“Oh, my god, yes. You’re a natural, if you don’t mind me saying.” She laughed and it was incredible. She was incredible. Courtney was enthralled.

“And we are both looking forward to working with you,” the Black man, Damian, said as he rounded the table to kiss Courtney’s cheek. His lips were hot and firm, and she felt herself blush hard at his touch. At both their touches, as Kylie kissed her other cheek a few seconds later.

“We have a few questions,” Ryan said from somewhere. Courtney gathered her wits and looked around for her husband, who was holding a chair for her. She sat and looked at the two porn stars sitting across from her. Her mind was spinning but her belly was in a knot. She looked at Ryan and hoped he held it together because she wasn’t holding it together, not even close.

Courtney tried to listen to the discussion but her mind wouldn't focus. She was transfixed by the otherworldly beauty and the overwhelming attraction she felt for Kylie. This was not supposed to happen to a married woman, she told herself as she stared at her. Luckily, Kylie’s attention was focused on Ryan, which gave Courtney free rein to stare at the woman, something she wouldn’t be able to stop doing unless Kylie looked at her. Which she did. Courtney blinked and looked at Damian who was also looking at her. She sensed something was wrong and looked at Ryan, who was also looking at her.

“What?” she asked her husband.

“Does that sound good to you?” he asked in a tone that told her he was patronizing her but she didn’t care. She deserved it, whatever it was he was doing, because she was lost.

“Let’s go then,” Ryan said before Courtney could respond. She was fine with giving up control. It felt right, somehow.

All four of them stood up and moved toward the door at the other end of the room from the door to the lobby. Courtney was not surprised to see a studio inside the door that looked like an exact replica of the one she and Ryan had recorded their scene the day before. She looked around and saw a cameraman, a director, and someone behind a small console, also just as it was in the other studio. She felt comforted by the familiarity.

“What are we doing, folks?” the director asked. Courtney tried to look at him but she couldn’t take her eyes off of Kylie, who had already begun to disrobe. The woman pulled her tee shirt over her head to reveal an industrial-strength bra that was quickly discarded as well. The breasts that were revealed were just that–a revelation. Firm, natural to Courtney’s untrained eye, perfect. The woman, who had never touched another woman’s breasts in her life, was drawn to them like a moth to a flame. She had to touch them, caress them, kiss them, suck them. She had to.

“Courtney?” Ryan said, interrupting her train of thought and almost pissing her off but she turned to look at him. “Do you want me to…?” he left his question hanging.

“No,” Courtney said without thinking. Whatever the fuck he was asking, she didn’t want it. Not from him. Not now. Now was about the woman who was slipping out of her jeans to reveal a G-string that was not obscene but perfect for whatever it was there for. Kylie wasted no time removing it, which thrilled Courtney when she saw that Kylie’s mound was bare and untanned, unlike the rest of her body which was four shades darker than her pubis. The contrast was startling, shockingly erotic, and incredibly desirable.

“So, a threesome to begin with,” the director mumbled, ripping Courtney’s attention away from the naked pornstar standing a few feet away. When her eyes swept to the director, she caught an unexpected glimpse of the Black man, also naked, his penis dangling, not erect but so large as to be inexcusable. What would he do with that thing? Courtney wondered.

“Court?” Ryan asked inexplicably.

“What?” she snapped, explicably to her mind.

“You should get undressed,” he said gently, embarrassed by his presence as he should be. The director agreed and Courtney forced herself to unbutton her blouse, undo her jeans, kick off her flats, and reveal herself. She couldn’t bring herself to look at her costars, though. She just couldn’t do it.

“You look amazing, Courtney,” Kylie said as she stepped into Courtney’s now very personal space and reached for her hand. “This is going to be so much fun,” she whispered and in that moment, Courtney would have given her anything. Anything at all.

“Mind if I join you two?” the Black man, Damian, said without waiting for a response. He circled behind Courtney and pressed his body against hers, his cock still dangling so as not to press against her ass, but everything else was hard and hot. The feel of his black skin, sight unseen behind her, was electrifying, until Kylie pressed her body against Courtney’s and kissed her lightly on the lips, a tender, respectful kiss, not at all what Courtney wanted but still incredible. The woman’s lips were a gift from god, so lush and full, so soft and supple, natural, feminine, perfect. Unreal. Courtney kissed Kylie back and it was beyond exquisite.

Her mind blank but her body on fire, Courtney gave herself to the twosome. They attended to her with practiced hands, lips, bodies. She didn’t move as they stroked her, kissed her, tweaked her nipples when they weren’t pressed flat by Kylie’s pillowy mounds. And when Damian’s erection made itself known by pressing vertically in the cleft of her ass, she pressed back against it and moaned into Kylie’s mouth and felt the woman smile. Fucking hell, this was incredible, Courtney thought without thinking at all.

“Shall we move to the bed?” Damian said with an impossibly deep voice that seeped into her bones. Not that she had any bones, she realized–her body was mush, as was her mind, all that worked was her skin and the sheath of her being was firing at will, electric, almost incendiary. Their touch was almost unbearable and yet she craved it like nothing that had come before. This was more than she could stand, but stopping was inconceivable.

“I’d like that,” Courtney managed to whisper. Kylie led her the few steps to the bed and eased her onto her back, then she crawled next to and over her, a catlike move, enhanced by the way her long, flowing hair draped across Courtney’s shoulder and neck, screening out the rest of the room, and Courtney suddenly envisioned a world in which only she and Kylie existed. The intensity of that vision almost engulfed her but a soft murmur and another kiss in her lips, unbidden and delightful, calmed her completely.

“Got room for me in here?” Damian said from Courtney’s left. He must have circled the bed, and she looked at his impossibly masculine face as unexpected desire warmed her vagina. He leaned over her as Kylie withdrew but when he moved to kiss her, she reached up to pull his face to hers in a sudden burst of passion and shame and…what was it she was feeling? Did it matter? Would it ever matter? Courtney kissed him hard and deep. His thick, black lips, similar but so different from Kylie's, stunned her with their intensely masculine sexuality. Where Kylie’s mouth was luscious and delicate, Damian’s mouth was plush but firm. They reminded her of…no. She couldn’t go there. Not yet.

As Damian’s mouth ravaged her own, Kylie’s mouth made love to Courtney’s breast and nipple. Just one of them as Damian’s body blocked the other but she didn’t care. The woman’s lips, so perfect to kiss were even more suited to nibbling at her impossibly erect nub. If she could have freed her other hand she would have pulled Kylie’s mouth onto her breast with savage urgency but that she couldn’t free her right arm for some unknown reason was irrelevant as it forced her to be content–if that was the word for this, which it was not–to allow Kylie’s mouth to tease her and torment her as only a woman would.

Then a hand was at her nether region. A rough hand which touched her gently until she spread her thighs to invite more. She wanted more. She needed more. Just more. Even as Damian’s lips devoured her own and Kylie’s lips tantalized her nipple, she needed more. She angled her pelvis up to signal the urgency she felt but the hand was not responsive, not in the way she wanted, needed. She moaned into Damian’s mouth again but this moan was not one of contentment but of frustration.

“I think you need to fuck her,” Kylie said unexpectedly. “Here, let me have her for a second.” The beautiful porn star shifted to lie on her back next to Courtney as Damian withdrew and climbed off the bed. Kylie pulled Courtney onto her body and wrapped her arms around her neck, kissed her hard and deep, and mashed their pubic mounds against each other. As Courtney focused on the full-body embrace she now controlled from above, she sensed Damian positioning himself behind her and nudging her folds with his erection. She lifted herself to urge him to take her, which he did.

Courtney’s mind almost melted.

“Fuck her, Damian,” Kylie smirked as Courtney broke from their kiss to hang her head and moan. “Fuck her good.”

He did.

Damian’s cock was thick and rigid, so much harder than any other cock she’d experienced. He fucked her deeply, battering her cervix and pulling on her thighs with both hands until she slid down Kylie’s body and was presented with the woman’s perfect, gorgeous tits. Kylie took Courtney’s head in her hands and pressed Courtney’s mouth against her nipples, one after the other as Courtney licked and sucked and gasped and moaned and came hard and fast, a vaginal orgasm as huge as it was rare, unheard of, she had no idea. None. How was such a thing even possible?

“Where do you want me to cum, Courtney,” Damian asked from somewhere in the distance behind her as he continued to fuck her. She lifted her head but Kylie still held it in her hands.

“You want him to cum inside you,” she told her. “Tell him.”

“Cum in me,” Courtney moaned in a voice she didn’t recognize. “Cum in me.”

He did.


8 - Rebeka Investigates
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For the first time in her short career as a marriage crimes detective, Rebeka Charger slept badly because of her job.

It wasn’t because she was sleeping on a ship, in an interior cabin, where there was no window to tell her mind why her world was undulating. No, that was the least of her worries. Other things were undulating too, human things, cultural things, sexual things.

And the case of the attempted murder of Diana Entwhistle had gotten intractably more complex since Rebeka had arrived on the ship the day before.

Something had woken her fully from a fitful sleep, a thud or crash or human voice. Maybe a cry. Maybe the wail of orgasm, she wasn’t sure.

She fumbled in the darkness for her phone, found it, shook it. Seven-thirty two a.m., it said at the top. “OUT OF RANGE” it still said at the bottom.

She pushed off her blankets, sat up, put her feet on the floor, and pondered the latest 3-dimensional model of the case:

Grey Fieldman had tried to kill Diane Entwhistle at least five different ways: Compromised gas furnace, which exploded; scorpions released from a box with a timed lid; poison gas released, also via timer; decorative, and fortunately lightweight, ceiling beams dropped down on her bed; floor joists under her bed cut through, with termites sprinkled about to make it look like it was their idea. All these things had been done within the house. Grey Fieldman had been within the house most of the day Saturday, ostensibly preparing for a wedding shower, while the other seven members of the Hightower-Magisteria wedding party had stopped by for no more than 30 minutes, hour max, to play their own roles in wedding party prep. Only Fieldman had been there long enough to set all the traps.

Admittedly, since Rebeka had arrived on the ship, things had gotten a little more complicated. An 18-year-old named Gallant, the youngest female in the party, had revealed guilty knowledge. She knew as soon as she saw Rebeka and her police badge that someone might have died. But who? She refused to say. And she’d insisted, almost hysterically, that Fieldman hadn’t done it, a sure sign he did. A sure sign of other things, too. In the long history of wedding crimes, it was biologically impossible for any male and female colluding together on a crime not to have sex. So Gallant was having sex with Grey. Or she had, at some point. Actually, when Rebeka walked in to interrogate Gallant, she had just finished having sex with the other teen member of the wedding party, Drake. Could they be colluding too? But that line of inquiry had been forcibly closed off to her, by an angry fake doctor of some kind who yanked her out of the room.

And then things had gone from bad to worse. At that very moment, she’d gotten a call from Dempsey at Los Angeles Police HQ that suggested there had been a six method of attempted murder: cut brake lines. It must have also been Grey Fieldman, of course, but Dempsey had suggested someone else’s involvement. And then the line went dead. Out of range. Rebeka was on her own now, on this ship, with a prolific attempted murder, an unknown number of co-conspirators, and a disturbing amount of sex as the distraction.

And then things descended to the purely surreal. Or the farcical. One or the other, Rebeka wasn’t sure. A naked woman being walked, literally walked, as in walked on a leash that had been put up her rear by a clothed woman, appeared and demanded that Rebeka find sacrificial babies.

Actually, that one had been easy. And maybe a little satisfying. Guilty pleasure maybe. Because that poor naked woman had borne the brunt of Rebeka’s . . . annoyance? Frustration? Professional petulance?

Anyway, it came out in one of those supremely articulate diatribes detectives with the LA Wedding Crimes Division were famous for:

Sacrificial babies? Did you say sacrificial babies? Good lord, woman, what’s your name? Meghan? Meghan? Okay, Meghan, let me tell you something. If anyone in America is harvesting sacrificial babies, and I assure you they’re not, the last place, the last place they’d do it is on a cruise ship. What, you think they load a new crop of babies at the start of every cruise? Do you have any idea what babies do? They piss their pants, Meghan. And they shit. And they cry. A lot. You ever had a baby? You have? Good, then you know what I’m talking about. So within one hour of one baby being on this ship, everyone would know it. And you think they could keep that a secret? No. If there’s a sacrificial baby factory, it’s in an abandoned warehouse outside of Tulsa. A car parts factory in Detroit they closed down in the 1970s. A shed in the back of a 50,000-acre cattle farm in Texas. And you know what really disappoints me about people like you? You keep looking for made up victims in the wrong places, which means you aren’t looking for them in the right places. And you call yourself heroes. Now, run along. It looks like you’ve figured out a way to do something you consider fun. Keep doing that. And stop looking for babies. Here’s my card, take it, keep it, I’m real, call me when you get back home.”

The naked lady took the card, stared at it, handed it to the clothed lady. She didn’t wilt, cry, confess to some random crime. Really, she looked relieved.

“Thanks,” she said to Rebeka, and the odd pair departed, and Rebeka turned to get back into that room with the clinic, but the door was locked. Rebeka banged on it, and Barbara Munger opened it. Just Barbara Munger, the head of cruise security, and Rebeka’s escort here. The kids were gone. The fake doctor was gone.

Damn you, cruise ship!

“Where is everyone?” Rebeka demanded.

“Back to their cages, I guess,” Munger replied unapologetically.

“Take me to them, I need to keep interview–”

“No.”

“What?”

“No.”

“No, you can’t go bothering those passengers anymore,” Munger said.

“Take me to them now, or you’re interfering with a felony investigation,” Rebeka shot back.

“You’re outside jurisdiction,” Munger said, with just the merest hint of self-satisfaction. “We’re in international waters now.”

Rebeka moved quickly from rage to recalculation.

Look for weaknesses. Understand your opponent, their fears and weaknesses. Do the math. Sun Tzu blah blah blah.

“You’ve got a murderer on this ship,” Rebeka warned. “And at least one co-conspirator. And if they kill again, it’ll be on you, because I’ve done everything I can do.”

Munger nodded and offered her most infuriating, most indulgent smile. “What were the methods again? Something about a gas furnace?”

“And scorpions, and poison gas, and they cut the floor . . .” Rebeka’s voice trailed off hopelessly. None of it had any relevance on a ship.

“Tell you what,” Munger said, an unexpected sympathy breaking through. “You’ve got the run of the ship. Non-secure areas. No cage or prison areas without our okay, no punishment or torture areas, and definitely no passenger cabins without my permission, which will probably not be granted. But your prime suspect, what’s his name? Grey something?”

“Grey Fieldman.”

“He’s on the Gangbang Deck,” Munger said. “That place is wide open. I’ll give you his cabin number. You can stake out his door, watch him at meal times, see what he’s up to.”

“Is he gangbanging?” Rebeka asked.

“You wanna watch him do that?”

“I want to see if he gets together with Gallant,” Rebeka said. “The girl that was in here, that I just talked to.”

“That’s not how it works,” Munger said with a sigh. “The Gallant girl is going to be kept on this deck, very securely. Any sex your murderer buddy has will happen with other Gangbang deck people.”

“Are there any other people from the wedding party on the Gangbang Deck?”

“I think so,” Munger said. “One of the names you gave me is there.”

“Which one?”

“I don’t know. A woman. I read you the manifest when you got here.”

Rebeka opened her phone to the advanced notes app, which fortunately still worked even if the rest of the device was a doorstop. Okay, Munro De Priest, bridesmaid, Gangbang Deck.

She’s a Black woman, Rebeka noted. Grey Fieldman was Black too. That seemed like an angle.

“Okay, I need them brought together,” Rebeka said.

“Who?” Munger replied, sounding doubtful.

“De Priest and Fieldman,” Rebeka said. “I want to see how they interact.”

“They’re going to fuck,” Munger noted.

“Right,” Rebeka agreed.

“You can watch people fuck on the internet,” Munger said. “If that’s what you’re into.”

“You know what I’m talking about,” Rebeka said tersely. “Can you arrange it?”

“That’s way outside my job description,” Munger said.

“I’m sure you know someone who can put them together,” Rebeka said.

“I don’t have to, though,” Munger said.

“Nope,” Rebeka agreed. “But I’m asking you to, okay? Cop to cop, you know? And I need to talk to everyone else in the wedding party. Can you help with with that?”

“I’ll see what I can do, but it’s not gonna happen today,” Munger said. “In the meantime, why don’t you go stalk Fieldman? Maybe he’ll confess.”

Rebeka scowled, but she didn’t say she wouldn’t. “How does food work on this ship?”

“Go anywhere, give them your name, it’ll come back to me.”

“Thanks.”

“You’re gonna eat well this week.”

“Great.”

So Rebeka went to the Gangbang Deck, walked up and down the hall outside Grey Fieldman’s door, toured the rest of the deck, heard more sexual moans than she wanted to, finally spotted her quarry on his way to dinner, alone. They were coming from opposite directions. Rebeka couldn’t help but stare into his face: sensitive, handsome, but still, the face of a murderer. He looked up, as though sensing her, made eye contact, kept staring when she looked away.

Rebeka found one of the quieter dining rooms, sat by herself. By the fourth male and second female proposition, she’d figured out how to politely decline everyone’s advances. This was the wrong place for brusqueness, she knew. She needed to fit in, at least until she’d sprung her trap–whatever her trap was going to be. She had some wine with dinner, not just to fit in, but because she really needed it. She had a little more wine at a bar with windows that overlooked the Pacific Ocean, the moonlight’s reflection looking like a golden road to someplace better, someplace nicer, where the chief purpose of weddings wasn’t seeing whom you could bump off.

She was drunk enough by the time she got back to her little interior cabin that all she could do was strip, pee, lie down and try to sleep while her mind kept itself awake with questions about this strange case.

The next morning, she woke, took a couple of Releefs, reviewed the case of Diana Entwhistle in her mind, showered, put back on her blue dress, felt almost normal, and went hunting.

Grey Fieldman proved easy prey, having breakfast alone, and Rebeka studied him from the other side of the huevos rancheros bar until he seemed to sense eyes on him and turned to look at her. No, not just to look at her, to study her in turn, taking all of her in, his gaze deep and intense.

He couldn’t know who she was yet, at least not consciously, but Rebeka sensed an awareness in her quarry, the suspicion that she was important, that she was about to play an important part in his life. But it wasn’t fear she sensed. It never was, with people like Grey Fieldman. He had just tried to kill a woman five different ways–or possibly six–an outrageous crime tranche that spoke of deep antisocial tendencies, an animal-like ruthlessness, a malevolence unusual even for a wedding murderer.

She let him take a good long look at her.

Yes, Grey Fieldman, I am your destiny. You don’t know it yet, consciously, but soon I will be the most important person in your life. And you’ll remember this moment, the moment you saw me looking at you over the huevos rancheros. Do know who I am yet? Do you understand that what you did to that poor woman in Encino is, even now, catching up with you? Where will you go, Grey Fieldman? You can’t jump off the ship. You can’t swim back to Los Angeles. You are mine. But I will wait. I will strike, at the time and place of my choosing.

Rebeka wasn’t hungry yet. Still slightly hungover, the smell of the eggs had put her off food, so she found a coffee stand with a naked woman bound to the scaffolding beside it, cuffed by the wrists and ankles while a line of people flavored their drinks from her breasts. Pulling milk from the woman’s nipples proved more art than science, but Rebeka figured it out and found the flavor good, if a little sweet.

Her next stop was the security office on the first deck, where Munger sat scowling at her PC.

“Who can I see now?” Rebeka demanded without any prelude.

“You want the best man?” Munger said just as abruptly.

“Yes.”

“He’s about to go to one of the breeding rooms, if you want to be part of that.”

“What will he be doing there?”

“Fucking, of course,” Munger said, rising and pulling on a blue Minneapolis PD windbreaker.

“How many people?” Rebeka asked.

“Just one,” Munger said. “He’s only got one penis, as far as I know.”

“How many people will be there?” Rebeka said. She was getting used to Munger’s passive-aggressive snark. Enjoying it, really. “Fucking or otherwise?”

Munger waited until they’d reached the elevator to answer.

“No idea. Probably at least one person supervising. Or could be a room full of people. I’m sure you won’t be disappointed.”

It was a room full of people, a dozen couples in various states of creating new life, or at least going through the motions thereof. Two women were standing, wrists chained loosely by their sides, legs spread wide, ankles bound to the floor. Four were on hands and knees, wrists and ankles bound to tables that could be raised or lowered to accommodate any penis height. Several more were bound on their backs, ankles raised and spread. Among the males each female had been paired with, some were about to engage, some were already performing enthusiastically, and one was shouting and writhing with what was obviously a severe climax.

The men were bound too, chains running between their legs, the restraints running–as Rebeka verified after peering at a handful of male genitalia–to their testicles.

Done looking there, she raised her eyes to faces, quickly matching the images she’d dug up on social media to the visage of one Heck Southward, who had apparently not quite begun the breeding process with a woman in her thirties, waiting hopefully on bound hands and knees.

There were workers in this room, although you wouldn’t notice them at first, dressed in medical scrubs and nurses’ costumes, speaking quietly to partners, restraining a man or woman here and there, watching the proceedings.

A girl in her 20s was hovering beside Heck, and as Rebeka approached, she could see the table rising slightly, the girl pushing a button set into the platform while she lined up the male and female sex organs.

Tread softly, Rebeka told herself. If there’s a script here, try to play along. She’d stopped wearing the police badge on her belt the previous afternoon, so when the nurse or girl pretending to be a nurse or whatever she was looked up at the approaching woman in the blue dress, her face remained blank.

“Hi,” Rebeka said quietly, Munger following right behind her but saying nothing.

“Hey,” said the girl. “Did you need something?”

“Yes,” Rebeka said. “I’d like to speak to him.”

“Just a sec, let me make sure my height is set,” the girl said, and she reached down to spread the woman’s vaginal lips, and she guided Heck’s penis into the hole, and Heck grunted and pushed further and the woman tensed up and arched her back.

“All good?” the girl asked.

“I would say yes, quite,” Heck opined.

“Very,” said the woman.

“Take as long as you can,” the girl said. “Insert fully during ejaculation. And Carmen, we’re going to need you to climax once he’s finished depositing.”

“I can do that,” Carmen said huskily.

“Okay, I’ll leave you to it,” the girl said, backing away. “Heck, I think someone needs to speak to you.”

Heck, withdrawing and thrusting back in slowly, turned to gaze at the visitor.

“Hi there,” he said. “Are we a match?”

“A what?” Rebeka asked.

“A breeding match,” Heck said, voice a little forced as he pushed in again. “I can probably answer any questions you have. Turns out I can do this and talk at the same time.”

“No,” she said. “I’m Rebeka Charger, LA Police Department. I need to talk to you about an attempted murder.”

“Oh, shee-it,” Heck said, continuing to slide in and out of the woman. “Okay, I did it.”

“Did what?”

“Killed her,” Heck said.

“She’s not dead.”

“How’d she survive that?”

“Survive what?”

“Getting murdered,” Heck said. “It was not something anyone was gonna walk away from.”

“Wait,” Rebeka said, holding up her hands and trying not to look at the glistening penis as Heck pulled it slowly from the woman’s body, pushed it back in.

“You’re confessing to attempting to murder Diana Entwhistle?”

“Sure, if you wanna put it that way. Yeah.”

Rebeka looked at the far wall, tried to ignore the loudly-climaxing woman on the table to her right.

“How?” Rebeka stammered. “I mean, I mean, by what method?”

“Isn’t it obvious?” Heck said.

“No it’s not,” Rebeka said. “Furnace tampering, scorpions in a timed box, poison gas on a timer, loosened ceiling beams, cut floor joists, brake line.”

“Okay,” Heck said slowly, his thrusts also slowing as he rested his chin on his hand and pondered. “So you want me to just pick one? Because normally, the murder confession isn’t based on a cafeteria plan.”

“No,” Rebeka said. “I want you to choose the one you did.”

“None of the above,” Heck said. “How you doing, Carmen? This feeling good?”

“Really good,” the bound woman said with a convincing shake of her hips. “I like that you tried to kill someone too. Definitely makes you more interesting.”

“Well, it’s someone who had it coming, and let’s just leave it at that,” Heck said, pushing in a little faster for these words. “No murderer genes here. Justice genes, though.”

“I like it,” Carmen said, adding a husky “Uh!” with the next thrust.

“Hey, I forgot to ask,” Heck said. “You want a baby out of this deal?”

“If possible,” Carmen replied.

“Oh, and that reminds me,” Heck said, turning back to Rebeka. “I need to report a crime, since we’re talking and all.”

“What kind of crime?”

“Racism,” Heck said. “On this boat.”

“Racism isn’t a crime,” Rebeka said.

“It is,” Heck countered. “They let Black men on this boat for half price. That’s got to be some kinda crime. Like he’s worth half a white man. I’d be tearin’ ‘em a new one myself if I wasn’t otherwise occupied.”

“Mr. Southward,” Rebeka said with quiet intensity. “How did you try to kill Diana Entwhistle?”

“Booby-trapped that tractor of hers,” he said. “Soon as she turns the ignition, KABLOOEY, what’s left of that bitch is on its way to Malibu.”

“We didn’t check the tractor,” Rebeka said, lying as she added. “But I’ll call them today, now, and tell them to check it out. They’ll find your fingerprints, I assume?”

“Yup, all over that mo fo. Except a lot of ‘em in the blast radius got burned off, I’m sure.”

“And you’ll confirm this in writing? You’ll sign a formal confession?”

“Don’t see what I have to lose,” Heck said.

“You’re taking this all pretty calmly.”

“It’s all downhill from here,” Heck said.

“What do you mean?”

“Do you see what I’m doing?” Heck asked.

“Yeah, I noticed.”

“Well . . . how’s Heck Southward ever gonna top this? I am at the peak of my performance. The peak of my existence. From here on it’s all disappointment. Murder conviction will fit right in.”

“What’s your motive?” Rebeka asked, getting out her phone and opening the notes app.

“How we doin’, Sweetie?” Heck asked.

“I’m good,” Carmen replied. “Is it okay if I eavesdrop?”

“Listen all you want,” Heck said. “No shame here, bitch had it comin’.”

“Why?” Rebeka asked.

“Okay,” Heck said, turning to stare dourly at the detective while his lower half was still very much involved with Carmen. “You’ve met her, right?”

“Yes, we spoke yesterday in her hospital room.”

“Hospital room, huh?” Heck said. “Well, first time we meet, she asks me my last dream. I tell her it consisted of an iguana, sprinkles and part of a cowboy hat.”

“Sprinkles?”

“Shit you put on cookies, yeah,” Heck elaborated.

Rebeka tapped her phone.

“Donuts too.”

“Okay.”

“So I tell her my dream, she comes back with, ‘Oh, so you wanna have sex with your momma.’ God’s honest truth, that’s what she says. And so I chose to dispute that assertion.”

“Okay.”

“Vigorously, shall we say.”

“Okay.”

“And that shoulda been it, right?” Heck said, voice rising in exasperation while his penis stayed on task. “But no, bitch starts sending me articles to prove her case, on email, in the actual mail in my damned mail hole, leaves me voicemail on my damned mobile phone, links to shit you can’t even, you know, read, ‘cuz by the third sentence they’re just making up new words, and i’m continuing to exercise my prerogrative of saying go pound sand bitch and she just won’t let up and dammit I’m just–”

“Hey, Heck?” Carmen said, breasts swaying, back arching.

“Yeah, Babe?” Heck said.

“Maybe slow down a little?” she said. “It’s starting to sting.”

“Ohhh, sorry,” Heck said, immediately returning to his earlier thrusting pace. “Just got annoyed for a second there, didn’t mean to make you suffer.”

Rebeka finished tapping on her phone, looked up.

“So just the tractor?” she asked. “That’s the only way you tried to kill her?”

“Yup,” he said. “But I guess she never tried to start it?”

“No.”

“You said she was in the hospital, though?”

“Yeah,” Rebeka said. “Combination of things.”

“What things?”

“I told you,” Rebeka said. “Furnace tampering, scorpions, gas–”

“Wait,” Heck said, looking startled. “Those weren’t just choices you were giving me? People tried to do all that shit to her?”

“Yeah,” Rebeka replied. “Any idea who?”

“Coulda been anyone,” Heck replied. “We all hated her.”

“We?” Rebeka said, tapping furiously into her phone.

“I’m speaking somewhat as a member of the human race,” Heck said. “But everyone in the wedding party, if that’s what you’re getting at.”

“Why did everyone hate her?”

“Different reasons,” Heck said. “Ask ‘em. They’re all on this boat, you know. It was supposed to be a secret, but everyone’s here.”

“Hi, Rebeka?” said a woman from just behind Rebeka’s right shoulder. She turned, found herself staring into the eyes of a woman who was even more out of place in this room than Rebeka was, a tall blonde in a slinky dress and four-inch heels.

“Hi?” Rebeka said, eyebrows arched in surprise.

“I’m Heather, from the Gangbang Deck. We’ve got a request for you.”

“What kind of request?”

“They’d like you to participate in a gangbang.”

“Uh, right,” Rebeka said curtly. “Definitely got me confused with someone else.”

“They described you pretty exactly,” Heather said. “Blue dress, strawberry blonde hair, a–”

“That narrows it down to about 20 people, then.”

“No, we’ve got cameras all over the ship, and everything they record is processed by AI. You are the only person who fit the description who’d been anywhere near the man asking for you.”

“Who asked for me?”

“Grey,” Heather said, lowering her voice.

“Grey who?”

“Grey Fieldman,” Heather whispered, her voice barely audible. “I think he noticed you or something.”

Rebeka nodded to Heather, put her phone away.

“So you’re off to the Gangbang Deck?” Heck asked.

“To continue my investigation, yes,” Rebeka replied.

“The racism’s really bad on that deck,” Heck said. “I got a Black friend there. They charged half for him to get on. You need to look into it.”

“I’m sure they had their reasons, Mr. Southward,” Rebeka said. “I’ll be in touch.”

“Of course,” Heck said. “Looking forward to it. You want to have any babies?”

“No.”

“Okay, just askin’.”


9 - Collaboration on GB Deck
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Meghan Attweiler was eased awake by the dawn’s first light, gloaming in from the sky, glinting off the Pacific Ocean, pouring through the sliding glass doors of Rodney Morrow’s stateroom.

But it was Meghan’s mind that brought her to full attention, and she filled her lungs and opened her eyes and stretched and thought about what the day held, because there were new unknowns, and she did not fear them.

Gangbang was her first complete thought of the day, because that’s the first place she was going today. Zoe had decided it for her. What were the rules? Would she have to go naked, chained, leashed?

She sat up, sensed that a great weight had been lifted from her shoulders before she remembered what it was. The babies. Or really, the lack thereof. It had been a noble quest, but in the end, futile. She believed that now. There were no babies on this ship. Her wavering belief in them had received their final shredding from no less than the Los Angeles Police Department. A detective was on the ship for some reason–a strangely pretty girl, really–and she’d cleared up the mystery. No babies. So she could focus on her first mission–her only mission: Uncover all the evil on this ship, and shut it down.

But first, she needed to experience it. So she knew what she’d be destroying, of course.

Meghan showered, did her hair, decided to dress for breakfast, although she was sorely tempted to breakfast in the nude. She decided to head for the Visual Arts Deck, because it sounded tame and that’s what she was inclined for at the moment, but if everyone had been naked, she would have stripped. But the people here were dressed, or overdressed, really, the beautiful women fixed up as though it was already tonight. She dined alone, ignored the stares, smiled and said nothing to the single men who said hi, told her it was a nice day, and she headed back to Rodney Morrow’s stateroom feeling a little more like herself, and she undressed without any sense of impropriety, sat on the bed and considered masturbating, thought better of it and found one of Morrow’s business books, read it absently while she waited for the next thing to happen.

~ ~ ~

Zoe hesitated before she knocked on Meghan’s cabin door–what would this day hold for them, she wondered. A gangbang in the morning, and a visit to the Confederacy Deck’s Punishment Room in the afternoon. Now that she had complete control of Meghan’s schedule, she would take her to the room that still gave Zoe nightmares. After that, who knows, she also wondered. After Zoe knocked and heard Meghan tell her to come in, she opened the door and smiled to herself at finding Meghan naked. Again.

“We don’t need you naked this morning, Meghan,” Zoe said with as little condescension as she could manage. “Might as well get dressed.”

“Hi,” Meghan said, sliding off the bed and heading to the drawers where she’d stashed her clothes. “What should I wear?”

“It doesn’t really matter,” Zoe said. “We’re meeting the camera crew on the Gangbang Deck.”

Meghan pulled on panties, a bra, decided to dress lightly and slipped on black jogging shorts and a tank top.

“Okay,” she said simply.

“Did you get breakfast? Should we stop?”

“Yes. I went to, I think it was called the Visualize Arts Deck or something. I’m not hungry.”

“Did you see anyone you recognized?” Zoe asked. When Meghan gave her a puzzled look, she realized her mistake. “No, I guess that wouldn’t be your thing.”

“Some people talked to me, but no one I knew,” Meghan offered.

“So, we’ve arranged for you to be in a gangbang with a few other women and one man this morning, so you don’t get overwhelmed.”

“Okay,” Meghan said evenly. “I guess . . . if that’s what you picked for me. Okay. What do I have to do?”

“I’m not all that familiar with the protocol up there…”

“I mean now,” Meghan said. “Do you need to leash me or anything?”

Zoe smiled. “No, they don’t use leashes on that deck to my knowledge. We can just walk.”

“Okay, I’m ready then. But who . . . what kind of people will be there?”

“Beyond their sex, I have no idea,” Zoe said without sharing some of the information she had about the group. No need to spook the woman unnecessarily.

Meghan drifted toward the door, waiting for Zoe to take the lead.

“So, I arranged for you to get laid this morning and whipped this afternoon,” Zoe said offhandedly. “How does that sound?” She held the door for Meghan.

Meghan stopped at the door, covered her mouth with her hands, almost laughed before her eyes went dark with something else.

“I can do that,” she said quietly.

“Then tomorrow, I thought I’d take you to the Interracial Cuckolding Deck even though your husband isn’t here. You don’t have a problem fucking black men, do you?”

Meghan cleared her throat, took a long look at Zoe before she answered.

“It’s just . . . whatever people do here,” she said. “I have to do it too.”

“That’s the spirit,” Zoe said as she led Meghan to the elevators. She pressed the button for the Gangbang Deck and then pointed at the labels for the other decks. “We don’t have anything scheduled for tomorrow afternoon, yet. See anything here that interests you?”

Meghan scanned the labels, none but the Milking and Gangbang decks meaning much to her.

“I don’t know what they are,” she said. “What do people usually like?”

“Medieval Slavery sounds intriguing,” Zoe said as the elevator arrived at its destination and the doors opened. “Here we are.” She led her charge down the corridor to the room her staff had given her, and opened the door.

There were two beds here, three other women, all white, and a single man, Black and interesting, the four of them seated around a small table, looking up in unison, as though interrupted in the midst of a private conversation. Meghan sensed tension. Mystery, Awkwardness. But everyone was still dressed. Maybe they’d stay dressed. Meghan wasn’t exactly sure what was meant by gangbang.

“Hi, everyone,” Zoe said to the group. “This is Meghan, our VIP for the week. Thanks for allowing her to join in the fun.”

“Hi, Meghan,” Heather said as she stood up and offered her hand. “Welcome.”

“Hi,” Meghan said, accepting Heather’s hand and looking at everyone else: a second blonde, a Black man, who also looked out of place, and a woman with strawberry blonde hair, strangely familiar to Meghan, in a blue dress with a white belt, who also did not look at all like she belonged here. The blonde looked up and smiled at Meghan. Blue dress girl and Black guy appeared to be utterly lost in their heads.

“We were just going over the rules of engagement,” Heather said with an air of authority. “Have a seat.”

Meghan took the last chair, sat heavily and looked at everyone again. The girl in the blue dress looked up briefly, offered a half smile and looked away. Oh, wait, this was the LA cop from yesterday, the one who’d disabused her of her baby conspiracy theory. Okay. Cops are allowed to have fun too.

The Black man looked at Meghan longer. As though drinking her in, it seemed. Like he knew things.

“So, obviously,” Heather went on, “Grey here is our main focus this morning and he gets to direct the action. We’ll try to accommodate any reasonable request, Grey, with an emphasis on the word ‘reasonable.’ And if anyone wants to call a halt to anything that’s happening, don’t hesitate to do so. Everything that happens here this morning is supposed to be absolutely consensual, and if you’re at all uncomfortable with anything that is asked of you, please don’t hesitate to speak up.”

“Would formal introductions be out of place?” Grey asked. “We barely had time to say hello before, uh, before our newest guest arrived.”

“Sure thing,” Heather said with a laugh. “I’m Heather and this is Ashley. We work as liaisons on the deck so we’re employees of the cruise.”

Meghan turned to Grey. “Hi. I’m . . . Maggie.”

“Hello, Maggie,” he said, turning next to the girl in the blue dress, offering his hand.

“And who might I have the pleasure of, uh . . . who might you be?”

“Rebeka,” the cop in the blue dress said, offering her hand, and the man and the woman stared intently at each other.

“Rebeka,” Grey said. “Just to be honest about everything, I’ve noticed you. And I asked for you. And thank you for saying yes.”

“Of course,” she said, and she looked at Heather, and Grey released her hand slowly.

“What now?” Rebeka said, her voice breaking.

She’s more nervous than I am, Meghan thought.

“Now we get undressed,” Heather said as she reached for the zipper behind her back. “Unless Grey wants to undress us all.” 

Meghan didn’t wait, quickly pulling off her top, pushing down her shorts, looking around for a place to put everything, turned to the bureau. Off came her bra and panties, and she folded them, folded her top and shorts, turning a random pile into a neat stack, looking at the rest of her partners.

“So I’m a little new to this,” Rebeka said, looking at Heather. “Are you going to . . . tell us what to do?”

Heather nodded. “Grey? Do you want to undress the rest of us, or shall we do it ourselves?” She eyed Meghan as she spoke.

“It looks like some of us have already gotten started,” Grey said, looking Meghan up and down respectfully. “But Rebeka. Perhaps I should start with you?”

Rebeka laughed nervously. “Well, I sup–suppose. Yeah.”

She turned her left side to Grey, raised her arm. “It’s . . . the zipper’s there.”

Grey reached for her, unzipped Rebeka’s dress slowly. In fact, with exquisite gentleness, and Rebeka marveled at the would-be murderer’s touch.

“Grey,” Heather said. “We’ll undress ourselves if that works for you.” She didn’t wait but unzipped her dress and slid it to the floor. She wore nothing beneath it. Ashley followed suit and the two women stood naked before the others.

Grey offered a quick nod, barely acknowledging the women as he pushed Rebeka’s zipper down to her hip, gazed at the white strapless bra, the narrow string of her white panties, and he let gravity take the garment down to her ankles.

“Shall I . . . may I do the rest?” said Grey Fieldman, who two days ago neglected to ask Diana Entwhistle if he could blow up her home and body, let scorpions loose, cut her–

“Mind if I kiss you, Grey,” Heather said as she stepped into his arms and angled her head up for a kiss. “And Ashley, too?”

“I guess you should,” Rebeka choked, and then she laughed at herself and looked at Heather. “Wait, what? I think I’m getting out of order.”

Grey, still ignoring everyone but Rebeka, slid around Heather as though she were a post that had gotten in his way, unclasped Rebeka’s bra, and it dropped, freeing two full breasts, dark pink nipples pointing high.

Heather stepped in front of Grey again and fell to her knees. She unbuckled his belt and liberated his cock, gripped it in one hand and inserted it into her mouth with relish while Ashley pulled his head to hers to kiss him.

Grey glanced down at Heather, as though momentarily puzzled, allowed Ashley’s kiss briefly before he turned away, put his hand on Rebeka’s shoulder, spun her gently to face him.

Her eyes took in everything at once, one woman pressed against the suspect, the other sucking his rod, and she focused on Grey’s lower areas, looking a little startled when Heather moved her mouth off it, its length and girth impressive.

“Maybe these should . . .” Grey began, grabbing the string of Rebeka’s panties, “come off.”

Ashley knelt at Grey’s feet to remove his shoes and jeans as Heather continued to suck his cock. And yet still Grey worried only at Rebeka, who didn’t offer any resistance as he eased the right side of her panties down, exposing the upper corner of her pubic hair, also strawberry blonde but darker, and he stared at as though he’d found a long-hidden shrine, brushing the hair reverently with the back of his fingers, working at the other side of her panties, exposing all of her triangle and the crease of her sex.

Everything lay in a jumble at Rebeka’s feet now, and Grey was naked as well, thanks to two women whose existence he seemed to have forgotten altogether.

“Shall we?” he said, turning, his cock leaving Heather’s mouth and swaying toward Rebeka, and he stepped up to her, gently again, more like dancing than a prelude to sex, except that his tip pressed into her belly and she looked down and issued another nervous laugh.

“Okay,” she whispered. “So . . . in bed?”

“Let’s,” Grey agreed, passing an arm around Rebeka’s waist and drawing her with him, sitting down, pulling her beside him, but before she let him kiss her, she had a question.

“Why did you pick me?” she asked.

“It would take me a long time to explain,” he said with an awkward smile. “Truth is, I wasn’t going to do any of this, but then I asked for you, and they made it happen.”

“Is this your first gangbang?” she asked.

“No,” he said. “But this isn’t a gangbang, is it? It’s just you and me.”

“But you’ve done one then?” she asked.

“Hazard of the job,” he said. “I really want to kiss you.”

Rebeka turned, dropped her head to the pillow, waited.

Still gentle, still hiding his true nature, Grey did not mount the detective yet. Instead, he lay on his side next to her, hand on her belly, and their lips touched, and their mouths opened, and moments later they were having sex with their mouths, tongues exploring, all of them engaged that way, and Grey’s hand slid up from Rebeka’s belly to her left breast, and he squeezed and she arched her back and he moved his mouth from hers to her nipple to suck, then returned to kissing her, and only when her legs parted slightly did he roll on top of her, still kissing her as she widened her thighs, and he found her female doorway by feel alone, his tip plunging into her without any help from hands.

“Ohh, wait, slow,” Rebeka pleaded, and Grey stopped, half his shaft within her.

“I just need to catch my breath,” she said. “It’s been awhile.”

Rebeka’s ribs rose and fell beneath Grey while he waited patiently. Finally, instead of telling him to continue, she resorted to body language, angling her pelvis up to pull the organ deeper into her slot, and Grey pushed into her, waiting for another protest that never came. She grunted. She gasped like she was lifting something heavy. But she didn’t tell him to stop. The message was instead delivered by her cervix, Grey’s tip pressing against it and stopping.

“Are you all the way in?” she asked.

“I think so,” Grey said, sliding halfway out and pushing in again, meeting the same barrier.

“Okay,” she said. “Yeah, this is good.”

Zoe had her phone out and was recording the two in the bed when Heather turned to her. “You’re just here as an observer, right?”

“That’s right,” Zoe said. “Just ignore me.”

“Maggie? Want to join us on the other bed?” she said to Meghan. The VIP, who had been entranced by the sight of the Black man and the white woman fucking a few feet away from her, suddenly looked at Heather and Ashley, looking up and down their naked forms, her expression startled, and a little wild.

“What are we doing?” she asked.

Heather smiled. “We’re not here to watch them.”

“I’d love to make love to you, Maggie,” Ashley said sweetly.

“Okay,” Meghan said, face suddenly flushed. “Just you?”

“Surely you can handle two of us,” Heather said as she moved to take Meghan in her arms and kiss her.

“Yeah, yeah,” Meghan nearly gasped, looking over Heather’s shoulder. “I haven’t . . . two . . . it’s been awhile, though.”

“We’ll be gentle with you, Maggie,” Ashley said with a slight smirk.

Meghan smiled, pulled her face away from Heather’s to look at her dazedly, wrapped her arms around Heather’s waist and kissed her, hard with her mouth while she pushed the rest of her body against the naked crewmember.

Zoe kept the camera on her phone trained on the three women but moved around to get the couple on the other bed in the background. She smiled to herself.

“Here,” Heather said to Meghan. “Lie down, there.” She pointed at the empty bed.

Meghan dropped to the bed, rolled to her back, propped herself up on her elbows and looked at Heather with her lower jaw jutting forward, legs parted.

Ashley climbed between Meghan’s thighs and buried her face in the woman’s pussy. She licked and sucked as Heather took Meghan’s nipples into her mouth, first the right, then the left, then moved up to kiss her again as the woman moaned and closed her eyes.

Meghan dropped her head to the pillow, closed her eyes and opened her mouth to focus on Heather’s kiss while her lower half rocked under the pleasures of Ashley’s tongue.

Heather eased back from Meghan’s mouth and smiled at her. “Ever licked a girl’s pussy before, Maggie?”

“I have,” Meghan said. “I want to again.”

Heather climbed onto Meghan’s body and inched forward until her vagina was positioned above Meghan’s mouth, then she eased down and pressed herself into the woman’s face.

All of Meghan responded, her legs spreading while her tongue found Heather’s opening, and she worked at the folds as though devouring them, mouth and tongue and teeth all engaged in knowing Heather’s pussy.

“Oh, fuck,” Heather gasped. “You have done this before, you slut.” She giggled and reached back for Meghan’s nipples, tweaking each of them with her fingers. “Yeah, like that. Just like that.”

Meghan stiffened, only her pelvis moving now, rising and falling methodically as Ashley tended to her hole.

Meghan preferred to take a while before the arrival of ultimate pleasure, but she was no match for two professionals, and she grunted against Heather’s doorway while she rocked and writhed. “Oh, oh, oh, ohhhhhh,” she groaned, suffering through an orgasm she’d denied herself earlier that day, her whole body shaking, fingers wrapping themselves around the sheets beneath her.

Zoe kept her camera on the three women until she heard moans coming from the other bed. She raised the camera to catch the pair in mutual bliss.

“Eeeeeee,” Rebeka squealed quietly with her own climax, the next sound a deep grunt from Grey’s body, the two of them orgasming together, shaking with a single passion, Grey pushing himself all the way into the girl’s body to deliver his cream, her parts yielding to his thrusts, pain and pleasure mingling into a single inexpressible epiphany.

When the room settled, Heather looked at Ashley. “I think our work here is done,” she whispered and climbed down to get dressed. The two exited the room without another word.

Meghan raised her head to watch them go, at first looking a little puzzled, then smiling and dropping her head to the pillow, legs still spread, her satisfaction complete.

“That was amazing,” Zoe said to the three naked people. “Simply amazing.”

Meghan looked at Zoe, turned her gaze to the couple on the other bed. She’d forgotten they were there, and she watched them untangle, watched the girl sit up, the man rise to his knees, looking reverently at his strawberry blonde partner.

“Maggie,” Zoe said with an evil grin. “You ready to get whipped now?”

Meghan looked back at Zoe, squinted as she struggled to understand.

“Here?” she asked.

Zoe laughed. “I’m kidding, we’ll have lunch first. But these two look like they need some alone time, so you should get dressed and we’ll grab something to eat before I take you to the Punishment Room, okay?”

Meghan rose shakily, cast another glance at the couple on the other bed, who were sitting side-by-side with their backs to her, in their own world. Were they here together? She couldn’t remember. Were they a couple? Had they just met? She wanted to know, but they seemed to be in a place she shouldn’t intrude upon.

Zoe was inviting her to lunch. And then there would be something else. Possibly Zoe had mentioned being whipped, but Meghan might have misheard her, because that didn’t make any sense. She was hungry though. She slid off the bed and stepped to the bureau to retrieve her clothing.

“Tell me about yourself, Rebeka,” the Black man asked quietly.

“You’re asking me now?” she said, laughing.

“Yes,” he said with humor in his own voice. “Now that we’ve been properly introduced.”

“You might not like the answer.”

“Try me.”

“But first,” Rebeka said, turning to Grey. “You said this wasn’t your first orgy?”

“This wasn’t, afterall, an orgy the way I define it,” Grey said, casting a glance at the door as it shut behind Zoe and Meghan. “We were a little more exclusive than two people should be.”

“Okay,” Rebeka said, nodding. “But you’ve done an orgy? A gangbang?”

“Professionally, yes,” Grey said.

“Elaborate,” she said.

“I helped found a fertility church,” Grey said. “I was invited to the first mass.”

“Oh, for your profession, then.”

“Yes,” Grey said. “I’m a consultant for new churches. Now, tell me what you do.”

Rebeka looked away, a brief flash of pain in her eyes before she looked down between her legs.

“I’m leaking,” she said.

“Did you go to school for that?” he asked.

“A lot,” she said, spreading her legs and sliding back, the thick evidence of Grey’s affection spilling out of her hole and onto the white sheet.

For a long moment, she simply looked down before she spoke again.

“I’m a cop,” she said.

“What kind of cop?” Grey asked.

“Detective,” she said, raising her eyes to his, her attention direct and sober. “LA Police Department. Wedding Crimes Division.”

“I hope you’re enjoying your week off,” he quipped. Was there a catch in his voice? No, nothing. Rebeka had just given away the game to the attempted murderer, and he had no reaction. None at all. Okay, keep pushing.

“I’m working,” Rebeka said.

“Working?” Grey said, eyebrows rising in surprise. “A specific case?”

“Yes,” Rebeka said. “Attempted murder.”

“On the ship?”

“No,” Rebeka said. “Encino. Early Sunday morning.”

“Then the suspect is on this ship?” Grey said, looking increasingly puzzled.

“He is,” she said.

Still no reaction. By now, any normal murderer would have been quivering with fear, unable to speak, fumbling for his next words–if not outright confessing to the crime.

“Wait, you’re here on assignment?” Grey said.

“Yes, boarded Sunday afternoon.”

“How did you get on the ship?”

“Police chopper.”

“Let me help you,” Grey said.

“Help me what?” Rebeka said.

“Catch him,” Grey said with a smile. “I could use an adventure.”

“How would you do that?” Rebeka asked, her voice squeaking with barely-concealed incredulity.

“You tell me.”

Why are you toying with me, Grey Fieldman? Is this really a game you want to play? With a professional? By the time this is over, I’ll have you cornered in as many ways as you tried to kill Diana Entwhistle. Which was seven ways. No, wait, six ways. Because one of those ways was actually Heck Southward, with the tractor thing. But six ways. Yeah, six. Or maybe five. There wa something about a brake line.

It took Rebeka mere seconds to hatch her plan.

“Okay,” she said. “Let’s stay together. Let’s act like a couple. I don’t want to look like a cop.”

“I like it,” Grey said approvingly. “Do you think you’re in any danger?”

“I might be,” Rebeka said.

“I like it even more,” Grey said. “It means you actually need to keep me close.”

“Exactly,” Rebeka said, playing along with her prey.

“And I’m sure you know the first rule of going undercover,” Grey said.

“Remind me.”

“Live the ruse, even when no one’s watching.”

“Meaning?” Rebeka said, but a quick glance at Grey’s stiffening penis told her what she needed to know. He was right, of course. Play the part. Fool him while he thinks he’s fooling you.

“Okay, good advice,” Rebeka said, and she stood, dropped back to the bed on her hands and knees, parted her legs and angled up her slot.

Grey, understanding, knelt behind her and, still with that infuriating, deceptive gentleness, slipped his penis slowly within her.


10 - Secrets Over Brunch
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It was Grey’s idea to breakfast at the same restaurant where their eyes had first met, when he’d caught her peering at him over the huevos rancheros bar.

So here they were, at a quiet table by the window of the Gangbang Deck, 100 feet above the Pacific Ocean, blue and deep and mysterious.

Detectives for the LAPD Wedding Crimes Division had to be ready for anything . . . and this was anything, at least. More than anything.

They’d had sex twice more through the night Rebeka had spent with Grey in his surprisingly nice, windowed cabin. Him on top for the first round, as soon as they were both in bed for the night, and her on top, cowgirl style, when they woke up in the middle of the night and needed each other. At some point, there had also been some very good oral sex. Grey knew what he was doing. And his penis was delicious.

But Rebeka Charger did not need Grey Fieldman. He was a murderer. Or no, she needed him, but only to close the noose around his own neck. But not emotionally, there was no need there. His talent where sex was concerned, that was just part of the package. His selection of her as his gangbang partner, his exclusive mating with her, his devotion to her bordering on an obsession that seemed beyond sex . . . that was just good acting.

But still, how could a man who was so evil be so . . . romantic?

“Tell me how you got into your line of work,” he said, smiling at her, starting into her eyes deeply and curiously, and not at all aggressively.

“I was 12 for my first one,” she said. “Not a very hard case. My mom was getting married again, her cousin killed one of the bridesmaids on the day of the wedding, I knew there’d been some jealousy so I told her at the reception I knew she’d done it, and she confessed on the spot. And then when I was a freshman in college, I got invited to a destination wedding in Bar Harbor, the florist put a copperhead in the stylist’s sack for the three-legged sack race. Before he died he said ‘Gitmore,’ which is a private school in upstate New Hampshire, and I pieced it together from old yearbooks and financial records. The victim’s dad bankrupted the perpetrator’s uncle. Took me a week to solve that one. I did a few others, but those were my best. So I sort of had a knack for wedding crimes, got the job with the LA Police a month ago,  What about you?”

Grey leaned back, smiled warmly at the detective.

“Thank you for the abstract,” he said. “I look forward to reading the rest of the paper.”

Okay, Grey Fieldman, please stop. Stop acting like you care. Stop pretending to be the most delectable man I ever met. Stop being equally good at lovemaking and conversation. Stop trying to make me . . . love you.

It was time to shut this down. Rebeka’s plan was still in the hazy stages of formation when she launched it, but the premise was to reveal everything, remove all pretense, observe, and get the inevitable confession..

“The first person I want to interview today is Dylan Hightower,” she blurted.

“Dylan Hightower?” Grey echoed. “I know him. Or I know someone by the same name.”

“He’s getting married.”

“So is the Dylan I know.”

“To a girl named Jerri.”

“The same person then,” Grey said, leaning forward, perplexed. “Please tell me he’s not a suspect.”

“At this point, I’m not ruling anyone out,” Rebeka said.

“Who’s the victim?” Grey asked.

“Diana Entwhistle,” Rebeka replied flatly.

Grey did a remarkable job of looking truly startled.

“I know her,” he said. “What happened?”

“Someone tried to kill her,” Rebeka replied. “In a variety of ways.”

“What ways?” Grey inquired.

Rebeka smiled grimly and kept her knowledge to herself. “The main thing is she’s not dead, and there’s a lot of evidence,” she said.

“Wait, when did it happen?” he asked.

“Sunday morning,” she said. “Or really, middle of the night. Like one or two in the morning.”

“It happened in her home?”

“Yes.”

“Someone broke in?”

“Not as far as we know,” Rebeka said. “The attempts were–”

“Attempts?” Grey interrupted. “More than one?”

“Yes. That’s all I can say.”

“She was by herself, then?” he asked. “She was asleep?”

“As far as we know, yes, on both counts.”

“We were all there Saturday night, the entire wedding party,” he said. “I understand that you can’t share details, but maybe someone saw something. If you can tell us . . .”

Grey’s face betrayed a range of emotions, both concern and a growing awareness.

“Wait,” he said. “That’s why you’re here, isn’t it? You think one of the men did it, right? You’re here to talk to us.”

“Not just the men,” Rebeka said.

“Are you going to talk to the women too?” Grey asked. “They’re on Oahu, meditating.”

“No,” Rebeka said quietly. “They’re here too, on this ship. I’ve already spoken to Gallant.”

Grey shook his head in a cartoonish impression of bewilderment. But Rebeka was looking for something else–the telltale signs of a man who’s just heard his illicit lover’s name.

“The best I’ve been able to piece together,” Rebeka said, “is that you men booked the cruise without telling the women, and the women booked it without telling any of you.”

“Ohh,” Grey said, laughing sincerely. “That’s . . . that’s rich.”

“I come across things like this all the time,” she said. “One of the fringe benefits of the job.”

“What did you learn from Gallant?” Grey asked, growing serious.

“I can’t share that right now,” Rebeka said. “But she knows you didn’t do it.”

One could almost hear the gears grinding in Grey’s head as he processed Rebeka’s words.

“So, Gallant,” he said slowly. “You know she’s only 18.”

“Yes,” agreed Rebeka. “So is Drake.”

“But she’s a girl,” Grey said.

“She’s a woman,” Rebeka corrected.

“What deck was she on?”

Rebeka pulled out her phone, frowned as she studied it, put it away. “The Lab Deck.”

“That’s the deck where Drake ended up,” Grey noted. “One of the tamer places, as I understood it.”

“No, not really,” Rebeka said. “When I found her, she was with Drake. She was chained to a table, and they’d just had sex.”

Rebeka smiled grimly again, her cue for those times when she could share no more information. Of course, she had gotten almost no information from Gallant, and what little data she did collect suggested guilt on Gallant’s part, or guilty knowledge at least, but she didn’t want Grey to know that.

Her interview, such as it was, had gone rather quickly in fact. Rebeka had shown up in the lab room with her police badge hanging from her belt, and Gallant had blurted “Is she dead?” But Gallant had subsequently pleaded ignorance where knowledge of murder was concerned, except for her frantic insistence Grey had played no part in whatever was done to Diana. And then Rebeka had been forcefully pushed from the room by a man in a doctor’s coat. Other things had happened, and the two youths had been taken away to places where Rebeka could no longer get to them, jurisdictionally or physically.

But Rebeka knew enough to continue spinning her web around Grey, and now she was studying the man carefully. She believed he must be Gallant’s lover. What girl, from 18 years on up, could resist his charms? So Grey had foolishly confessed his murderous plot to the girl. Maybe he was trying to impress her. But now, he was being told that his teen paramor was getting sexually taken, on this very ship, by another male, by a mere teen. The revelation should have driven Grey to a fury so strong even his nearly impenetrable shell would have cracked. There should have been at least the clenching of his jaw, the making of a fist, a shifting in his seat, and the angry swigging of his mimosa.

But no, still . . . the man didn’t crack.

“She was okay?” Grey asked.

“It seemed like it, other than concern about Diana Entwhistle.”

“She’s a very sweet young lady,” Grey said. “And Drake was having fun?”

“Well, yeah,” Rebeka said, her next words meant to twist the knife, to see if anything could break through Grey’s cool. “He was still standing between her legs. And his penis was soaked. Overall they both looked–”

Grey raised his hands defensively, shook his head, closed his eyes.

Aha! I finally got you, Grey Fieldman!

“Sorry for stopping you,” Grey said with a weak smile, and he fumbled through his next words. “I understand that in your profession . . . details are important to what you do . . . and I really admire your work. But . . . when it’s two people I know, I’d rather not . . . their intimacy is a private . . . it’s private to them. And I have to respect that. And they’re kids, really.”

Nope, foiled again. Damn, he’s good.

“Sorry, sorry,” Rebeka said, stammering too. “I forget that you’re . . . well, when you offered to help me . . . I sort of went into colleague mode. But I’d like . . . I could use your help . . . if you want.”

“But then, I’m a suspect too, am I not?” he said, leaning back and lacing his fingers around his knee, the picture of unconcern.

“No,” Rebeka lied. “You don’t fit the profile.”

“When did you decide that?” Grey inquired. “Before our first . . . before or after we met? Or maybe yesterday morning, over the huevos rancheros?”

Here it comes. The smile will fade. He will rise from the table, throw his napkin down in disgust, pretend he is finally realizing that he and his erstwhile lover are adversaries. And now he’s learned enough to fight on an equal footing. Okay, this is war.

But no, Grey was still smiling. He leaned forward to grab his mimosa, leaned back and waited for Rebeka’s answer.

“Well, this is a little awkward,” she said while she marshaled her scattered thoughts into a plausible narrative. “Yes, okay, you were a suspect, like everyone who’d been at Diana’s the night before. And I’m here to talk to everyone, surveil discreetly, gather facts. And you noticed me, but I crossed you off the list from the first time I saw you. And then you asked for me, for the . . . for what they do on this deck. They didn’t really tell me who you were, just that someone was asking for me, and I’m trying to fit in, so I went and was planning to say hi and excuse myself, but it was you, and things started happening, and I was about to explain everything, but then everyone else showed up and things went so fast and I wanted to tell you after that but things kept happening and, and . . . okay, wait.”

Rebeka Charger fanned her face and fought tears. Real tears. What? This was not part of today’s repertoire. This was not part of her repertoire, ever. Okay, stress. On a boat, out of phone range, struggling with a complicated case, and not sleeping well. Or sleeping well when she was asleep. But she’d been awake a lot last night.

Grey smiled with what appeared to be true sympathy. And he reached across the table and laid his hands flat, palms up, and Rebeka let the murderer take her hands in his.

“I’m still a suspect,” he said softly.

Rebeka, surprisingly, laughed.

“Why are you saying that?” she asked.

“You can’t rule me out yet,” he said. “Not by just looking at me, or . . . having me in your gangbang.”

Rebeka laughed again.

“I was there all day,” he continued, smiling. “You know that, right? I’m sure you checked everyone’s phones.”

“Yes,” she agreed, sniffing, and she squeezed Grey’s hands before she pulled her own away to wipe her eyes. But even as she embodied the picture of a distressed female, her mind was working, toying with new theories.

He wants me to accuse him. This is his kink . . . or one of his kinks. He likes having sex with a mortal enemy. The sex will be hotter if I think he did it. Does he have any idea how dangerous the game is he’s playing?

“Questioning you would be completely inappropriate,” Rebeka said. “If you did reemerge as a suspect, I’d have to recuse myself.”

“But you must still have questions,” he said. “I think it’s why you cried.”

“Explain,” Rebeka said simply.

“When a man gives a woman an orgasm, he earns a new place in her mind. Undeserved, in fact, but it’s there, an involuntary emotion. And now you’re trying to reconcile that, and because you can’t, you cry.”

Rebeka looked hard at the stranger across the table.

“I know that sounds sexist,” he continued, “but men are worse. When we can’t resolve our emotions, we hit someone.”

“That’s profound,” she said, “Honestly.”

“Thank you,” he said. “A little something I picked up on the job. Psychology and religion are evil stepsisters.”

“You sound jaded.”

“Of course, it’s inevitable, no matter what you do.”

“But, religion,” Rebeka said. “I assume you’re an atheist?”

“I avoid labels,” Grey said. “Especially labels that propose an absence of belief in something.”

“But you don’t believe in God?”

“Which one?” Grey said.

“Whichever,” Rebeka said.

“I haven’t met one to believe in yet.”

“Doesn’t that bother your clients, though?” Rebeka persisted. “Do they know you’re an, you don’t believe in what they believe?”

“They expect it,” Grey said, smiling at Rebeka’s baffled expression. “A faith body without an adequate way to practice that faith is like a human body without an adequate way to live. Both are in crisis. The system for saving the human body involves medical professionals who don’t know that body, who aren’t distracted by any relationship other than professional. I think of myself as a spiritual doctor. I come in as a stranger. Unencumbered by any particular affections. My only job is to save the faith body. But what about you? Your occupation must have ruined you for marriage.”

“It has, yeah,” she said, looking at her fingernails.

Grey’s eyes brightened. “Let me interrogate myself,” he said. “Can I do that? Can I play you, ask what I think you should ask me, and then I’ll answer honestly?”

Rebeka looked up and waved a hand in front of her chin, and Grey proceeded with the same maddening aplomb he’d exhibited since they’d met at their gangbang the day before.

“Just please don’t imitate my voice,” she said. “I hate that.”

“Very well,” he said, his next words delivered with the tone of a highly-suspicious, baritone prosecutor.

“So, Grey Fieldman, why did you spend most of the day at Diana Entwhistle’s home just before someone tried to kill her.”

“I was making pizza for the wedding shower, and it was a little complicated.”

“It took you all day?”

“It did, actually. I’m particular about pizza. Fresh ingredients. I slice the pepperoni by hand, the mushrooms, the peppers. I shred the mozzarella. I make my own dough, with my own yeast. I bake the crust first, then top it and bake it again, with my own tomato sauce. Twenty-five vine-ripened heirloom tomatoes, that alone takes almost two hours.”

“Did you have a motive for killing Diana?”

“Yes. I let her read my PhD dissertation on early reforms of the Catholic Church, and she filled it with marginalia and turned it in without asking me, and my advisors took exception to one of her notes.”

“And what did her note say?”

“BDSM,” Grey replied, his face darkening. “I asked her about it and she insisted she’d written ‘Boston’ but it didn’t matter. My paper was rejected and I lost my chance at a doctorate.”

“And so you attempted to kill her in revenge?”

“No,” Grey said. “I didn’t do that. I wouldn’t do that. Killing is wrong.”

Grey smiled, met Rebeka’s eyes.

“How was that?” he said.

Rebeka pulled out her phone, doing her best to match Grey’s airy delivery despite her racing mind..

“Would you mind if wrote some of that down?” she asked. “It’s going to come up again, probably.”

“Be my guest,” Grey said, and for the next five minutes, he looked out the window while the detective tapped madly.

“Hi there,” a woman said tentatively, edging up to their table. Grey turned his gaze away from the window, Rebeka looked up from her phone.

“I’m Judy Raskin,” she said. “I’m one of the cruise managers. How are you enjoying our Gangbang Deck so far?”

“Well,” Grey said apologetically, “I’m not sure we’re doing it justice.”

He winked at Rebeka and she looked back with raised eyebrows.

“We’ve been to just one encounter so far,” he said, “and I’m afraid we limited ourselves to each other.”

“Are you traveling together?” Judy asked.

“No, but we’ve met,” Grey replied, “And seem to have found some . . . mutual interests.”

Rebeka laughed nervously.

“Would you like another chance to gangbang properly?” Judy asked.

Grey laughed, looked at Rebeka, looked at Judy. “Why do you ask?”

“We’ve gotten a request for an interracial couple,” Judy explained. “This morning. Now. And you two would be perfect.”

“Who made this request?” Grey asked.

“A girl named Munro,” Judy said.

“Munro?” Grey echoed, looking at Rebeka with uncertain eyes. “A Black female? Traveling by herself. Pretty? Well-formed?”

“Yes, that describes her.”

Grey looked at Rebeka. “Someone else from the wedding party, I suspect. Want to meet with her?”

Rebeka shrugged. “Sure.”


11 - Zoe Plays With Meghan
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“Let’s get her processed,” Zoe told the Black woman at the front desk of the Confederacy Deck regarding Meghan. “All the hardware, fast as you can.”

Meghan’s heart fluttered, as it did every time this ship of abomination threw some new peculiarity her way. She knew about the Confederacy from history books, had always felt a vague sense of loss with its passing, the gentlemen and their ladies in their beautiful homes, the chivalry, the refinement. But there was slavery there too, something that probably wasn’t as bad as everyone always made it out to be, but it had its sordid elements. And something told Meghan she wasn’t here to drink mint juleps. Zoe had already promised her a whipping. And they hadn’t dressed her in cream taffeta and a hoop skirt. They hadn’t dressed her in anything, actually. As soon as they’d reached this deck, Zoe had told her to strip, and now Meghan was nude again, vulnerable, a little frightened and a little aroused, her vagina warming itself, growing damp.

The Black woman rose from behind her desk and took Meghan’s arm to lead her through a door. She motioned a Black man to escort the woman to the head of the line for hardware.

“She special?” the guard asked. “Just curious.”

“She a VIP,” Zoe explained. “Top priority, and we’re recording everything for our broadcast tonight.” She nodded at the cameraman following the group. The guard took Meghan’s arm and led her into the large room beyond the entrance.

Before she scanned the room, Meghan looked at the Black hand around her arm, took in the man himself, dressed in a black tee shirt, black jeans and carrying a nightstick in his other hand. She was intensely aware that while he was fully dressed–everyone was fully dressed–she was completely naked again. But as soon as the group rounded a barrier she saw a line of naked white women waiting for…what? The line of women, none restrained but attended by a half dozen more menacing Black guards, was moving slowly, but her guard marched Meghan to the front of the line.

“We need this one fitted immediately,” he said in an impossibly deep voice that resonated in Meghan’s bones. “Collar, manacles, and shackles,” he added, which earned him a look from the Black woman behind the table.

“Bring her closer,” she told the guard and pulled a collar from a cardboard box full of them. She eyed Meghan’s neck and swapped it out for another one, then wrapped it around her neck and snapped it shut.

Meghan’s eyes went wide, both with a sense of personal violation, and historic disorder as well.

“So I’m the slave?” she asked.

“That’s right, dearie,” the woman said with a smirk. “You’re the slave here.” She motioned for Meghan to move to her left for manacles for her wrists. Beyond that was a table for shackles on her ankles to be followed by a chain that connected all five pieces of hardware and forced the women to bend slightly at the waist in an obviously subservient manner.

Meghan went stoically forward and held her hands out. Something had begun to nag at her mind, a memory trying to break through the clutter of her fear, uncertainty, arousal. After the manacles were locked on her wrists, she moved again to the next station for the addition of shackles on her ankles. The last indignity was a chain that connected all five pieces of her new hardware and restricted her from standing straight, raising her arms, or walking without adjusting for the lack of freedom.

With the last clicks of her new restraints, it all came flooding back, that moment in the kitchen with Candy, watching the local morning news. This was what she saw on the TV many weeks ago, a woman in this hardware, chained and guarded by a Black man, naked behind the small screen they’d set before her. The piece–presenting this wicked cruise as fun, interesting, mainstream–had left her outraged, and determined to act.

Now she was the reporter. She turned back to confirm that the cameras were still on, still pointed at her. But there was no screen this time. Her nakedness was there, for all to see.

But she wasn’t here to celebrate, to promote. She was here to fight, for God, against Satan. And she’d just uncovered a new dimension of depravity, not sexual at all. Cultural. Political. Historical. Her mind was rushing furiously from one idea to the next, trying to make sense, to formulate an understanding of what this was so it could be exposed.

“You want me to cage her?” Meghan’s guard asked Zoe.

“No, we don’t have time for that,” Zoe said. “We’ll take her directly to the Punishment Room, okay?”

“Sure thing,” the guard said as he nudged Meghan with his nightstick. “You want me to shock her, just to let her know what it can do?”

“Sure,” Zoe said with a slight smile.

The guard touched the end of his nightstick to Meghan’s ribs, and a pain of incredible intensity erupted and vanished as soon as it had appeared.

“Owww, ohhhh!” Meghan shrieked, almost falling as she backed away, looking at the cruel guard reproachfully.

“That way,” he commanded, nudging Meghan again with the stick but without shocking her. He led her through a large array of cages, each containing a naked woman in the same hardware Meghan wore.

“Wait,” she said, stopping and turning toward him, warily eyeing the nightstick. “What are we doing?”

“We’re going to whip you, Meghan,” Zoe said patiently. “You wanted a full experience so we’re going to give you one.” She nodded at the guard.

“Why?” she demanded, stiffening, bound feet unmoving.

“Because we can do anything we want to you and this is something I want to do,” Zoe said simply. “To give you the full experience, you have to be completely helpless. Don’t you agree?”

“Yes,” Meghan whispered, tilting her head toward the Black guard. “But . . . is this supposed to be some kind of revenge?”

“Revenge for what?” Zoe asked.

“I guess . . .” Meghan stammered, trying to find the words while the Black man looked on with a half smile. “I mean, some people . . . they might think this is right. Like, the way things should be.”

Zoe looked at the guard. “You feel that way?” she asked him.

“You really want to know?” he asked, looking at the camera. “I won’t answer on the record.”

“Turn the camera off, Clive,” Zoe said. “So, tell us.”

The guard nodded. “Well, when I heard about this place, the cruise and all, and then this place, this deck. I thought to myself, yeah, that sounds good.” He looked at Meghan. “Real good.”

“Why?” Meghan asked him.

“Fuck, really? You gotta ask?” he said with a wicked smile.

“Yes,” Meghan persisted.

“Okay,” he said as he leaned close. “Here, I get to fuck white women all I want. I get to chain them, watch them get beat, watch them suffer, make them suffer myself once in a while, with this.” He held up his nightstick. “It’s a thing I never thought I’d see but now that I have, I’m good. I’m good.”

“Why do you want to do that?” Meghan asked, eyes going hard.

“No idea, but it sure feels good,” the guard whispered.

It feels good.

No politics, no history, no culture.

It just . . . feels good.

Was that good enough? Was Meghan satisfied with that answer? Was any other answer necessary? Maybe that’s why people did anything . . . everything. Because it felt good. No further explanation necessary. No politics, no religion, no need for Satan. People did what they did. For no other reason than that they liked how it felt.

Including Meghan Attweiler.

Meghan looked at the man. “Okay,” she said softly, and she turned and walked with short, restrained steps beside the wall toward the door marked “Punishment Room”. The guard opened it for her and motioned her inside.

“Should we cage her?” the guard asked Zoe. “All the whipping stations are in use.”

“Sure,” Zoe said. “She can watch the fun for a while.” Zoe realized she was having more fun than she should have been by tormenting Meghan, but she had no idea why. Something about the woman needed to be done, she thought vaguely, and this felt like exactly what was called for. She’d sort it all out later, she decided.

The guard walked Meghan to a chain link cage and opened the door. He motioned for Meghan to step inside and he closed and latched the cage. Meghan had trouble turning around but managed to do so slowly, carefully. She looked out at the room and took it in for the first time.

Four women were attached to the wall by their hardware but no one was attending to them. Two others were dangling by their wrists from the ceiling and twisting slowly with their feet a few inches above the floor. Another woman was sitting naked on the floor, her hands and feet locked in a board that bent her over uncomfortably, Meghan imagined. Another woman was standing in an old fashioned stocks, the sort of thing used in olden days to punish people by humiliating them and causing discomfort in the position.

Suddenly, another Black guard appeared from out of range of Meghan’s vision with a flogger in one hand. He approached one of the women attached to the wall as she stared at him over her shoulder in fear.

“Ready?” he said to her and she nodded. He reared back and hit her naked bottom with the flogger, not hard, in Meghan’s estimation, not nearly hard enough to cause the blood-curdling scream that the woman unleashed. He hit her again with similar results, again, and again.

“It’s electric,” the woman next to Meghan explained unbidden. “That thing hurts like hell, let me tell you.”

Meghan looked at her. “Electric? The whip?”

“It’s all they use in here but it’s all they need. I don’t know exactly how it works but it’s really, really effective.”

“You want your bottom whipped, Meghan?” Zoe asked from outside her cage. “Or your tits?”

Meghan turned to look at Zoe. “I get to choose?”

“If you like, or I can choose for you.” Zoe looked at her intensely. “Tits, I think.”

“Oh,” Meghan whispered. “Okay.”

The woman whose bottom had been whipped to great effect was being released from the hooks that attached her to the wall. Zoe motioned to Meghan’s guard to release her and move her to the now-vacated station. “Face her forward,” Zoe told him and he nodded.

The guard unlatched Meghan’s cage and opened the door. She exited the cage and moved to the wall, then waited for someone to release her chains. The guard did so and then set about attaching Meghan to the wall, her back to it, unlike all the other women.

“We don’t usually whip their tits, ma’am,” the guard with the flogger told Zoe. “Just saying.”

“Any reason not to?” Zoe asked with a cocked eyebrow.

“Not that I know of,” he said as Meghan’s guard completed the task of securing her to the wall with short chains embedded in the wall and hooks on the ends to attach to the hardware, all five pieces. Once attached, Meghan resembled a starfish and had a clear view of the entire room and saw everyone in the cages, all the naked, chained women, watching her. The cameraman had his camera trained on her and Zoe watched with obvious relish, too.

“Ready?” the guard with the whip asked Meghan. She nodded.

He reached back and struck her breasts.

The pain was unbelievable. Enormous. So much worse than the nightstick, worse than anything she had ever endured in her life, worse than childbirth which had been brutal but worth it. This was not that. This was just so unnecessary. And vindictive, she thought as the guard hit her again.

“Aeeee,” Meghan screamed again, unaware that she had screamed after the first hit. “No, stop, don’t,” she begged. “Red, red, red!” she screamed at the man, at Zoe, at everyone.

“We don’t stop with the flogger,” the whip-wielding guard explained. “How many?” he asked Zoe.

“What’s the usual?” she asked without taking her eyes from Meghan’s.

“Twelve is normal.”

“Then give her a dozen,” Zoe said, wickedly.

Meghan’s screams filled the room, and she writhed and shook and her chains rattled and by the time it was done, her face was wet with tears and her vagina was soaked with lubricant.

It feels good.

12 - Mia Seeks Relief
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Mia stared at the board in the Day Room on the Bondage Deck. Her deck. She was looking at the amount of money she’d accumulated over the past five days, the first day paid by men who watched her be intimate with other women on one of the sofas scattered around the spacious room. For the past three days, however, she was paid when men wanted to torment her by activating The Frustrators buried inside her, one up her rear, one in her vagina, a third one, the most diabolical of the three although it was a close call, tapping her clitoris. She had no ability to stop the devices from frustrating her except to leave the room, which she was loath to do. Only when she remained in the Day Room was she paid, several dollars a minute most of the time, by unseen men who watched the video feeds that emanated from the room to parts unknown to Mia, which in and of itself was deliciously naughty. That men she’d never met would pay to see her squirm and pant as she sat otherwise unoccupied at a cafe table or in a overstuffed chair, or most desirable but not always available, a recliner, as the devices buried within her did their namesake jobs, was all just too demeaning and degrading for words.

She loved everything about this place.

But mostly, she was a girl on a mission. The attendant at the gift shop on the main deck that sold fully-functional home-versions of The Frustrator had explained after her first day wearing it that she could earn enough to purchase one, for an admittedly-exorbitant price, if she spent most of the week wearing it in the Day Room and putting on a good show for her anonymous patrons. She spent as much time as she could stand in the room, hour after hour, day after day, long into the night, missing meals, only seeing her roommate Belle when she came to the Day Room to be likewise frustrated, but not nearly as often, as the balance in Mia’s account built relentlessly toward her goal. A goal she would only reach if she remained in the Day Room for the entire day, on this, her last day on the Cruise du Kinque.

She had been lucky today and a recliner became available shortly after she arrived, just after breakfast. She ate a light meal as she always did, as the ordeal that lay ahead was daunting. For the past three days, she had spent a couple of hours at a time in the Day Room before taking a much needed break, usually an hour or so, to rest and let herself recover to the extent she could. The intensity of the schedule was all she thought she could tolerate, but as she stared at the board this morning, she knew it wouldn’t get her to where she wanted to be. Today, she would have to subject herself to a non-stop day of being tormented, edged without mercy or until she lost consciousness. Not really, but still…

As always happened, her tormentors took about ten minutes to realize she was available for their viewing pleasure. The devices embedded in her body remained quiet for that time but the anticipation of them coming to life was almost as nerve wracking as the actual event.

Almost.

Now, as she reclined and closed her eyes, she felt the smooth, twisted metal in her ass and cunt come to life. The mechanism that teased her clit did as well and since the AI-augmented device had three days of her personal response data in its unholy algorithm, she expected today would be, as each of the preceding days had been, far worse than she could imagine.

Whoever had programmed the device knew what they were doing, Mia realized early on. The first session of the morning was always a rather tepid affair to begin with, as the mechanisms teased and tormented her more in their absence of activity than anything. She would drift off on occasion only to be gently awakened by a mild sensation in her anus or a gentle nudge of her clit which never lasted more than a few seconds, just enough to get her attention and force her to think about what was to come. The anticipation of being frustrated was almost as bad as the actual frustration itself.

Almost.

She didn’t know, although she often wondered, if the morning sessions were so sporadic because that’s how the device was programmed or her tormentors were smaller in number, otherwise distracted, or content to wait until later in the day. She made less money in the mornings so she leaned toward the idea that the men–she always thought of them as men–were just less interested. She didn’t mind, necessarily, as the afternoon sessions and especially the evening ones more than made up for any lacking early in the day.

But another thought bothered her, one she only noticed the day before but now was even harder to ignore. She seemed to make less money than other women in her situation. She didn’t know who they were, of course, other than Belle. She only saw numbers on the board. But she would watch closely in the morning when it was easier to concentrate on how her total progressed at a much slower rate than so many others. Even Belle, who spent far less time in the Day Room than Mia had nearly half her balance in her account.

At first, Mia assumed that the other women were more attractive, or older, or more fun to watch squirm and pant than Mia was. A lifelong inferiority complex only exacerbated her tendency towards self-doubt, but numbers didn’t lie. In this one facet of her life, unlike all others, quantitative analysis was not only possible but irrefutable.

“Oh,” Mia said involuntarily as the vaginal component massaged her walls for a few seconds. That nudge was followed in quick succession, very quick for this early in the day, by a syncopated duet between her clitoral stimulus and her anal probe. She forced her eyes open to examine the board but was again disappointed to see her numbers changing at a much slower rate than many of the others.

She closed her eyes again and waited for The Frustrator to pause but it did not do that. Each of the three components worked together in rondo to excite her, push her towards but not close to an orgasm, a state of mind and body she thought before this trip she was familiar with but realized she’d been mistaken. Edging, what she did when alone in her room back home, was nothing like this. Being trapped in a constant state of heightened sexual awareness, sexual tension that was never released, was so different than a period of delayed gratification that was to be resolved, however long it was deferred.

Mia panted and gripped the arms of the recliner as her Frustrator tormented her. She loved and hated the feelings and desires it stoked in her almost in equal measure, yearning for relief but knowing that it would not come for her. That the device was this active this early on her biggest day thrilled and concerned her. She wasn’t sure she could last the hour, nevermind all day and into the night.

She glanced at the board again and frowned. This wasn’t right. Her device was unrelenting and her total was barely moving. How could that be? What was she doing wrong?

“Mia?” a voice whispered, and someone touched her arm. She opened her eyes (when had she closed them?) and looked up at a woman who looked familiar but how could that be? It wasn’t Belle and she didn’t know anyone on the boat other than her roommate and fuck, the Frustrator was on a roll!

“Mia?” the woman said again and Mia opened her eyes again.

“Yeah?” she gasped as the tiny mechanism hammered her clit. “What?” she asked desperately.

“I’m going to turn that off,” the woman said, and Mia’s first instinct was to protest but she had no words, no voice, just a strangled plea until the Frustrator went quiet. This time, that was an unadulterated relief.

“Mia?” the woman asked again without really asking anything.

“What?” Mia snapped. “Sorry,” she was quick to add. “Sorry.” She was always sorry, it seemed.

“We need to talk,” the woman said. “Do you remember me?” Mia looked at her again.

“Susan?” she ventured and the woman smiled.

“Sharon. We met a few days ago. I took you to the Fitting Room, remember?”

“Oh, yeah,” Mia remembered, vaguely. “Why did you turn me off?” She was losing valuable time and therefore money, was all she could think about.

“We’ll make it up to you, believe me,” the woman said, which confused Mia.

“Who are you again?”

“I work for the cruise line. I’m a manager on this deck.” Mia nodded, still not understanding but knowing her dream of buying a Frustrator of her own was slipping away as they spoke.

“I need to…” she started but the woman waved her off.

“Come with me,” she said as she stepped toward the main entrance of the Day Room that led to the corridor.

“I can’t leave,” Mia protested as she stood up on wobbly legs. “I need the money.”

The woman didn’t stop and Mia followed her, if reluctantly. She led Mia into the corridor with its crowds of fully dressed men and women. Mia became vaguely aware that she was almost naked with her nipples distended obscenely with the bands she reattached faithfully every morning before she ventured to the Day Room. She wasn’t wearing her handcuffs only because Belle was not in their room this morning as she had been the day before. Mia felt more vulnerable having unrestrained hands as she worked to keep up with Susan. Sharon.

“Come in,” Sharon said as she held a door open for Mia. The door led to an office, nothing fancy, no one waiting for them, just a desk with two chairs in front of it. Mia was instructed to sit as Sharon circled behind the desk to take her seat. She cleared her throat as Mia stared at her.

“There’s no easy way to say this, I’m afraid,” Sharon began, and Mia’s heart rate doubled from its already elevated level. Her vagina was still ringing, if that was the right word, with the phantom stimulation of the Frustrator even as it was quiet.

“What did I do?” Mia whispered.

“You did nothing wrong,” Sharon said in a rush. “Sorry, no. You did nothing wrong, Mia. There was a conspiracy of sorts that targeted you.”

“A conspiracy?” she asked, baffled. “How is that possible?”

Sharon sighed. “We’re still not sure but we have incontrovertible evidence that a group of individuals, members of the Bondage Club, conspired to limit your bids in the Day Room.”

“How?” Mia asked, still confused but getting angry. “Why?”

“They wanted to keep their costs down while keeping you frustrated.” Sharon looked sympathetic, but Mia didn’t trust herself to read the woman, or anyone.

“What’s going to happen now?” She still wanted to buy a Frustrator and this meeting wasn’t going to make that happen. She needed to get back to the Day Room, sooner rather than later.

Sharon smiled. “We’ve got a proposition for you.”

“What do you mean?”

Sharon leaned forward. “We feel terrible that our members took advantage of you like that,” Sharon said. “I’ve talked with my boss and she talked with the man who owns the company. He said we’re going to give you your own Frustrator, no charge. In fact, we’ll give you the one you’re wearing now if you’d like.”

Mia just stared at the woman. “I don’t understand.” She was still recovering from just an hour or so in the Day Room under the constant stimulation she’d been subjected to unexpectedly at this early hour. And, she had to admit, if only to herself, she was dealing with the lack of stimulation since Sharon took her away from the Day Room.

“We’re going to give you a Frustrator, Mia. We know from talking to your roommate, Belle, that’s what you’ve been working towards.”

“What happens to the money in my account?”

“It’s yours. We’ll send it to your bank account or write you a check, your choice.”

“But, if I’m to understand what you’ve been telling me, I should have more money in my account. What about that?”

Sharon leaned back in her chair. “Let me make a call.” She picked up her phone and whispered as she spun her chair around so that Mia couldn’t hear the conversation. She was fine with whatever Sharon decided but she saw no reason to take the first offer. She’d watched enough episodes of Shark Tank to know she was in a position to make a counter offer. They had to up the ante.

“Okay,” Sharon said when she turned around again. “My boss said the owner is asking to see you.”

Mia looked down at herself. “Like this?”

“Right now.” 


13 - A Surprise Visit From The Boss
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“Rodney,” Zoe said when her boss entered her office. “When did you come aboard?”

“I flew in an hour ago to talk to Security about this damn cop wandering around. What’s our VIP been up to?”

Zoe smiled. “I’ve been having a lot of fun with her and we got all kinds of great footage, too.”

“Do tell,” he said as he sat across from her desk. “Fill me in.”

“Well, she asked to go back to the Milking Deck first thing, nude and leashed if you can believe it. I don’t think she needed to be milked, she just wanted to be fucked.” Zoe smiled.

“So, you had her fucked while she was being milked?”

“Of course.”

“Then what?”

“After a somewhat disappointing trip to the Gangbang Deck where she was just with two women, I took her down to the Confederacy Deck and had her processed. I think the hardware surprised her. Then I had them whip her tits. I’m sure that surprised her.”

Rodney chuckled. “You’re really enjoying this, aren’t you?”

“I am,” Zoe admitted. “That electric flogger is stellar, no two ways about it.”

“I’m glad we were able to broaden its scope after the first cruise.”

“We should have them on every deck, Rodney,” Zoe said a bit too enthusiastically, she realized after the fact. Rodney seemed to take her fervor in stride.

“What else have you done to our church lady?”

Zoe stared at him for a few seconds, stunned. “That’s it, isn’t it?” she asked softly. “The whole fucking church thing.”

“Of course,” Rodney said without smiling. “Her type has been after my ass for decades. It’s pretty comical, though.”

“How so?”

“They get all high and mighty about what we do, then they’re the first ones to sign up when they think no one’s looking. I can’t tell you how many whores I’ve got working the Penthouse Rooms around the world who do it on the down-low while teaching Sunday school on the weekends.” Zoe was surprised at his vehemence. “What else have you done to her?”

“I roasted her for an hour on the Prison Deck,” Zoe said, recalling but not mentioning how she left her on the spit way too long.

“You personally tested that thing out on the first cruise, didn’t you?” Rodney asked.

Zoe paused. “I didn’t realize you knew about that.”

“Nothing happens around here I don’t know about eventually. What else?”

Zoe smiled. “Yesterday, I took her to the Cage Room on the Buckhorn Deck. Left her there for a few hours.”

“Bottom row?”

“Of course. It only seemed right.”

“Is that it?”

“Not quite. Funny you should mention the Penthouse Room. I had her spend a full shift turning tricks. She finally asked for a break after that.”

“So she’s in my stateroom now?”

“Will that be a problem?” Zoe hadn’t expected Rodney to need his stateroom for this cruise. He waved her off.

“No, it won’t be a problem at all. I might go see her, though,” he said as he stood up. “Just to check on her, see how she’s doing.”

“Yes sir,” Zoe said, wondering what ‘checking on her’ might entail.

~ ~ ~

Meghan Attweiler was done. She’d had enough, at least for now. Maybe forever. For days–what day was this, anyway?--she’d been fucked by stranger after stranger, yelled at by a cop, forced into prostitution, cooked alive in a prison torture room, put in a cage while the woman above her peed on her, whipped with something that hurt so much she thought she was dying.

She was considering asking to leave the ship. But at the very least, she needed to get away from Zoe Grayson. Meghan couldn’t put her finger on it, but there was something evil about that woman. Not Satanic evil. Meghan was growing increasingly disinclined to find Satan in every bad thing she encountered on this ship. No, not evil evil. Mean girl evil. Yeah.

After her torture on the Confederacy Deck, Meghan had abruptly taken her leave.

“I need to be by myself,” she’d told Zoe, turning and heading to the elevators. “Bye.”

As soon as she’d entered the luxurious stateroom, the jangling of her nerves had fallen by almost half.

She stripped, went to the toilet, flushed, looked at the pile of clothes on the bed, decided to stay naked.

My sexuality belongs to me. And it’s who I am. I am . . . sex.

That’s what had been missing here, on this ship. It was always other people, other males, other females, who decided when she would have pleasure. If they were there, and available, she would indulge. If they weren’t there, she would go without.

She made her way to the sliding glass door that led to the balcony, pushed it aside, went outside and sat, and by the time she reached for her vulva, she was wet again, fresh juice gathering at her opening.

No one could see her here, nothing but the Pacific Ocean visible through the glass railing, the water barren of ships. She almost wished someone could see her. She wouldn’t stop. This was a sex ship, after all. If they wanted to look, what they saw was their problem.

She arched her back and sighed as she wetted her fingers at her hole and ran them up her slit to her clitoris.

This is going to be my orgasm. Mine alone. And I’m going to spend as long on it as I want. All day, rubbing. Maybe I’ll climax twice. Or ten times.

What should she think about? Men. And women. And sex. And, despite herself, what had been done to her on this ship. But still, it was on her own terms.

~ ~ ~

Rodney pulled out his key to unlock his stateroom door but tried the handle and was surprised to find it unlocked. He opened it and walked inside. He was also surprised to find the woman naked on the balcony, fingering herself. He smiled but quickly stopped when she looked at him.

“Ahh!” Meghan exclaimed, and she stopped stroking but didn’t remove her right hand from between her legs. “Sorry, do you need to clean?”

“Come again?” Rodney asked, bemused.

Meghan stood up, well aware of her bouncing breasts, too far into arousal to be upset by the interruption. Not upset at all, in fact. Sort of the opposite.

“Do you need to do the room? I can leave.”

He smirked. “Do you want me to leave?”

“Oh, no,” she said. “I’m sure you’re on a schedule. But if you don’t need to clean the balcony, I can stay out here.”

“I’d just as soon you come inside, ma’am,” Rodney said in a flat tone, no innuendo.

Meghan looked carefully at the man for the first time. He was dressed in another of the endless variations of cruise staff uniform–black Bermuda shorts, cream golf shirt, sandals–but something seemed off. Why was he asking her to come inside? Was this another feature of this cruise, a cleaning crew who doubled as gigolos? Or had Zoe sent him . .  for some other reason?

“You’re here to clean, right?”

“Do I look like I’m here to clean the room?”

Meghan bit her lip, her stomach knotting.

“I don’t . . . I’m sorry, maybe there’s been a mistake. This isn’t really my room, they just gave it to me for the week, because I . . . well, I’m here. So you . . . you’re . . .”

“I’m Rodney Morrow,” he said simply.

The name seemed familiar to Meghan. She’d heard it somewhere.

“Oh,” she said, suddenly making the connection. “Morrow. Like the man who runs, who owns . . . everything? Are you related to him?”

“The same. I’m him.” He stared at her but didn’t move. He kept his eyes on hers.

Meghan forgot she was naked, forgot the man before her had caught her masturbating, all her mind focused on the fact that she was talking to a millionaire–no, billionaire–in his . . . in his home. Or one of his homes. And she’d confused him with the help. Because he was Black, probably.

“Oh, Mr. Morrow,” she stammered, “I’m so sorry. I didn’t . . . they didn’t tell me you’d be . . . may I pack my things? Let me, I’ll just . . .”

Meghan smiled awkwardly at him and moved toward the door into the stateroom.

“There’s no need for you to go, Meghan,” he said in a low voice. “Stay with me.”

“You mean . . . is it dinnertime?”

“We can eat if you like, or…” He cocked an eyebrow at the still-naked woman who had made no move to get dressed or even cover herself. Zoe had been right about this one.

Meghan blinked, stared at the man. Was he propositioning her? Was this billionaire, this captain of industry, this creator of hell’s flagship, asking for her body? Was Meghan Attweiler that . . . powerful?

“You mean . . .” she stammered. It was her choice. Rodney Morrow, who could be doing anything right now, anything that billionaires do, whatever that actually was, wanted her. And it was up to her whether he would get it.

Yes, okay . . . but on her terms. And her terms, at the moment, were a little unclear, even to her, skewed by an arousal that had barely faded with the man’s arrival.

“You know what I was doing, right?” she asked, arching her back, staring into his eyes.

“Of course. Would you like to finish, or…?”

“I could, if you don’t mind me wetting your chair,” Meghan said with a laugh, her confidence coming from a place she didn’t know existed. “But what do you mean by ‘or’?”

Make him ask for it, Meghan. Make him be clear.

Rodney smiled at her audacity. “You do realize that I’ve got literally tens of thousands of women who work for me as whores, right?”

Meghan smiled, nodded, crossed her arms under her breasts, well aware that the gesture lifted them, aimed her nipples over Rodney Morrow’s shoulders.

“Wow, impressive,” she said. “Since I’m not one of them . . .I’ll just finish on your balcony, then, if you don’t mind.”

Rodney reached for her arm and she looked up at him. “Don’t be like that, Meghan. You know you’re dying for me to fuck you.”

“I just met you,” she said, pulling her arm away, but she couldn’t help but laugh. The man didn’t frighten her at all. “I literally thought you were here to clean the room.”

“How many men have you fucked this week and never got their names?”

“No idea,” she said. “It didn’t seem like something I needed to count.”

“That’s a pretty liberal attitude for someone like you, Meghan.” He inched closer. “So, what’s one more?”

“One more what, Mr. Morrow? Or can I call you Rodney? Rodney? One more what?”

“One more cock in your pussy, Meghan. In your mouth. In your ass.” He took another half step forward. “Go ahead. Take it out. Lick it. Suck it. Spread your legs so I can fuck you with it. You know you want it, Meghan. Don’t tell me you’re not dying to fuck me.”

“Did Zoe send you?” she asked, suddenly suspicious. “Are you really Rodney Morrow? Because you sound just like all the actors working for you.”

He laughed. “See that magazine cover on the wall over there? Look familiar?” He laughed again. “Or maybe I should take you up to the bridge and introduce you to the captain of the ship. Then fuck you right there on the bridge in front of the whole crew. Would that convince you, Meghan?”

“You’d make me go naked?”

“You’d love that, wouldn’t you? You love being forced to be naked, don’t you?”

“Look,” Meghan said, dropping her arms to her sides, planting her hands on her hips. “Are you asking to have sex, or telling me to have sex? Pick one, and then I’ll answer.”

He smiled again, a wicked smile. “I’m asking, Meghan. I want you to choose to have sex with me.”

“Okay, yeah,” she said, voice catching. “Now. Here.”

And now came another awakening for Meghan Attweiler, not through a stirring sermon, a hymn, a profound poem, but courtesy of the sensations produced as she slid her vagina up and down Rodney’s full erection. She’d insisted on cowgirl for the first position, because it continued the theme. She was in charge of her own sexuality right now, whether she was masturbating or having her way with a billionaire’s cock.

This wasn’t in the Bible, but it’s important. Women have something to offer. Something beautiful. Something only then can give men, and that men want, no matter who they are, how rich they are.

“Wives,” Paul wrote to the Ephesians, “be subject to your husbands.”

Fuck you, Paul.

Fuck you too, Zoe Grayson. I know what you’ve been doing now. You thought you were exploiting my weaknesses.

No, we were–both of us–celebrating my strength.

Oh, and fuck you too, Ephesians. For general purposes.

I am Meghan. Meghan Attwieler. Loving wife and mother. Christian. School board member. And proud, unashamed possessor of a very sensitive, very wet pussy which, right now, at this very moment, Rodney Morrow is filling with cream, groaning and bucking under me like any other man. And now it’s my turn to cum, finally, and then if he can go again, he gets me however he wants me.

I hope he can go again. Oh oh ohhhhhh, damn, that feels good.

At that moment anyone passing by the door to Rodney Morrow’s stateroom would have heard it, the desperate, ecstatic cries of Meghan Attweiler.

Enlightened, awakened.

Woman.


14 - A Post-Orgasmic Interrogation
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Munro undressed as soon as she reached the room she’d been assigned for her next gangbang. There was a small table here with four chairs, presumably for pre-tryst negotiations, and she sat and stared at the room.

There were four beds here, because she’d asked for something bigger, more outrageous, more obscene. She knew enough about addiction to see herself as she was, a textbook victim of inexorable, insatiable urges. But she didn’t care. This was more than physical, more than sex.

This was a purge–spiritual, social, everything.

Because Munro had done something she shouldn’t have done and, justified as it was, the repercussions were haunting her, troubling her dreams, filling her with–

“Munro?” Judy Raskin asked as she entered the room. “We’ve got the two guys you were with on your first day, and an interracial couple who are willing to work with you.”

“What?” Munro asked, looking dazedly at the woman in the blue blouse and jeans all Gangbang Deck crew wore.

“I’m Judy,” the woman said. “I’m in charge of this room today.”

“Oh, okay,” Munro said. “They just said this would be my room this morning, after I told them what I wanted. So . . . soon, okay?”

“And we’re working on it,” Judy explained. “Shouldn’t be long.”

“Who?” Munro asked.

“A guest couple who agreed to participate.”

“Interracial? I asked for mixed.”

“Yeah, a Black man and a white woman.”

“Who else?”

Judy sighed. “And the two cruise employees who worked with you your first day.” She looked at her clipboard. “A Jason, he’s white, and Cedrick, who’s Black.”

“Good. I remember them. They were good.”

Judy smiled. “Great, I’ll go get them.” She closed the door.

Munro looked between her legs, confirmed that she was leaking, refrained from touching herself only because she knew a more satisfying form of stimulation would be arriving soon.

When the door opened again a few minutes later, Cedrick walked in dressed as he was all week, in a golf shirt and jeans, followed by Jason in a dress shirt and slacks. They both smiled when they saw Munro. She stood, looking at them blankly while her mind whirred.

“Fuck, you look good,” Jason blurted and then blushed. He couldn’t help it. He’d been hoping all week for another go at the woman who’d kicked off his career as a Male Service Provider.

“Please ignore my idiot friend,” Cedrick said with a side-long glance at his roommate. “He was clearly raised by wolves.”

“Can we start?” she asked. The men were saying things, apparently. She wasn’t sure what. She didn’t care.

“Sure,” Cedrick said as he pulled his shirt over his head. “I’m glad to be here too, by the way.”

“Yeah,” Munro said with the same breathy pant issued through the ages by people looking at the thing they most needed–drink, pills, a syringe.

Jason kept his mouth shut as he unbuttoned his shirt. Next cruise, he was going to pack nothing but tee and golf shirts so he didn’t have to worry about the damn buttons six times a day. But he couldn’t hold his tongue for long.

“Have you enjoyed your week?” Jason asked as he kicked his shoes off and unbuckled his belt. His cock was hard and he wanted to show the girl how happy he was to be with her again.

“What?” Munro said, her eyes, her mind, all her thoughts on the only thing in the room that interested her, an erect penis.

“Shut up, dufus,” Cedrick growled with an incongruous smile. He stepped out of his jeans and approached the girl. “You do look amazing, though.” He took her shoulder in his hand and pulled her to him to kiss her.

She offered no resistance, letting him have her mouth, but she reached down to his cock and opened her legs, pulling it up against her slit, rocking her pelvis, sliding along the shaft, wetting it.

Jason watched the two Black people kiss and felt his dick swell to its max. He thought he would have seen his enthusiasm wane over the course of the week with all the sex he was having, two, three times a day, and again after dinner, but especially first thing in the morning, his libido was astonishingly resilient. He would have to focus on not repeating his disastrous performance of orgasming too soon when he coupled with the woman during their first encounter. He wanted to savor and impress, last a good long time for her, he thought as he stripped off his clothes.

But fucking hell, they made for a sexy image, Jason thought. their Black bodies pressed against each other, their lips and tongues devouring each other, their excitement clearly evidenced by Cedrick's erect penis and Munro’s erect nipples. Finally, he tired of waiting and tapped Cedrick’s shoulder.

“Mind if I cut in?” Jason asked.

Cedrick reluctantly released Munro from his arms and glanced at his roommate, annoyed. “Sure,” he whispered as he yielded the woman reluctantly. Jason wasted no time taking her in his arms and kissing her, his dick pressed against her bare torso.

Jason reveled in the extravagant luxury of the Black woman’s thick lips, a treat he remembered and craved to sample again. He marvelled, not for the first time and not for the last, what a fucking dream come true this job had turned out to be. He kissed her deeply, enthusiastically, with heartfelt longing and passion.

His dick throbbed with anticipation.

Munro, meanwhile, had the sense of things happening, the men passing her back and forth to take turns kissing her. She didn’t need to be seduced. She didn’t need foreplay. And she didn’t need to talk, so she expressed her opinion by grabbing the white man’s penis, opening her legs and lifting the tip against her wet opening. The angle didn’t work to get him inside, but she decided to let him figure that part out.

“Let’s move to the bed,” Jason said in a ragged voice.

Munro pulled away from Jason, went to the bed and dropped to her hands and knees, arching her back and raising her slit, in case her intentions weren’t obvious enough.

Jason knelt behind her and rubbed the head of his dick up and down her pink slit, wet with her lubricant and contrasted so deliciously with her black skin. He entered her forcefully and elicited a satisfying grunt from the girl. He motioned for Cedrick to move to use her mouth. The girl was practically begging to be spit-roasted, Jason reasoned, but Cedrick only had eyes for Munro. Jason assumed they could work things out and focused all his attention on fucking the girl’s tight black cunt with enthusiasm, his hand gripping her hips as he forced more delicious grunts from her, his balls slapped against her vulva as he ravaged her.

Munro looked forward, wide-eyed, lower jaw extended, rocking her pelvis before she searched the room and her eyes settled on Cedrick. Or more specifically, on his aching member. She slapped the place on the bed where she wanted him to kneel, watched his penis bounce as he approached, opened her mouth before Cedrick had his first knee on the bed, and she watched his rod until it was in position, when she lunged forward, devouring Cerick’s manhood while Jason worked at her other end.

By her own choice, Munro had become little more than a piece of meat, sizzling over the flame, her body pierced fore and aft by two iron rods that thrust into her in turn, tossing her back and forth.

The door opened and three people entered the room–a white woman with a clipboard, another Black man, and a white woman with red hair. All dressed, all looking at the trio that had just climbed onto the bed.

Jason and Cetrick turned to look but continued to thrust while Munro, her eyes closed, remained spitted and oblivious.

Judy, with practiced aplomb, said, “Oh, good. I see you’ve gotten started. I have another pair for you to enjoy, Munro.” She ushered the couple into the room and vanished quickly out the door. If Munro heard Judy’s words, she didn’t show it.

Cedrick looked over his shoulder at the newcomers. “Make yourselves at home,” he said with some effort. “We won’t be much longer here.”

“We should undress?” Grey asked tentatively.

“Yeah.”

Munro arched her back, shook her hips and squeaked with distress, because it was time. Even with Jason’s cock probing the back of her throat, she issued a half dozen cries of ecstasy, bucking and shaking through another of the countless orgasms she’d been forced to suffer on this cruise, each of them necessary, each of them restorative in the moment, none of them quite giving her what she really needed.

As the Black girl bucked and clenched her pussy around his shaft, Jason lost his fight to stave off his orgasm and emptied his balls as he pressed against her cervix, wondering if her birth control would be effective as he always did when he came in a woman’s vagina. He grunted and spasmed right along with her and almost fell on her back but held himself up so as not to impede her sucking on Cedrick’s cock. Instead, he settled back on his haunches and his dick plopped out of her tunnel and he watched in delighted amazement as his seed leaked out of her gaping pink hole, just as he’d seen in countless porn videos over the years but never dreamed he’d recreate in real life. He was mesmerized until he heard Cedrick grunt and empty his balls in the woman’s mouth.

Does life get better than this, Jason wondered.

Munro struggled to keep all of Cedrick’s cum in her mouth, swallowing frantically as it pumped out. In the end, almost none spilled, and when his cock slipped out of her mouth, she went limp, head down, back dropping, eyes closed, panting.

As Jason looked up reluctantly from Munro’s leaking hole, the door of the cabin opened and in walked two more women, both white, both older than Munro and both dressed to kill in absurd gowns and tall stilettos. The taller one, a blonde with heavy makeup and predatory eyes, looked around and cackled.

“Are we too late to join the fun?” she asked.

“It’s ten o’clock in the fucking morning,” the shorter, thicker brunette said to no one in particular. “How can the party be over already?”

Grey and Rebeka had finished undressing during the triple round of climaxes, and both were standing with their backs against the wall, unnoticed by the newcomers and looking decidedly uneasy.

“Hey,” Rebeka said cautiously.

“Oh, my god,” the brunette almost shouted, turning. “It’s a fucking orgy in here.”

“I thought this was the Gangbang Deck,” the blonde laughed. “Not Caligula’s Den of Iniquity.”

Grey stepped forward, his soft penis matching the awkwardness in his eyes.

“Well, really, there’s a lot of overlap in those concepts,” he noted.

Jason looked at Cedrick, who was staring at the newcomers. “Hey, Munro,” he whispered. “You want to take a little break or something?”

Munro, still propped up limply on her hands and knees, shook her head, her eyes closed.

“Who’s here?” she asked. “I asked for a mixed couple.”

“And you got one,” Jason said as he patted her hip. “Over there.”

She glanced over her shoulder, hair across her eyes that she didn’t bother to brush away, returned her gaze to the space between her hands.

“Yeah,” she agreed dreamily. “I want them.”

“Ladies,” Jason said, deciding to take the lead in directing traffic. He spoke to the newcomers. “Why don’t you lose the clothes and join me and my friend on the other beds?”

The women looked at each other and laughed, then set about dispatching their dresses, shoes, and underwear. As he watched them reveal themselves, Jason’s dick began to revive itself, against all odds and his considerable disbelief. The blonde noticed and offered her hand to walk him to the other bed. Cedrick offered his hand to the now-naked brunette and walked her to a third bed. The newcomers wasted no time planting their naked bodies on the two Gangbang Deck employees and passionate kisses on their mouths.

“Okay,” Munro said, dropping to her belly, rolling to her back, closing her eyes and gesturing toward the naked mixed couple. “I’m ready.”

Grey and Rebeka looked into each other’s eyes, and then at Grey’s penis, which had begun to stir, and he offered her a tight, uncertain smile before they moved toward the Black girl on the bed.

“Hey, Munro?” Grey said. “Just letting you know that . . . I’m Grey.”

“You sound Black,” she said, spreading her legs and, for good measure, reaching down to spread her lips. “But as long as you’re not white, I don’t care what color you are.”

“No, I mean, I’m Grey. Grey Field–”

“I don’t care about anyone’s name,” Munro blurted. “It doesn’t matter. Just . . . do this.”

“Ma’am?” Rebeka said. “Ma’am?”

“Huh?” Munro said in the same closed-eye scowl one sees in the faces of those suffering through a tedious dream.

“You asked for a couple,” Rebeka said.

“I did. Are you white?”

“Yes,” Rebeka said, raising her eyebrows with concern and locking eyes with Grey as he took his place between Munro’s thighs. “Is there anything I can do for you?”

“God yes,” Munro said. “Put your pussy on my mouth. And . . . if you’re into gray guys . . . he says he’s gray or something . . . feel free to make out with him.”

There was no arousal in Rebeka’s eyes as she straddled Munro’s face, and when the prone girl’s tongue snaked out to take its first taste of Rebeka’s womanhood, her reaction was more startled than pleased.

Meanwhile, Grey moved into a kneeling squat, levering forward until, with Rebeka’s nodding approval, he eased his tip between Munro’s fingers and into her hole, the white cream of at least one previous partner oozing out as he filled her.

Munro grunted and raised her pelvis and did something to the detective’s slit that made the girl squirm, arch her back and grimace in a way that suggested that, quite possibly, Munro had given her some pleasure.

Grey continued his forward progress until all of him was buried within the girl, and he looked at Rebeka a little sheepishly, and she smiled reassuringly and leaned forward, placing a hand on his shoulder, and now they were kissing while their respective sex organs were tended by the girl beneath them. And one might question the various judgment calls being made here, first and foremost by the LA detective currently participating in a threesome with a prime suspect and a potential witness; and then by Grey, who was kissing the woman trying to prove him guilty while he thrust inside a fellow member of the wedding party who didn’t seem to know who he was; and finally by Munro herself, desperately trying to resolve something while the other two played at their own game immediately above her.

“I remember you,” the blonde said to Jason. “You fucked me two days ago.”

“I know,” Jason said as he fucked her again. She was riding him and he was content to let her do all the work.

“Are you one of the gigolos here?” she asked as she worked his member with her hole.

“I am indeed,” he said as he watched her saggy breasts bounce a few inches from his face.

“They’re paying you to fuck me?” she asked, her voice growing ragged. She reached down to finger herself and Jason took that as his cue to reach up and tweak her nipples, not hard but hard enough to make her moan, which she did right before she squealed and fell forward into his arms as she shook uncontrollably, and he smiled and held her.

Heaven on fucking earth, he thought to himself.

Rebeka pulled her mouth from Grey’s, turned to look at the climaxing woman, looked back at Grey and tried to smile, but something that Munro was doing to her was starting to get to her. Girls know what girls like, of course.

The brunette, who was getting railed doggy-style by Cedrick, looked from her bed over at the threesome. “Hey, are you two related?” she asked Grey.

Grey, seeming to sense someone speaking to him, turned and raised his eyebrows at the woman. “Pardon me?”

“You two,” she said as her tits bounced beneath her. “Are you two related? You and big boy back there.” She motioned over her shoulder and laughed but groaned as well.

“What the fuck did you say?” Cedrick asked as he stepped up his tempo and the force of his thrusts.

“Ah, I’m kidding,” the brunette said as she struggled under his onslaught. “But, fuck, you really know what you’re doing back there, don’t you? Fuck.”

Grey, who had heard it all, looked back at Rebeka, and she nodded sympathetically before they returned to kissing.

“Uh, damn,” Rebeka grunted against Grey’s mouth. “Okay . . . okay . . . yeahhhh.”

Rebeka’s was the next body in that room to writhe through arrival, but not the last. Grey, perhaps provoked by Rebeka’s desperate kisses, grunted and shook and delivered his tribute to Munro’s well-supplied hole, but he never took his mouth from Rebeka’s, even when Munro began to struggle beneath the couple, her body wracked by the inevitable results of serving as the foundation of a threesome, and she twisted and groaned and, to her credit, responded successfully to completion at both ends, servicing Rebeka’s spasming hole with a few final licks, clenching around Grey’s nearly empty shaft.

After the climaxes and the panting afterglow, the threesome disentangled slowly, stiffly, Grey exiting Munro’s sex organ, Rebeka unstraddling the bridesmaid’s face, the two moving as if with one mind to the edge of the bed, sitting beside each other, feet on the ground, his left thigh touching her right.

“That was just what I expected,” Munro said, eyes closed, face pointed at the ceiling, and she laughed, a little maniacally.

“What do you mean?” Rebeka asked, her tone professional, her ability to move from orgasm to interrogation impressive.

“I’ve always wanted a threesome with a mixed couple,” Munro said. “And I thought, I don’t know, there’d be some kind of weird magic. But there wasn’t. It was just one guy fucking me while I licked someone else’s pussy.”

“Munro,” Grey said. “We need to talk.”

“About what?” she asked, raising her head and opening her eyes. “Damn, you look just like this guy I know.”

She dropped her head back and laughed at the ceiling.

“I am the guy you know,” he said. “I’m Grey. Grey Fieldman. From the wedding.”

“Oh, shit,” Munro said, propping herself up on her elbows to look at the man. “What are you doing here?”

“Dylan booked the cruise, same as Jerri did,” Grey explained. “And it’s not a secret any more.”

Munro dropped back to the bed, swung her head back and forth as though in pain.

“Okay, I’m trippin’,” she said. “This is . . . I can’t even.”

“Munro,” Rebeka said. “Can I talk to you for a second?”

Again Munro raised her head, looking suspiciously at the detective as though seeing her for the first time. Immediately, her expression went from merely curious to utterly bewildered.

“Uhh, who are you?”

“I’m Rebeka Charger,” Rebeka said, “I’m with the–”

A cry pierced the room, and Rebeka paused and looked across to the other beds. The woman Cedrick was working over was, apparently, climaxing. Her screams lasted almost a minute before her whimpering ebbed and the cop went back to work.

“I’m Rebeka Charger, with the LA Police Department. I have some questions for you.”

“You’re a cop?” Munro nearly yelled.

“Yes,” Rebeka said.

“Oh, this just got weird,” Munro said. “Or weirder, really. Because it was already weird.”

“Do you know why I’m here?” Rebeka asked.

“The spray can, right?” Munro said.

“What spray can?” Rebeka said, and now her voice was loud and high too.

“Did it kill her?” Munro asked.

“Kill who?” Rebeka shot back, her investigative skills shining even in her naked, post-orgasmic state.

“That bitch, that’s who,” Munro said.

“What did she do to you?” Rebeka asked.

Munro’s next words were spoken to no one, uttered without emotion, conviction, human feeling at all.

“I got roped into going with her on this stupid wine tour. We had to share a room. I have sexsomnia. I did some radical shit in my sleep and I think I might have kinda fucked with her before she woke me up.”

“Sexsomnia?” Rebeka echoed.

“Look it up, it’s a real thing.”

“I’m familiar with it,” Rebeka said. “You’ve been diagnosed? You’re not using the word colloquially?”

“Yes, I’ve got all the paperwork if you want to see it. A coupla times a month it happens, meds help.”

“So what happened with Diana?” Rebeka asked.

“The usual,” Munro said flatly.

“You raped her?” Rebeka asked.

Munro’s howls of mirth shook the bed, and she covered her mouth and laughed through her fingers before she found her voice.

“Uh, no, I did not rape Diana Entwhistle,” she said, and she gestured to her genitals. “Nor could I have. But I did some heavy-duty sexual shit in her presence, and some of it might have been directed at her, and she watched it all for awhile before she woke me up, and that bitch memorized my whole fucking performance, and then next morning, when I was good and awake, she starts telling me about it, everything she saw, and I’m telling her ‘Diana, please shut up but she wouldn’t, like she’s saying I need to know about it, and she’s practically drawing diagrams of it, and she’s–”

“What were you doing?” Rebeka asked.

Munro raised her head, looked quizzically at the detective, shrugged.

“Basically, just trying to stuff my . . . okay, I can’t believe I’m telling you this . . .but I was just trying to shove everything I could find up my pussy. Weird stuff, you know? My house keys, the spike of my heel, the TV remote control, soap. And she writes it all down and wants me to read it, and then she starts sending me sexsomnia articles, and she brings it up every time we meet, and I just, and I just . . . oh, my god.”

Munro was laughing again, shaking, grabbing her breasts and lifting her legs.

“I can’t believe this is happening,” she said.

“What’s happening?” Rebeka asked, raising a hand as if to set it on Munro’s arm before she paused, put her hand back on the sheet.

“I don’t care,” Munro said. “I don’t care what she saw. I don’t care what I did, that or any other time. It’s not . . . I don’t have to be ashamed of it, anymore.”

Now Munro was crying, hands over her face, turning her head back and forth, breasts swinging.

Rebeka looked at Grey, who had been watching Munro’s performance in stony silence, and he raised one eyebrow at Rebeka and shrugged his shoulders.

“I don’t know,” Rebeka mouthed back to him.

As soon as her tears had begun, they ended, and Munro’s next words were spoken from a place of epiphany.

“I’m cured,” she said. “I’m free.”

“Cured?” Rebeka said. “You mean of sexsomnia? Because I don’t think it–”

“No,” Munro interrupted. “Of being ashamed of it. I don’t care anymore. I don’t . . . it’s because of the cruise. That must be it. I’m not . . . I don’t care. And I don’t . . . I don’t hate her anymore.”

More tears. Whatever was going through the girl’s mind, it manifested as an emotional roller coaster.

“Did she . . . suffer?” Munro asked through her fingers. “Before she died?”

“Who?”

“Diana,” Munro said. “Can you tell . . . from her body . . . if she died in her sleep, or if she . . . you know, choked from it, or whatever people do?”

“She didn’t die,” Rebeka said. “She’s okay.”

“There was enough poison in that can to kill three horses.”

“When the can opened up, her bedroom was . . . well ventilated.”

“What do you mean?”

“Her house blew up. Gas leak.”

“Oh, shit,” Munro said.

“Will you be willing to sign a formal confession?” Rebeka asked. “Everything you just told me?”

“Why not?” Munro said. “When do I get arrested?”

“You’re free for now,” Rebeka said.

“Cool,” Munro said, studying Rebeka’s face, then Grey’s, and she spread her legs and stroked her opening. “So . . . hey, can we go again?”

“I don’t think that would be a good idea,” Rebeka said. Grey nodded, and the two eased away from the bed and toward their castoff clothing.

“Hey, Jason, Cedrick?” Munro said, twisting her head to look at the two gigolos on the other beds. “Can one of you do me as soon as you’re done there?”


15 - A Professional Gangbanger
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Jason lounged in his bed, unable to sleep. He’d finished dinner and was due back to service his last client in an hour, so the alarm on his phone was set but he couldn’t sleep. His roommate, Cedrick, had no such issues and was snoring peacefully in the other bunk. Their other roommates–four to a room was the norm for crew members on the Gangbang Deck he had learned when Cedrick had complained about overcrowding–were nowhere to be seen. Dinner was still being served in the employee dining hall so he assumed that’s where they were, but as long as they weren’t here in the room with him, he didn’t much care.

He didn’t have a care in the world, he told himself with what seemed like a perpetual smile on his face. He’d finally found his calling.

Jason McCormack, Adult Service Provider, Gangband Deck, Cruise du Kinque on the SS Sinflix Loviatar. His dream come true.

He’d kept meticulous records on his phone but he felt no need to refer to them. He didn’t care about the numbers at the moment. Now, he was content to savor the memories of all the women he’d serviced the past six and a half days. Dozens of women of all shapes and sizes, all races, nationalities, marital statuses, colors, creeds, religions, although discussions of such a philosophical nature were vanishingly rare as he railed said women. Usually, they just moaned or screamed as he fucked them. He liked that. He’d heard of a book written decades ago by a woman who invented a term that was perfect for what he’d just experienced four or five times a day for six and a half days. The Zipless Fuck.

Sex without consequences.

Sex without feelings.

Sometimes, sex without introductions.

Like that black girl with the odd name. What was it? Muenster? No, that’s cheese. Morrow? No, that’s his boss’s boss’s boss. Something like that, though. Odd.

She was odd, too. Almost in a trance but so what? He wasn’t there for the riveting conversation, the witty banter. He was there to fuck and that girl could fuck like there was no tomorrow. Which was strange to him. He was on a sex cruise and being paid to fuck all sorts of women all day, every day, so it was even easier than shooting fish in a barrel. The women had paid to be here, paid the cruise line that was paying him to fuck them. He had no shortage of women to fuck. None. It was the opposite of real life, land-lubber life, where the women held all the cards and could turn him down and did turn him down, all the fucking time. This was not that. This was sex by appointment and what a concept that was. This was heaven.

But that girl with the odd name, she was something else. She almost craved sex as if her life depended on it, as if she couldn’t get enough. And he was fine with trying to satisfy her if only for an hour or two. He could imagine a lifetime of that sort of need would get old in a hurry but here, in this place, that sort of desire was intoxicating. He loved it. He was nothing but a penis to her and how cool was that? No personality necessary. No games. No game. That was it. He had game but bringing game to every relationship, from the prospective one-night stand variety to the proposed (perish the thought) death-do-us-part sort, was exhausting. He had game but it was always incumbent upon him to bring it. Why couldn’t the girl have game once in a blue moon? Why was it always on the guy to initiate, to cajole, to close, to consummate, and then to facilitate the inevitable retreat?

Why?

That was the beauty of this place, he reasoned as his roommate sawed logs a few feet away. Here, it was all pre-gamed. Is that even a word? If not, it should be. Pre-gamed. He loved it. Sign up, get assigned a room and a time, show up, get laid, done. What could be better? Could some of the women have been better-looking? Of course. When is that not the case? Hell, if he held out for a stunner all the time in real life he’d still be a virgin. Compromises must be made, so why not here? Fat women, plain women, even ugly women still have their charms, and they certainly have needs, and one vagina feels much like another so what’s the problem? Far be it from him to be so particular as to pass up the opportunity to satisfy a woman with needs, to fill a hole, so to speak, with his round peg. Why the fuck not?

“You awake?” Cedrick asked. He yawned and scrubbed his face as he sat up and looked at Jason. “We’re not late, are we?”

“No, we’re good,” Jason said as he spun around and planted his feet on the deck. It was no longer a floor in his mind, a milestone he passed on Day 3 when it began to dawn on him that this was his place in the world. This was his calling. This was what he was born to do, at least for the foreseeable future.

He stood up from his bunk and stretched.

“Ready to go pound some pussy?”


16 - Interrogations and Adult Products
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Rebeka Charger dropped to a chair in Barbara Munger’s office, lurched forward and put her face in her hands.

“Hi,” Rebeka said between her fingers.

“How’s the case going?” Munger asked without any sign of interest. As the head of cruise security, an attempted murder on land was none of her concern, even if the prime suspect was a passenger.

“It’s getting complicated,” Charger said.

“Do tell.”

“Grey Fieldman isn’t my only suspect anymore.”

“But he’s still a suspect?” Munger asked.

“Yes.”

“You’re spending a lot of time with him,” Munger observed. “Suspect or not.”

“Yeah,” Rebeka agreed. “You must have spies all over.”

“Cameras,” Munger corrected, waving at the monitors that lined the walls.

“I need to fit in,” Rebeka said, her voice tinged with defensiveness. “And he’s got a lot of information.”

“I’m sure he does,” Munger said dubiously. “So what do you need today?”

“Groom and maid of honor,” Rebeka said. “They’re both on the Adult Products Deck. I want to see if I can break either one of them.”

“Are they suspects?”

“Ongoing investigation, so I can’t reveal too much,” Rebeka noted. “But let’s just say I’m getting confessions I didn’t expect, and I might get a few more.”

“Should I be worried about any of these people?” Munger asked, finally sounding marginally interested in the case. “Once someone dabbles in murder, they tend to keep dabbling.”

“No,” Rebeka said. “It seems like everyone was maintaining a deep, exclusive antipathy to the victim.”

“Why?” Munger said. “If you don’t mind saying.”

“So far, it’s all about sex,” Rebeka said. “The victim was asexual, and–there’s some irony here–she’s fascinated with other people’s sexuality. And she crosses boundaries.”

“Maybe she had it coming,” Munger said.

“That’s not my call,” Rebeka said.

“So where’s the prime suspect?”

“In the library. He reads a lot.”

“Ready to go?”

“Yeah,” Rebeka said, rising. She’d switched to one of the little black dresses she always packed for wedding crimes investigations, if she was trying to fit in. Right now, she didn’t want to look like a cop. And it didn’t hurt that Grey loved it. She tried it on, he took it off, put it back on her himself once they’d finished. She had her suspect wrapped around her little finger.

“You’re fucking him, right?” Munger said once they were on the elevator.

“Yeah,” Rebeka confirmed.

“Is it going to be strange when you accuse him of murder?”

“Attempted murder.”

“Okay, attempted murder. But still.”

“Every case is different,” Rebeka said as the two women ascended. “But this one is really different. Because of the ship.”

The elevator door opened, Munger led Rebeka to the Adult Products Deck reception desk, explained what they were there for, and were ushered into a large room with a dozen beds, all but two of them occupied, each serving as a platform for its own slice of human sexuality. On one, a woman on her back gasped while the man above her thrust repeatedly under the watchful gaze of a female researcher. Or pretend researcher, really. They seemed to be testing condoms. Other researchers at other beds looked on attentively as females worked toys between their legs, vaginally, anally, both at the same time, some with clitoral accessories, some without, some with things that fastened to the nipples and seemed to be pinching in coordination with the thrusts of the toy. Two cowgirls were riding the range, so to speak, one on a man, one on another girl wearing a strapon, both sliding with evident satisfaction up and down their partners’ rods under the watchful gaze of their respective researchers.

“Dylan’s over there,” the receptionist said, “second bed along the far wall, the one with the girl on top. And Jackie’s there, the one with her legs up, working with the double-pronged clit slapping nipple grabbing anal pounder.”

Rebeka looked to Munger for assurance, so Munger led the way to Dylan first, navigating the beds and their groaning contents.

“Mr. Hightower?” Rebeka said to the man, who turned his gaze from the girl to the detective with some difficulty.

“Hey,” he said, looking puzzled.

From the other side of the bed, the tall blonde researcher in the white coat looked at the two newcomers curiously, but didn’t seem inclined to interfere with the interview. By now, with the cruise more than halfway done, every cruise employee had seen Rebeka’s picture and been told she was on official business.

“I’m Rebeka Charger, LA Police Department. Wedding Crimes Division.”

“Cool,” he said, not really seeming to have heard her.

Meanwhile, the girl straddling Dylan appeared to be concentrating on the sensations of riding up and down his member. Anyone curious about what the couple were testing would have gotten their answer with a look at the girl’s clitoris, on which a small black clamp had been fastened, and which seemed to be doing something to her at the end of her descent. Once Dylan was completely inside her, she would press the equipment against his pubic bone, shake her pelvis in wide-eyed amazement, and quickly rise again.

“I’m investigating an attempted murder,” Rebeka said, her voice as sharp as her words.

“Really?” Dylan said, adding “oh oh oh” as the girl shook against him again.

“Diana Entwhistle,” Rebeka said. “I think you know her?”

“Oh. I do, I guess,” Dylan confirmed, his eyes starting to focus on Rebeka. “So she’s dead?”

“Not yet.”

“Will she be dying soon?” Dylan asked hopefully.

“Why do you hate Diana Entwhistle?” Rebeka demanded. It was a risky gambit, but sometimes it worked.

“Okay,” Dylan said. “Wait . . . oh oh oh . . . okay. So, I’m kinda bi. And I was going to take a turn with a, with a, oh oh oh, with a guy, at a party. Hey, babe, can you slow down a little? I don’t want to cum yet. Yeahhh . . . just like that, thanks. So she sees us going into one of the bedrooms, down a hall, like she fucking followed us or something.”

Dylan’s anger grew palpably as he related the story, his body tensing, and on the word “fucking” he thrust up into his partner, who responded with a “wow!”

“Sorry, babe, sorry. So she can’t, she can’t oh oh oh, she can’t leave well enough alone. She finds out who the other guy was, reaches out to him on social media, keeps bringing him up whenever I see her, like she’s gonna . . . oh oh oh . . . tell Jerri or something.”

“Okay,” Rebeka said, pausing before she launched another gambit. “So we found the evidence.”

“The scorpions?” Dylan inquired, lifting his head to watch the girl’s sex organ swallow his penis slowly.

“Yeah,” Rebeka confirmed.

“Oh oh oh,” Dylan announced.

“Where’d you get the scorpions?” Rebeka asked.

“Toppers Exotics,” Dylan said. “It’s right past the Lowe’s on–”

“I know the place,” Rebeka interrupted. Because the store sold and rented everything from rattlesnakes and arachnids to tigers and hippos (the latter surprisingly misanthropic), it was an especially popular destination for those bent on ending someone else’s life in a nuptial context. “Will you sign a confession?”

“Why not?” Dylan said. “God, this feels good . . . confessing, I mean. But you too, uh . . . what was your name?”

“Mandy.”

“Mandy . . . you’re amazing. So, wanna cut loose?”

Mandy didn’t answer, just dropped all the way down on Dylan’s penis again, and she stayed there this time, shaking her hips and praying to Odin, which was presumably her god, while Dylan sought his mercies from the slightly more traditional Jesus Christ Superstar.

For at least a minute, the couple squirmed and cried together while the blonde researcher tapped her phone and did a passable impression of someone recording the volume, intensity and physical motions accompanying a pair of orgasms.

Once they were done, the girl spread her legs while her clitoral attachment was removed, and she dropped down on Dylan and they kissed and groaned and finally fell still, and Dylan returned what was left of his attention back to the detective.

“How many got her?” he asked.

“None,” Rebeka replied. “I think they got distracted after her house blew up and her floor caved in and her ceiling collapsed.”

“Damn,” Dylan said. “Because of the scorpions?”

“No, scorpions can’t do those things.”

“Well, maybe they could,” Dylan said. “Big ones.”

“There were several attempts on Ms. Entwhistle’s life that night,” Rebeka said. “All of which appear to be human in origin.”

“A lot of people hated her, yeah,” Dylan noted dourly.

“Who else from the wedding party?” she asked.

“Everyone,” Dylan replied. “We all hated her.”

“No, I mean, who else from the wedding party would have tried to kill her?”

“No idea,” Dylan said. “Not that I’d tell you if I knew. But it wouldn’t surprise me. You’re going to talk to the women too, right?”

“Yeah, I have been. Jackie’s next on my list.”

“If you can find her,” Dylan said.

“Huh?”

“They’re somewhere in Hawaii. Getting in touch with the universe or something.”

“No, they’re here,” Rebeka said.

“How’d you get them here?” Dylan asked, his post-orgasmic fog quickly evaporating.

“They’ve been here,” Rebeka said. “They all booked space. They didn’t tell you, apparently.”

“Which decks?” Dylan asked.

“Jackie’s on this deck,” Rebeka said, and she pointed. “Right over there.”

Dylan raised his head, twisted his neck, looked startled.

“Hey, Jackie?” he shouted over the din of grunts and climaxes.

Jackie looked up from her labors with the double-prong, her air of aroused concentration yielding immediately to shock.

“Dylan?” she said, hand stilling. “Is that you?”

“Yeah,” he replied “What are you doing here?”

“Jerri booked us on the cruise. What are you doing here?”

“Same thing,” Dylan said, laughing. “So much for keeping it secret.”

“Totally,” she agreed. “Having fun?”

“Boatloads,” Dylan said, laughing at his unintended play on words. “Literally.”

Jackie laughed, pushed her product back into herself, grimaced, smiled up at the male researcher studying her reaction to the toy. “It’s okay if I talk to a friend, right?” she asked.

“No problem,” he said.

“Hey, got a question for you,” Dylan said. “Do you know anyone who tried to kill Diana Entwhistle?”

“Yeah,” Jackie replied. “Me, I guess. Who’s asking?”

“LA PD,” Dylan said, gesturing toward Rebeka. “What did you use?”

“Wait, you’re a cop?” Jackie said, hand stilling once again.

“Yup.”

“Okay, fine. I went down in her basement and cut the fuck out of her floor joists, and then I spread a bunch of termites around to make it look like those fuckers did it.”

“Okay,” Rebeka said, nodding.

“Can we make a deal, though?” Jackie said.

“What’s that?” Rebeka asked.

“Can you let me finish with this thing before you arrest me?”

“Go ahead.”

Within a minute, Jackie’s screams were the loudest in the room, the maid of honor writhing as if being tortured, legs kicking the air, breasts swinging, pelvis shaking.

Jackie was still panting through the afterglow when Dylan’s partner, Mandy, rose up on her haunches.

“Sir?” she said, looking at Jackie’s researcher. “Um, Sir?”

“Oh, hey,” he said. “Yes, Ma’am?”

“Can we trade?” Mandy asked. “Me and your girl there. Is that done? Like, where the two people switch their things they’re using?”

“Oh, uh, sure,” he said, not looking sure at all, but that was good enough for Mandy, and she swung off Dylan with a quick “Thanks” and a peck on the cheek.

Jackie, game to the plan, waited while her nipples were unclamped and the double-prong was wiped down. Ten wobbly steps brought her to Dylan’s bed, and she opened her legs to accept the clitoral stimulator, gasping slightly as she climbed up over Dylan, his wet penis hardening up again.

“You mind if I do this too?” Jackie asked, looking at Rebeka. “You can arrest me right after, I swear.”

“Whatever,” Rebeka said. “So you’ll sign a confession for me?”

“I guess I should,” Jackie agreed.

“Why’d you do it?”

“She came over to my place for a party, went through my drawers in my own fucking bedroom,” Jackie recalled, “found a bunch of my dildos, and brought them out into the party and wanted to talk about them, kept calling them health aids, and everyone’s laughing and . . . .” Jackie paused, her expression suddenly that of profound awakening.

“Hey, you know what?” she said, looking down at Dylan.

“What?” he asked.

“Let me get this up me,” she said, reaching between her legs to spread her lips, dropping down on the future groom. “Oh fuck that’s good.”

“Is that it?” Dylan asked.

“Is what it?”

“Is that what you were going to . .  oh oh oh . . . tell me?”

“Huh?”

“You said, before, you said, ‘you know what?’ like you were going to tell me something.”

“Oh, yeah,” Jackie agreed. “Whoa, I love this thing.”

“Yeah . . . oh oh oh . . . so what were you going to tell me?”

“Oh yeah,” Jackie said. “Just that . . . just that . . . I don’t care. Anymore. You know? If Diana did that to me now, I’d say . . . I’d just say . . . damn . . . I’d just laugh along. Cuz it dousn’t matter.”

“The same, uh,” Dylan agreed, looking both surprised and thoroughly aroused. “The same.”

“What did she have on you?”

“I’m bi,” Dylan said. “Sort of. But I don’t care who knows now. I’m gonna tell Jerri myself.”

“Nice,” Jackie said.

“I tried to kill her too,” Dylan said. “So don’t feel bad about that.”

“What’d you use?”

“Scorpions.”

“Cool. I brought termites.”

“So I heard . . . oh oh oh.”

“Is she dead, then?” Jackie asked. “She must be.”

“The detective says she’s still alive,” Dylan said, opening his eyes and looking for the cop. “Oh, she’s gone.”

“Probably went to get more handcuffs.”

“Oh oh oh,” Dylan agreed.


17 - Courtney Makes A Decision
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Courtney stared at the schedule on her phone. She had recorded three scenes with Kylie and Damian but today was the last day at sea for the Cruise du Kinque and she was desperate for one more threesome with those two. The most famous porn stars on the Porn Star Deck–she never thought of it as the Visual Arts Deck, its official name–were in constant demand and she had little hope of finding a spot on their schedule.

“Hey, babe,” Ryan said as he walked into their stateroom. “I can’t get my fill of the coffee cart on the Buckhorn Club Deck,” he added without preface. Courtney looked at him, her eyes uncomprehending.

“What?”

“They have this coffee kiosk down there,” he went on. “And it’s just like any coffee kiosk you’d find in a mall, except for one crucial difference.” He looked at her and smiled, conveying a sense that he had more to tell, not that she was interested.

“Which is?” she finally asked, playing along.

“They chain women who are lactating to the end of the kiosk and you can get mother’s milk from them for your coffee.” He held up his cup. “It’s crazy.”

She put her phone down. “When did you discover that?”

“Yesterday, while you were napping after your session with Kylie and Damian.” He looked like he wanted to say more and now Courtney was interested.

“What’s a Buckhorn Club?”

He grinned but colored as well, and looked down at his shoes. “See, that’s the thing.”

“What thing?”

He looked up and she saw something in his eyes she hadn’t noticed before. Embarrassment? Desire? Both?

“It’s all about interracial cuckolding up there. I was scrolling through the CCTV and I came across some of the feeds that come from there. It’s pretty wild, so I went up to take a look. And ran into the kiosk.”

Now it was Courtney’s turn to blush. “You’re into interracial cuckolding?”

“Well, isn’t that what we’re doing with Damian?” He didn’t look angry but he no longer looked embarrassed. Defiant, maybe, and rightly so, perhaps.

“I guess,” Courtney allowed, her mind racing ahead of her words. “Is that something you enjoy?”

“Coffee?” he asked with a raised eyebrow. “You know I do.”

“I’m trying to be serious, Ryan,” she said sharply. Too sharply. She softened. “I mean, do you get off on me being with Damian?”

“Can’t you tell, babe?” he said with a surprisingly easy tone. “I mean, it’s not what I expected when we signed up for this deck, of course. But I’m fine with it. Better than fine.”

She looked at him without speaking for several seconds. “And you don’t mind that I can’t…?”

“Court, we’ve been over this.” He sat down on the bed next to her. “It’s okay. I mean, am I attracted to Kylie? Anyone with a pulse would be attracted to Kylie. But if it’s going to upset you, then I don’t need to go there.” He looked away. “You know, it’s kind of weird.”

“What?”

“That they don’t even have a swinger’s deck on this floating freak show. You’d think that would have been one of the first things they thought of.”

She nodded. “I guess it doesn’t take much to put together your own swinger’s club on dry land so why bother?”

“I guess.” He glanced at her phone and picked it up. “Still no cancellations today?”

“No, nothing.” She took the phone and opened the app. “I guess that’s too much to hope for.”

“It’s a shame we didn’t jump on their schedule from Day One. As it is, you were lucky to get with them as much as you have.”

“I guess,” she said without feeling.

Ryan looked distracted as he pulled his phone out of his pocket. “I just got a text from the Audition Committee. They want us to come to the main office for a meeting.” He looked up at Courtney. “You know what that means?” He looked excited.

“You don’t know that,” she said tentatively.

“Come on, babe. They don’t ask for a meeting to tell you they’re not interested.”

“I guess.” Courtney got up from the bed to get her phone which dinged. “It’s from Kylie,” she said, trying to control her sudden excitement. She looked at Ryan. “She’s going to be at the meeting. WIth Damian.”

“Fucking A, Court!” Ryan almost yelled as he came around the bed to hug her. “That’s gotta be a good thing, right?”

“I guess.”

Two hours later, after dressing and going to breakfast but unable to eat, Courtney found herself sitting at a table in a large conference room with her husband, her two lovers for the past three days, and two more people, one a non-descript man in a polo shirt and jeans and a woman dressed for too extravagantly for a mid-morning meeting on a cruise ship–full hair and makeup, a stylish dress that was sexy without being obvious, and four-inch heels–who assumed control of the agenda.

“So, I’m pleased to announce that you’ve been selected for inclusion on our new streaming service, SinflixFans. It’s still early but we’re getting incredible traction with just one week of subscriptions. We’re very optimistic.”

“What does that mean for us?” Ryan asked. “I mean, how do we fit into all of that?”

The woman turned to Kylie and Damian, dressed much more casually in the uniforms they usually wore before shedding them for a scene, who smiled and nodded.

“We’re all new at this, Courtney,” Damian began. “So we’re figuring it out as we go.”

“New at what?” Courtney asked, still unsure what she wanted to do with her newfound status as a woman in demand. She assumed they only wanted her, as Ryan hadn’t participated in a scene since their first day at sea.

Damian turned to Kylie, who never looked anything but sensational to Courtney’s eye but this morning looked absolutely ravishing in subtle but highly effective makeup, her hair piled in a loose bun that had to be professionally done it looked so fetching, and her eyes glistening with . . . excitement? Was that even possible, Courtney wondered, trying to focus on the conversation and barely hanging on. All she could think about was kissing those incredible lips again.

Kylie spoke directly to Courtney, which thrilled her. “So, we’re moving our operation from OnlyFans to SinflixFans as soon as we can.” She looked at the other woman. “We should be up and running in a week or two, right, Sarah?” The woman in the nice dress nodded. “And we’d like to make you an offer,” she said to Courtney with a smile as warm as the sun.

“What?” Courtney asked, uncomprehending.

Ryan took her hand. “You mean, in LA?” he asked Kylie.

“If you’d like,” she said to Ryan. “We’ll hire both of you.”

“Seriously?” Courtney asked suddenly. “Doing what?”

Damian spoke. “We’ve got a lot of positions to fill now that we’ve decided to leave OnlyFans and Beachy’s operation.”

“We’re going to offer her a contract, too,” Sarah said to Damian. “I thought you heard.”

“No, I didn’t know that,” Damian said, then turned to Kylie. “You think she’ll come with us?”

Kylie smirked. “I guarantee it.”

“We’re also making an offer to her friend, what’s her name, Allie?”

“Seriously?” Kylie asked. “She’s coming over?”

Sarah shook her head. “I don’t know that, but Rodney is throwing some serious money around. Which brings me to the offer we’ll be making you, Courtney.”

Courtney had been struggling to keep up with the rapid-fire conversation about things and people she had no knowledge of but the mention of an offer brought her around quickly. She squeezed Ryan’s hand.

“What offer?” Ryan asked.

Sarah spoke to them both. “We realize that you two live in Portland and a move…”

“Seattle,” Ryan corrected her, and she paused and smiled. Sort of, Courtney thought.

“Sorry, Seattle. Anyway, we’re offering to cover your moving expenses and we’ll pay Courtney a signing bonus of $50,000 and a first year guarantee of $100,000. After that, you’ll be on our standard payout which is a lot higher than OnlyFans right now and from what I understand, Rodney is committed to keeping it the best in the industry.”

“Who’s Rodney?” Ryan asked.

“Rodney Morrow. He owns Sinflix and this cruise line.”

“Can we go over those numbers again?” Ryan asked but Courtney barely heard him. She was lost in Kylie’s lips again. She’d let her husband work out the details she cared nothing about. She’d move in with the beautiful pornstar for nothing.

Hell, she’d pay for the privilege.

Then there was Damian. Courtney was not surprised to discover that he was a practiced, professional lover, very accomplished in the art of fucking. His cock was generously proportioned and he knew how to use it. He gave great head and she loved returning the favor, once she got past the race thing. She knew he was used to being sucked by professionals – she watched Kylie suck him more than a few times, in fact – and she wanted to show him that she knew what she was doing, too. She got no indication he was anything but pleased with her as a sexual partner, which thrilled her, against all expectations.

Was she ready to live with him, though? Was she really past the race thing?

“Courtney?” Ryan said softly, annoyingly. “Does that sound good?”

“What?” she said without thinking. “Oh, yeah. That’s fine.” She wasn’t sure what she’d just agreed to but she didn’t much care. She just wanted to get on with it, whatever it was.

“Okay,” Damian said as he stood up from the table with a flourish. “Let’s go.”

Courtney went with her new partners into a room she hadn’t seen before. Ryan followed them, but the cruise employees stayed behind. When Damian closed the door, Kylie walked Courtney to a small table next to a large wire cage on the floor. There was no bed or cameras in the room, as there were in each of their prior encounters. No director, no sound man, just the table and the cage. She looked at Kylie, confused.

“So, there are a couple of things we need to discuss,” Kylie began. “And keep in mind that these things are strictly voluntary for both of you. Your new contracts are not contingent on you agreeing to any of this.”

“Any of what?” Ryan asked. Kylie looked at Damian, who stepped toward the table and picked up a box. He held it up but didn’t open it.

“We work with a couple on OnlyFans,” he began. “Allie Mitchell and her husband Justin.”

“She’s the Allie that they’re offering a contact to?” Ryan asked.

“Yeah, that’s the one. Anyway, Allie got her start in porn as a hotwife, later a breeding sow for her bull. She had three of his babies over the course of several years.”

Ryan looked at Courtney. “What’s that got to do with us?”

“Well, a couple of things,” Kylie said. “But the thing that matters for us, today, is that when Allie decided to be bred by her bull, she locked Justin in a chastity device.” She turned to Ryan. “Are you familiar with male chastity devices, Ryan?” She asked in a way that made Ryan blush and turn away from her, which surprised Courtney. “Yeah, I thought so.”

“What are you talking about?” Courtney asked.

Kylie turned to Courtney and said, in a surprisingly harsh tone, “I’ll get to you in a minute.” Kylie turned back to Ryan. “So, have you ever worn one?”

“No,” he whispered.

“Would you like to?” She nodded at Damian, who opened the box. He picked up a small oddly-shaped plastic cylinder with a large plastic ring attached to the cylinder by a hinge. At first, Courtney didn’t know what to make of it but then suddenly, it all became clear, and once she saw it for what it was, she couldn’t unsee it.

It was a cock cage.

“I don’t pretend to know you two,” Kylie went on, mostly talking to Ryan but glancing at Courtney now and again to bring her into the conversation. “But Damian and I have discussed you two at length and we’re convinced that you have classic cuckold characteristics, Ryan.” She stopped and waited but neither Ryan nor Courtney said a word.

“Getting back to Allie and Justin Mitchell,” Damian said. “Allie has had Justin in chastity for almost eight years now. And both of them are extremely happy with their marriage and their relationship. Justin is a great father to the kids Allie’s had with her bull, who is no longer part of their lives, by the way.

“The point is, they are the quintessential female-led relationship we know of and they’ve built an empire around their relationship. We’d like to do the same thing with you two.”

Kylie said, “With a couple of crucial differences.”

“What differences?” Ryan asked quietly.

“We’d like to breed Courtney,” Damian said.

“And own her,” Kylie said.

“What?” Courtney asked. “What?”

Damian gave Kylie a look. “We’re getting ahead of ourselves.”

“Sorry,” Kylie said.

“Let me ask you something, Ryan,” Damian said quickly. “Since you know what this is for, and if we all agreed that you’d have to wear it while I breed Courtney, but you get to have one last orgasm before we lock you up for months, maybe years, who would you like to be with today? Kylie or Courtney?”

Ryan looked at Courtney, who remained silent and confused, but stayed silent because she wanted to hear his answer. Suddenly, that was all that mattered to her. All the talk of chastity and breeding was too much for her to deal with, but a simple choice between her and Kylie was just that. Simple.

“What if I don’t want to wear that thing at all?” Ryan asked, almost whining.

“That’s up to you, Ryan,” Kylie said as she stepped toward him. “And we would respect and honor that decision. As Damian said, if that’s what you decide, it will have no bearing on your new contract or your plans to move in with us in LA.”

She stepped closer to him, close enough to touch his arm, which she did. “But think about it, Ryan. Think about what we’re offering you. Isn’t that what you’ve dreamed of all these years? What you always wanted but never had the courage to tell Courtney?”

Ryan just stared at her.

“We’ve gotten to know Justin over the years,” she went on. “He’s told us what it’s like to be a true cuckold, the life he’s been living for almost a decade now. He loves it, Ryan. And from what we’ve seen, you’d love it, too.”

“From what you’ve seen?” he asked.

“They way you look at Courtney when Damian is fucking her? The way you’ve never objected when she makes love to us but you just watch? Even just now, when I suggested you wear the chastity device, you asked ‘What if I don’t want to wear it?’ You didn’t say no. You asked. Those are the words of a closeted cuckold, Ryan. Why don’t you let us bring you out of the closet and into the light.”

She moved right up to him and kissed him on the mouth, lightly, teasingly. Courtney thought she’d be incensed but she wasn’t. Fascinated, perhaps, but not angry. In fact, she was shockingly calm as events unfolded without any input from her. It felt, she felt tranquil, relieved to let Kylie do whatever it was she was doing.

Courtney also felt surprised but not shocked at the revelation that her husband was a cuckold. It made sense to her, the pieces fit, the puzzle finally coming together. She realized with a start that she’d been wondering when he would react to the inherent unfairness of what she’d been doing to him all week and now she realized he was getting exactly what he wanted from her, unbeknownst to her, but still. Exactly what he wanted. By giving her exactly what she wanted. It was a liberating feeling. Exhilarating, too.

“Let me throw one more incentive into the mix for you, Ryan. Agree to wear this device, just for the day or the week, whatever feels right, and I’ll let you cum in my mouth.” She smiled seductively at Courtney’s husband. “Think about that. Your last orgasm, maybe for today, maybe for this week, maybe forever. In my mouth.” She kissed him again, with more passion, her tongue insinuating its way between his lips until he responded in kind and kissed her back, their tongues intertwined, their lips devouring each other’s, almost obscenely, Courtney thought.

And yet. She wasn’t jealous of her husband, she was jealous of Kylie, that she was kissing someone else, someone other than herself. She wasn’t angry, just sad. Despondent, perhaps. Yearning. Longing to be kissed like that herself by Kylie’s perfect mouth.

Kylie broke from the kiss and smiled as she unbuckled Ryan’s belt. When she had liberated his erection, she sank to her knees and licked the precum from the tip of his dick. She massaged his balls with one hand and stroked his shaft with the other before she took the head of his penis into her mouth. Ryan closed his eyes and shuddered.

“Uh, uh, uh,” he grunted as his body tensed. Courtney knew he was ejaculating into Kylie’s beautiful mouth. The stark reality of it didn’t upset her. It calmed her. This was happening and Courtney had nothing to do with making it happen. It was out of her hands. She liked that.

She loved that, she realized with a start.

Kylie stood up and reached for the chastity device from Damian. She slipped it onto Ryan’s wilting dick and snapped it shut, then she took a small keyed lock from Damian and clicked it. She pulled the key from the lock–it had a thin chain attached to it––and put it over her head. She held it up for him and he lowered his eyes.

“Good boy,” she whispered before she leaned in and kissed him again, deeply, but only for a moment. Just long enough.

“Now,” she said as she turned to Courtney. “Here’s what I propose for you, my love.” Courtney tried to listen as Kylie explained something but she couldn’t. All she could think about was that Kylie just admitted she loved her. Nothing else mattered. Nothing.

“So, once I lock this in place, you’ll be shocked if you say anything or even make a sound,” Kylie said as she held up a leather collar with a black box attached to the middle of it. “Hold up your hair for me.”

Courntey did as she was told.

The collar was rough and tighter than she expected but she’d live with it. She’d live with anything, she realized. So it wasn’t surprising or an issue when Kylie told her to remove her clothes. She did as she was told.

“Open your mouth,” Kylie ordered her and Courtney obeyed. Kylie inserted what looked like a butt plug into her mouth, but it had long hair hanging from the part that didn’t go into the anus.

Her anus, she realized.

At least the plug was clean. She wet it with her saliva until Kylie was satisfied with the results.

“Now, bend over the table and I’ll put it in.”

Courtney obeyed.

Pouches, made of leather, were then attached to her hands and feet. Courtney watched dispassionately as her hands were immobilized with the leather pouches and locked in place by locks similar to the one on Ryan’s chastity device. She was warmed by the idea that they were locked in the same manner. She looked at her husband for the first time in a while and wasn’t surprised to find him looking at her. Their eyes met and she noticed that he was crying. Then she noticed she was, too.

Was she sad? She felt the opposite of sad. A kaleidoscope of emotions swirled in her mind. She felt joyful. Delighted. Safe. Cherished. Loved.

Loved.

“Okay,” Kylie said to no one in particular but Courntey assumed it was meant for her. She looked at the beautiful woman who now owned her, apparently. “We’ll be back in port in a few hours,” Kylie told Courtney. “That’s your shipping cage. We’ll be shipping you to our place in the Valley in that, so go ahead and crawl inside.”

Damian opened the cage for Courtney, as it had been latched and impossible for her to open on her own with her new restrictive pouches. She waited respectfully as Damian held the door open and she crouched down and crawled inside. Damian closed the door and latched it.

“We’ll be back to check on you in a bit, Courtney,” Kylie said. “And don’t worry, we’ll water you and let you out to relieve yourself as well, so don’t make a mess of your new home.”

Courtney nodded but made no sound. The three people standing above her cage took one last look at her before they filed out of the room, leaving her alone to contemplate what had just happened. Kylie turned the light off as she left, leaving Courtney in darkness. She felt comforted by the complete lack of light and sound except for the low rumble of the ship’s engines.

She put her head on her ‘paws’ and quickly fell asleep.

Loved.


18 - Another Conference with Gallant
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“Before I talk to Gallant again,” Rebeka Charger began, “can you tell me what her week’s been like?”

Barbara Munger, head of cruise security, tapped on her PC, frowned, tapped a little more, squinted at the screen.

“Basically, a lot of fucking,” Munger said. “On Monday, it was three–”

“Stop,” Rebeka said, holding up her hands. “I don’t need to know the specifics. I just want a general idea of what she’s been through, so I’ll know what to expect when I–”

“A lot of cum dripping out of her hole,” Munger said grimly.

“Yeah, I’ll watch out for that,” Rebeka said. “No behavioral flags? No abuse? She’s having a good time?”

“Time of her life,” Munger assured.

“Where is she now?” asked Rebeka.

“It says that now,” Munger said, squinting at her screen again, “that she’s in a conference room.”

“What’s she doing there?”

“I don’t know,” Munger said, shrugging. “Fucking?”

“In a conference room?” Rebeka said. “On the Lab Deck, right?”

“It says she’s been assigned to CONF B-7,” Munger said. “I assume that means one of the conference rooms.”

“To do what, though?” Rebeka said. “What am I walking into? Are they acting out an office porn scene? Is this one of those girl-gets-fucked-by-all-the-executives things?”

“No idea,” Munger said without apology. “I’ll take you there, maybe you can figure it out.”

“Okay.”

“Or you can always read the book.”

“Which book?”

“No idea,” Munger said. “Maybe look for stuff with ‘Lab’ in the title.”

“Right.”

“Ready to go?” Munger said, rising.

“Yeah.”

~ ~ ~

On her first visit to the Lab Deck to speak to Gallant, Rebeka had wandered into some sort of research scene where she didn’t belong, and the fake doctor heading things up evicted her, forcibly.

In the intervening four days, the Cruise du Kinque had adapted to her presence and her investigation, letting her come and go while her witnesses did the same, giving her the run of the ship, even in some of the secure areas, to solve the attempted murder.

The Lab Deck took their cooperation one step further. When Rebeka arrived at the reception desk, they were ready for her.

“Okay, put this on,” said the girl at the counter, holding out a light blue blazer.

“Why?” Rebeka asked, looking down at the little black dress she didn’t really want to cover up.

“You need to look professional.”

“For what?”

“For the scene,” the girl said.

“What’s the scene?” Rebeka asked.

“You need to interrogate her, right?” the girl asked.

“Yeah.”

“Then do that.”

“It’s not a scene,” Rebeka countered. “It’s an interrogation.”

“For you, it’s an interrogation,” the girl said. “But for the rest of us, it’s a scene.”

“I’m going to be asking her real questions,” Rebeka warned.

“Of course. And we’re going to be torturing her with a real anal restraint.”

“Wait,” Rebeka said. “What?”

“If you don’t like her answers, tell us and we fry her ass.”

“No,” Rebeka said. “Just no. That’s wrong. And nothing she says will be admissible in court.”

“She’s down with this,” the girl said.

“What do you mean?”

“The people on this deck paid to have this done to them. The scene doesn’t matter. An interrogation scene is the same as anything else. So you get your answers, and she gets tortured.”

Rebeka gave up trying to understand, and she pulled on the blazer and the girl led her and Munger through a door and down several barren, narrow hallways before they stopped at a door that said “CONF. C-7.”

“Just her,” the girl said to Munger. “She’s part of the scene, you’re not.”

Munger didn’t seem to mind at all, leaning against the wall with a half smile while Rebeka stepped forward, and the girl opened the door and Rebeka found herself in just what she was told she’d be coming to, an executive conference room with an oak table where a dozen people sat, two big screen TVs, recessed lighting, a plush blue carpet–and a girl at the far end, naked and splayed out upright on a scaffolding of some kind, wrists tied overhead, ankles bound to the lower corners, legs spread obscenely, her ribs rising and falling as she panted.

“This must be our detective,” said the woman at the head of the table, and she stood and rounded the room, offering her hand.

“Gwen Beales,” she said. “Head of lab operations.”

“Rebeka Charger. LA PD.”

“Yes,” Beales agreed. “We understand you’d like to interrogate one of our female inventory. We’ve got her secured for you, and if you don’t like an answer, you just let Mr. Lloyd know.”

Rebeka headed uncertainty toward the naked girl, confirmed it was the same female she’d met on Sunday, briefly. Her name was Gallant, she was 18, and she knew things.

A man was standing behind her, holding what looked at first like a black flashlight, but Rebeka noticed the chain running from it to somewhere between the girl’s legs.

The girl herself looked flustered, but nothing more. Not terrified. Not in pain. Apprehensive, maybe.

“Gallant Fender?” Rachel said, trying to focus on only what was before her, and not all the strange things accompanying it.

“Hi,” Gallant said, adding after a pause, “I go by 27631 here.”

“Okay,” Rebeka said. “But I need to ask you about something that happened early Sunday morning, before you got here.”

“Diana Entwhistle,” Gallant said.

“Yes.”

“Is she dead?”

“No,” Rebeka said. “But how did you know to ask me that?”

“Because I did it,” Gallant said. “Well, really, two of us.”

“What did you do?” Rebeka asked.

“The other person is Drake.”

“Okay,” Rebeka said. “What did you do?”

“Drake cut her line, on her car, for her brakes,” Gallant said.

“Drake Palmer?”

“Yes, they keep putting us together.”

“And he told you what he did?”

“Yeah, it sort of came out,” Gallant said.

“When?”

“I don’t know,” Gallant said. “Maybe it was in my cage. Yeah, in my cage. They’ll put us together if we ask, in each other’s cages, and I wanted him, so they brought him to me, as sort of a reward, and we were just talking about everything, even with everyone else around. The cages are just bars, so they can see what you’re doing, even if it’s extremely personal, like what Drake ended up doing to me, because he–”

“Miss Fender,” Rebeka interrupted.

“Yeah?”

“I need you to–”

“Ma’am,” said the man standing behind Gallant, holding the leash that ran to her rear.

“Yup?” Rebeka said, not hiding her annoyance.

“Is she being evasive?” he asked, smiling. “Because she sounded a little evasive just now. So it might be a perfect time to remind her that she needs to cooperate.”

“No,” Rebeka said sharply, “we’re not going to do that–”

The detective’s next words were drowned out by Gallant’s mournful cry, and she shook and closed her eyes and the scaffolding she was bound to rattled as the agonized girl writhed for a full five seconds before she went silent and limp, chin down to her chest.

“Stop,” Rebeka said. “We don’t need to do that.”

“I thought it might be helpful,” the man said, looking slightly chastened. “Sorry.”

“Sure,” Rebeka said, returning her attention to the hanging girl, who was gasping, her eyes red, her mouth hanging open.

“Can we continue?” Rebeka asked.

“I think so,” the girl sighed.

“Will Drake confirm what you just told me?”

“Yes,” Gallant said softly, laboriously, “we both agreed to do it.”

“Do what?”

“Tell you what we did.”

“So you helped him with the brake line?”

“No,” Gallant replied. “I did something else.”

“What?”

“I cut the gas line in her furnace,” Gallant confessed.

“Why?” Rebeka asked.

“Did it work?” Gallant asked.

“The furnace?”

“Yeah,” Gallant said. “Dark web said it would create a crater 50 feet deep and turn everyone in the house into mist.”

“The house blew up, yeah,” Rebeka said. “But it didn’t kill her. She’s in the hospital recovering.”

“Did it almost kill her?”

“She’s probably going to be okay.”

“Any body parts gone?”

“No.”

“Why are you here then?”

“Because there was an attempt on her life. Attempted murder–”

“Ma’am?” said the man with the leash.

“What?”

“She sounded a little defiant a moment ago,” he said. “Want me to give her more correction?”

“Do not shock that girl again,” Rebeka said curtly. “If you do, I’ll have you arrested for impeding an investigation as soon as this boat docks.”

“I was just asking,” he said.

“Don’t ask anything anymore.”

The man smiled agreeably at Rebeka and Rebeka returned to her interrogation.

“Attempted murder is a crime,” Rebeka said.

“Yeah, I sort of forgot that,” Gallant admitted.

“So why did you want to kill her?” Rebeka asked.

“For Drake it was because she was at a party at his house walking around outside with her phone to make a video to post to Look!, and she goes by his bedroom window and he’s in there churning butter you know and didn’t think anyone would be walking by ‘cuz there was hedges and stuff and he’s, you know, doing the thing, and the bitch sends him the video she made and asks him if he wants to edit himself out of it or make it clearer before she posted it and at first he ignored her and she keeps sending it and keeps sending it and won’t let it drop until he begs her literally begs her to not do the video.”

As she spoke, Gallant’s body grew tense again, hands balling into fists, muscles straining against the contraption holding her, voice coming faster and higher-pitched, and Rebeka checked to make sure the man standing behind her holding the electric leash thing wasn’t shocking her again but no, he was just smiling and waiting.

“What about you?” Rebeka asked.

“I wasn’t there,” Gallant said.

“Weren’t where?”

“I wasn’t with Drake. He was doing it on his own. In his bedroom.”

“No, I mean, why did you hate Diana Entwhistle?”

“Oh, right. She went through my stuff in my bedroom and found my porn under my bed, which was all printed matter so I wouldn’t leave a trail on my laptop and brought them out in front of my mom and asked me what I liked, like, picture by picture, you know, and I was dying and my mom was . . . so okay, you get the picture.”

Rebeka drew her phone from the pocket of her little black dress and typed furiously into it.

“Everything okay, Ma’am?” asked the helpful man holding the leash.

“Yes, all great,” Rebeka assured.

“‘Cuz you got awfully quiet,” he said. “And that had me worried that things weren’t going well. So just say the word if you need her to have another little zing.”

“I don’t,” Rebeka assured.

“Can that be part of my punishment?” Gallant asked.

“What?” Rebeka asked.

“What he’s been doing to me,” Gallant said. “In place of jail time, or probation and stuff.”

“That’s not up to me,” Rebeka said. “But it would probably be unconstitutional.”

“So he shouldn’t do it?” Gallant asked.

“That’s between you and him and . . .” Rebeka surveyed the rest of the room, where the 12 people in business attire continued to observe the proceedings, “everyone else here, I guess.”

“We are trying to assess the effectiveness of that device he’s holding,” Beales said.

Rebeka shrugged, the man raised the thing he was holding and, for 10 seconds, Gallant cried and shook.

“That’s as long as we do,” the man said, looking out at the conference room. “I hope we’ve established the effectiveness.”

“Thank you, Mr. Lloyd,” Beales said. “A very convincing demonstration.”

Rebeka looked at her phone, reviewed her notes, believed she was done here. But she still had no idea how she would turn all this into a full case report. Some things–a lot of things–would have to be left out, for two reasons: first, the less she gave a defense attorney about the conditions of the confessions, the better; and second, a true and complete report of findings on the Cruise du Kinque would be dismissed as the lunatic ravings of a detective who had gone off the deep end.

“Also, we wanted to confess something else,” Gallant said, voice husky either from screaming or, Rebeka suspected, from arousal.

“What?” Rebeka asked.

“We don’t hate her anymore,” Gallan said. “‘Cuz we don’t care anymore.”

“Why not?”

“Because this boat erased all our shame. Drake feels it too. That’s what we said, you know, to each other. It’s all about, who cares anyway? Because we don’t. Sex is totally not something you have to hide anymore.”

“Okay,” Rebeka said, and she drew out her phone and grimaced at it and looked up at the girl.

“Can I ask you one more thing?”

“Yeah?”

“Grey . . . Grey Fieldman,” Rebeka said, voice going unexpectedly weak. “I . . . did you see him . . . at the . . . at Diana Entwhistle’s home?”

“Yeah.”

“Did you see anything suspicious? Do you think he might have tried to murder Ms. Entwhistle?”

“I don’t know.”

“When we talked Sunday, you were sure he hadn’t,” Rebeka countered.

“Yeah,” Gallant agreed. “That was because I thought you were going to blame him for my furnace routine. He definitely didn’t do that.”

“Okay,” Rebeka said. “But do you think . . . do you think he could have done . . . anything?”

“He was working on a pizza when I showed up. He was the only one there. Diana–she has us call her Lady Di sometimes, which should be in your notes because it’s highly fucked up–Diana wasn’t there.”

“And he was only working on the pizza?”

“Yeah, like a robot,” Gallant recalled. “Like the guy on Kitchen Calamities.”

“What’s that?”

“It’s this streaming show. Totally awesome. This Black guy drives around, like all around the country, and walks into restaurants unexpected, wherever he thinks he’s needed, and he has a total man bun and looks radical, but he figures out what’s going wrong and fixes it and makes food everyone loves, and there’s always this cooking montage where he’s chopping stuff or sauteing with this face like, like no expression and oh my god on my god AHHHHHH FUUUUCK!”

Her suffering ended as soon as it had begun, and Gallant fell limp, panting as she dropped her head.

“I didn’t ask you to do that,” Rebeka barked at the man holding the leash.

“She was going on and on,” he said with his ever-present smile. “It seemed like something needed to be done.”

Gallant sighed as she revived, weakly.

“I’m pretty sure it’s scripted though,” she panted.

“Okay,” Rebeka said. “So . . . Grey Fieldman seemed . . . similarly focused on preparing food? Focused only on that? Like the man in the show?”

“Totes,” Gallant replied, her voice regaining its strength with surprising speed. “He had like 35 things spread out, and he didn’t even look up when I got there, and he didn’t look up when I left, which was perfect for my little scheme, because it took me a while in the basement. Drake too. He snipped her brake line in total peace.”

“Thanks, I’m done here,” Rebeka said, turning on her heel. “I’ll let myself out.”

She struggled to find the door, her vision unexplainably blurry, and back in the hall, she could barely make out Munger as she strode past her, desperate to find the exit and get to her own small cabin so she could cry in private.

“Hey, you okay?” Munger said, hustling after her.

“I just . . . I need,” Rebeka stammered, letting Munger take the lead because Rebeka had no idea where she was and couldn’t see anything anyway, even if she had been familiar with the layout of the Lab Deck.

Rebeka composed herself enough to return the jacket they’d loaned her, but she was weeping again as they waited for the elevator.

“The guests paid for this,” Munger said.

“What?” Rebeka sniffed.

“The things they do to them,” Munger said. “It’s supposed to hurt. They want it to.”

“What are you talking about?”

“What they were doing to that girl,” Munger said, guiding Rebeka onto the elevator. “I heard her screams. I don’t know what was going on, but it was even starting to upset me.”

“Oh,” Rebeka said, laughing through her tears. “No, that’s not it. I didn’t care about that. She probably deserved it.”

“But you seem very upset.”

Rebeka drew in her breath, lowered her face to her hands and cried out before she found her voice.

“I don’t think . . .” she blubbered. “I don’t think . . . he did it. Any of it.”


19 - Mia Finishes
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Mia followed Sharon to the elevators. She felt little shame as she walked the corridor of the Bondage Deck amongst clothed passengers with her breasts bouncing freely, another change in her she’d come to cherish. The more she got past shame and embarrassment the more she liked herself, a new and unusual but pleasant state of mind, she found. She vowed to push herself further with this Rodney fellow, although she did notice an inflection in Sharon’s voice when she mentioned the man’s name that caught her attention.

The two women, one dressed, one not so much, took a crowded elevator to the Admin Deck according to the display after several stops where people exited and others entered the elevator, some looking at Mia with undisguised astonishment at her near nudity, she could only assume. That some passengers still reacted to bare breasts after almost a full week on this vessel surprised her. Were there decks that didn’t feature sex and nudity? From the display in the elevator, it was not inconceivable. She noticed an Adult Product Testing Deck, a Buckhorn Club Deck, among others that might be asexually oriented. Why that would be on a cruise of this nature was beyond her, but she was only mildly curious.

“Here we are,” Sharon said almost as soon as they left the elevator on the Admin Deck. The woman led Mia into a conference room–the ship was thick with conference rooms, she thought to herself–and a Black man was standing at the small conference table talking on his phone. He took no notice of them when they entered but Sharon waited with her hands folded in front of her, respectful of the man’s willingness to ignore them.

“Thanks, Zoe,” he said just before he put the phone down and looked at them. His eyes focused immediately on Mia’s breasts and she found herself blushing unexpectedly.

“Mr. Morrow,” Sharon began. “This is Mia Davis, the woman who was…”

“I know who she is,” Rodney cut her off. “I’m pleased to meet you, Mia,” he said as he came around the table to offer his hand. “I’m sorry for what happened to you.”

“Thank you, sir,” she said softly.

“Please, call me Rodney,” he smiled warmly. “Did Sharon explain everything and how we’re going to make you whole?”

“Sort of,” Mia said apologetically. She looked at Sharon, who had a smile frozen in place. “I mean, I got the gist of it, just not all the details.”

“The details are irrelevant,” Rodney said in a gruff tone before he softened again. “Bottom line is that you’ll go home with everything you’ve got coming to you.”

“Thank you, sir, uh, Rodney.”

He looked at Sharon. “Did you tell her about my offer?”

“Yes, sir,” Sharon said with less self-assurance than when she talked to Mia on the Bondage Deck. “She thought she was due more, sir,” Sharon continued.

“Yes, I wholeheartedly agree,” Rodney said. “We should, at a minimum, make up her losses based on what others on the deck were offered.”

“I’m better than they are,” Mia said suddenly.

“Say what?” Rodney asked, the menace in his voice subdued but unmistakable.

Mia bucked herself up.

“I should get paid more than Belle, or any of the others. They went out of their way to target me. Doesn’t that say something about what I should be worth?”

Rodney eyed her for a few silent seconds. “You make an excellent point, Mia,” he finally allowed without smiling.

“And they should have to pay, not you, sir,” she blurted. “Rodney, sir.”

He smiled. “I agree with that, too,” he said with a smile this time. The smile disappeared when he turned to Sharon. “As I recall, the chapter in the book that mentioned The Frustrator ended with an auction, right?”

“I believe so, sir,” Sharon said.

“Let’s have an auction of our own, if Mia is up for it.” He turned back to the girl, this time looking at her eyes.

“What kind of auction?” she asked, her eyes darting back and forth between Rodney’s and Sharon’s. Rodney looked at Sharon.

“In the book, the people in the room bid on having the main character, Hannah, subjected to a massive orgasm by The Frustrator.”

“Isn’t that what the Climax Room is all about?” Mia asked. She’d heard about it from Sharon and was confused as to what would be bid on. She planned to go there voluntarily before the cruise ship docked.

“Time,” Rodney said. “They can run up the time you spend being unfrustrated.” He smiled at her. “I hear it can be life-changing.”

She nodded. “I guess.”

“I also hear you’re a virgin, Mia,” Rodney said in an even tone. She started.

“Where did you hear that?”

“The mics on the tables in the Day Room are quite sensitive. We were notified when you told your roommate that first day.”

“Why?”

“I like virgins,” he said, as if that made all the sense in the world. “Something about their innocence appeals to me.”

“In what way?” Mia asked. “I mean, I may technically be a virgin but I’m pretty sure I don’t have an intact hymen anymore.”

“Being a virgin is more a state of mind than any physical attribute, Mia.” He cocked an eyebrow at her.

“Seriously?” she asked.

“I’ll match the money that is bid at your auction. You’ll get to keep it all.”

Mia looked at Sharon. The woman refused to look at her. She turned back to Rodney.

“Okay.” She looked at Rodney. “When?”

“Sharon? Can we hold the auction now?”

“Yes, sir,” the woman said, still refusing to look at Mia. She did lead her out of the conference room, though, to the elevators and the Bondage Deck. It occurred to Mia as they rose silently toward the deck that bondage turned out to be a small part of her week.

“Do you want to be restrained?” Sharon finally asked when they arrived at the Climax Room.

“Is that normal?” Mia asked.

“From what I’ve heard, in the book about all this,” Sharon said with a wave at the stark room that didn’t offer any clues as to its purpose, “Hannah was held by two large gentlemen when she was finished. We don’t have that option but most of the women who have used this room have opted for restraints.”

“What types of restraints do you have?” Mia asked.

“I’m not sure,” Sharon said. “Let me find someone who can help us.” She glanced at her phone and stopped short. “Looks like your auction is already in progress.”

“Can I see it?” Mia asked, staring at Sharon’s phone but unable to see the screen.

“Sure, just don’t go poking around.” She handed the phone to Mia. “I’ll be right back.”

It took Mia a few seconds to grasp what she was seeing but the site or app on the screen was bareboned and simple, much like the room. Three boxes recorded the cumulative amount of money being bid to ‘finish’ Mia, the number of seconds she’d be subjected to the full power of her devices, which were still quiet in her, and the time left in the auction. She was surprised that everything had been arranged in advance of her saying yes or even knowing what had been perpetrated against her, but she was beyond caring. She was more focused on the amounts. The money was unreal, the seconds she would be finished were intimidating, and the auction was almost over.

“This is Mia,” Sharon said to the Black man she brought with her into the room. “She might be interested in restraints depending on what you have to offer her.”

The man looked at Mia as if he was measuring her in his mind's eye. Or perhaps he was just enjoying the way her nipples had hardened at the prospect of a pending ‘life-changing’ orgasm. After a beat, he looked at her eyes and smiled.

“I can bring in a gurney, a frame, or I can hogtie you, whatever you like.”

Mia was about to ask to be hogtied when Rodney walked into the room.

“Why don’t we just hold her like they did to Hannah?” he asked in a tone that told Mia the question was rhetorical. She nodded and the two men positioned themselves on either side of her. Sharon stood in front of her but was still staring at her phone.

“Okay, we’re done,” she announced. “You’ll be stimulated for 42 seconds, for which you will receive a grand total of $23,150. That amount doesn’t include the money you’ve accumulated in your account this week.”

“And I’ll be chipping in another twenty-three grand if we still have a deal, Mia,” Rodney said. She looked up at him.

“We still have a deal.”

“I can begin whenever you’re ready,” Sharon said, and Mia noticed the cameras aimed at her from the corners of the room for the first time. The men who had bid on ‘finishing’ her would want to watch it happen, she realized with a start. Everything on this boat was about seeing it happen.

“Ready?” Sharon said to Rodney and the other Black man. They gripped Mia’s arms with both of their hands and she looked at Sharon. She nodded and tried to brace herself but it did no good.

No good at all.

Without warning, all three of the devices that had been dormant inside her body launched into a ferocious frenzy, exploding at once, the anal Frustrator spinning, the vaginal Frustrator taking on a life of its own, the little clitoral rod pounding her without mercy against her tender, extended flesh.

“Ah, god no, stop!” Mia screamed, jerking backward, hands clenching, reaching for her anus where, if only her fingers were long enough, she could grab the end of the cup and push it away or rip it off or crush it into dust. “Sweet Jesus, heaven please no make them stop forgive me I’m sorry forgive me!”

Mia, the first wave of orgasm wracking her body and mind, pulled up her legs, wanting to curl up on the floor and die there, but the men’s strength proved more than equal to her weight and her writhing, and she hung in midair, legs wheeling impotently against nothing as she groaned and shook, hair flying, breasts bouncing, thick ejaculate flooding her cup and spilling from it, down her legs, through the panel, to the floor.

“No-please-no-god-no-no-no-no-make-it-no-no-auhh!”

Sharon stared dispassionately as she counted down the seconds out loud until finally it was over.

“Okay, okay, it’s off, set her down,” Sharon said.

Mia, gasping for air, eyes opened wide but seeing nothing, was allowed to crumple to the floor, curled up on her side, rocking slowly.

“You did good, Mia,” Sharon said as she knelt down beside the girl, her hand on her shoulder. “You did really good.”

Mia’s gasps subsided, and she pressed her cheek against the linoleum floor and tried to think only of how that felt.

“Okay,” she said quietly to herself. “Okay,” she breathed.

Rodney knelt down and motioned with his eyes for the other man and Sharon to leave them alone. When they were gone, he touched Mia’s arm.

“Do you still want to do this?” he asked. “I won’t hold it against you if you change your mind.”

She opened her eyes and looked at him.

“But then you wouldn’t match the pot, right?”

“That’s right, I’m afraid.” He didn’t smile.

“Let’s go.”


19 - Interrogation over a Little Conception
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Detective Rebeka Charger was literally trembling on her second visit to the Breeding Deck, and as she was led to one of the rooms where semen was delivered naturally to the reproductive chambers of females who found being bred sexy, or who wanted to conceive new life, or both, Rebeka found her legs unsteady, her vision narrowed, her heart thumping frantically.

Her investigation had uncovered seven methods of attempted murder and, to date, six confessions. She knew who’d wired the tractor to blow up, who’d cut the car’s brake line, who’d jimmied the furnace to blow up, who’d cut the floor beams and spread termites around to make them look guilty, who’d planted the poison gas on a timer, who’d put the scorpions in a box that opened, also by timer.

But who had loosened the decorative ceiling beams over Diana Entwhistle’s bed? Assuming everyone else had been honest with her, there were two suspects left: Jerri Magisteria, and the man Rebeka–okay, it was time to just go ahead and admit it–the man Rebeka had fallen in love with: Grey Fieldman.

The room Rebeka was brought to was full of breeding couples, the women bound in a variety of positions to optimize their reception of life-making juice, the men also restrained, at least 10 couples here laboring intensely to get the semen where it was needed.

Jerri Magisteria was on her hands and knees, ankles and wrists chained to a table while a man of Indian descent thrust repeatedly up her slot.

The bride-to-be was taking things stoically, staring at the space between her hands and, except for a slight undulation in her pelvis, reacting not at all to her partner’s efforts. But she seemed to sense Rebeka’s approach, turned her head to look, noticed the police badge that Rebeka was sporting again from the sash of her little black dress, and said simply “Hey.”

“Hi, Jerri?” Rebeka said, stopping only when her hip struck the table, and its firmness helped to steady her.

“You a cop?” Jerri asked languidly.

“Yeah,” Rebeka said, and she forced her mouth to form the next words. “Did you do it?”

Rebeka held her breath, waiting while Jerri seemed to be considering her answer.

“Did you dust for fingerprints?” she finally asked.

“Yeah,” Rebeka bluffed.

“I tried to wipe them all off.”

“There’s always one or two that slip past.”

“Okay,” Jerri said.

“How did you get up there?” Rebeka asked, fighting the urge to cry, once again.

“Ladder on her bed. She had some in the basement.”

“Motive?” Rebeka said.

“She caught me working the street, and she–”

“Working the street?”

“Prostitute,” Jerri said. “Something I tried for a while a few years back. She saw me on Figueroa and followed me, didn’t tell me she was there until after she heard me negotiating, then she wanted to talk about it, kept bringing it up, still brings it up, like she’s–”

“You’ll confess to this?” Rebeka interrupted.

“I just did.”

“I mean, formally? You’ll give us a statement? Sign it?”

“Sure,” Jerri said distractedly, rocking back and forth now that her partner had picked up the pace a little. The man seemed to be nearing completion.

“So it killed her?” Jerri huffed.

“No, they all fell on her after her house blew up,” Rebeka said, struggling to keep her voice even. “But they were decorative. Like, made of plastic or something.”

“Okay, yeah, I knew that,” Jerri said. “I just meant it as a prank. A practical joke.”

“Well, you just said . . .” Rebeka began.

“Wait, her house blew up?” Jerri said, suddenly sounding more alert.

“Yeah, gas leak.”

“Accidental?”

“Why would you ask that?” Rebeka said.

“Well, we all had the run of the place Saturday, in case you didn’t know. And we all hated her, too. So it was kind of perfect, for anyone else who decided to . . .”

“Yeah,” Rebeka said. “You might not have been the only one.”

“Other people tried to kill her.”

“Maybe.”

“Cool.”

Rebeka tapped her latest findings into her phone.

“So what happens now?” Jerri asked, not looking particularly concerned about anything except the man behind her,  who was grunting now with his final pre-orgasmic vocalizations.

“Well, the cruise ends tomorrow,” Rebeka replied. “I’m going to have all of you rounded up, and we’re going to talk.”

“All of us?” Jerri said.

“All eight of you.”

“So you know the men are on this ship too?”

“Yes.”

“I saw Heck my first day here,” Jerri said. “The best man. So I’ve known all along.”

“That’s great,” Rebeka said.

“Did he do anything? To try to killer, I mean.”

“I can’t talk about that.”

“Have you talked to Dylan?” Jerri asked.

“Yeah.”

“Did he do anything?”

“We’ll talk tomorrow,” Rebeka said. “Everyone’s a suspect.”

“No, I mean, did he do . . . what’s he doing on his deck? Is he fucking?”

“That’s not my place to say,” Rebeka said.

“That means yes,” Jerri said. “Good.”

Rebeka turned and quickly wiped both eyes with the back of her hand and left the room and headed to Grey’s cabin, because they had lunch plans, and something they needed to get done before their lunch plans, in his cabin, in private.


Epilogue 1: Rebeka and the Suspects
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“So I think you all know why I gathered you here,” Rebeka began as soon as the last suspect–Gallant the teen girl–was escorted by two LA cops into a small conference room at the Port of Los Angeles.

Rebeka surveyed the her eight suspects, who had arranged themselves by gender on the stiff plastic chairs–men on the left, women on the right, Dylan and Jerri sitting in the middle, holding each other’s hands and pressing their heads together, the glow of impending nuptials tempered only a little by the tension of the moment.

“For most of the cruise, I was out of phone range,” Rebeka said, “but I got reconnected yesterday evening, and I’ve been busy. So here’s the deal.”

Rebeka surveyed the room again, making eye contact with each member of the wedding party, trying not to linger too long on Grey.

“Jerri Magisteria, you confessed to loosening the beams over Diana Entwhistle’s bed.”

Rebeka didn’t wait for confirmation, ignored the gasps of the other suspects.

“Dylan Hightower, you put the scorpions in the timed box. Heck Southward, you wired her tractor to blow up. Jackie Devine, you cut through the floor, scattered termites around; Munro dePriest, poison gas; Drake Palmer, brake line; Gallant Fender, furnace tampering.”

Rebeka paused, waiting for anyone to argue, take back their confession, claim they’d been coerced into making something up. But no one challenged Rebeka’s summary. Instead, after a long pause during which eight pairs of eyes went wide, the room erupted, groomsmen standing and slapping each other’s backs, bridesmaids hugging and doubling over with mirth. But as everyone verified Rebeka’s accusations in unabashed confessions to each other, one man stood out: Grey Fieldman. He was the only member of the wedding party who hadn’t tried to kill Diana Entwhistle, and the rest of the group gravitated toward him, asking him if he’d really refrained from trying to kill the woman and if so, why?

“It just never crossed my mind,” he said at one point. “Dylan told me I needed to make the pizzas, and that’s a very serious commitment for me. I was busy all week mapping out the ingredients, and when I got there Saturday, I was just . . . too busy to try to kill her.”

Rebeka let the celebration run a good five minutes before she restored order.

“So here’s what’s going to happen,” she said with her most piercing voice, and the room fell silent. “Diana Entwhistle is all but recovered from what you people did to her. She’s got an apartment while she has her home rebuilt. And she’s refusing to press charges. She says none of you could have done it. And each of you had a motive that was, arguably, justified. So the prosecutor has decided not to press charges, but only if each of you consider yourselves to be reformed.”

Another round of wide-eyed stares greeted Rebeka’s words, but at last, one of the wedding party found their voice.

“Now here’s the thing,” Heck Southward said thoughtfully. “I am reformed. The thought of trying to kill Diana Entwhistle, in fact, fills me with a sense of notable regret.”

Heck looked down at his feet. Looked at the rest of the wedding party, and all nodded at him in sympathy.

“Because what she said doesn’t matter anymore,” he continued. “She said I wanted to close the deal on my momma. And every time she brought it up, I felt a wild, lion-like rage. But now I don’t care. It’s all just words. In truth, I do not want to take my momma to Porkville, but you got the right to think I do. And I’ve just spent a week trying to turn, at last count, some half dozen women into mommas.”

Here, Heck cast a very quick glance at Jerri, and she returned the look for a discreet fraction of a second.

“And mommas are just like everyone else,” Heck continued. “No better, no worse. They deserve a little fucking too.”

And now followed another joyous celebration, because this appeared to be a universal effect of the cruise. No one cared anymore about the invasions and depredations of Diana Entwhistle, and they hugged and laughed and conducted a sort of impromptu group therapy session together before Rebeka cleared her throat and spoke.

“I have a confession, too,” she announced as the room fell silent. “There is another reason we’re not going to pursue charges.” She paused dramatically before she continued. “The investigation has been completely compromised. I became personally involved with one of you, while he was still a suspect. And what the rest of you tried to do to Diana Entwhistle . . . pales in comparison to what he did to my heart.”

Gasps. Raised eyebrows. Everyone looking at everyone else.

Rebeka stepped over to Grey, held out her hands, and he offered his and she took them and dropped to her knees.

“Grey Fieldman,” she said. “Will you marry me?”

More gasps. A female’s high-pitched squeal. A male’s cough. And Grey’s eyes were wet before his knees hit the floor.

“Of course,” he choked, and the two sealed their pact with a long, deep kiss.

Hugs, coos, shouts of joy, the slapping of Grey’s broad shoulders.

“Okay, she’s in the wedding,” Jerri said privately to Dylan. “Can you find another guy to keep it even?”

“I can,” Dylan promised.

Rebeka and Drake stood, betrothed, beaming.

“Everyone’s officially invited to the wedding, whenever and wherever it might be,” Rebeka announced.

“The Cruise du Kinque!” someone shouted.

“Yes!”

“Do they do weddings?”

“They’d have to!”

“Yes!”

“Okay, that’s a possibility,” Rebeka said with a quick nod from Grey. “But can I please ask a favor? Could everyone, please . . . not kill anyone that weekend?”

Heck frowned. Jackie and Jerri looked at each other doubtfully. Gallant and Drake exchanged pained grimaces.

“We’ll try,” Munro offered uncertainly.

“Fair enough,” Rebeka said. “That’s all I ask.”


Epilogue 2: Zoe and Freedom Mom
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Meghan Attwiler–wife, mother, Christian, school board member, charter member of the California chapter of freedom Moms–was still getting used to the taste of wine, wincing as the pinot noir crossed her palate and burned her throat, but she managed a smile when Zoe Grayson entered the bar and searched for Meghan in the darkness.

Meghan waved from her discreet place in the corner, Zoe waved back and walked toward her.

“Hey, Meghan,” Zoe said as she approached her. “How’ve you been?”

“I’ve been . . . it’s been . . . interesting.”

Zoe waved at the server, who ignored her. “In what way?”

“Have you searched my name in the last 10 days?”

She shook her head. “I’ve been busy, so no.”

“I’m . . “ Meghan began with a quick laugh, “out there.”

“So, people in your personal life know what you did on the ship?”

Meghan breathed in, breathed out slowly, leaned forward to ask her next question. “Did you know Rodney Morrow was going to be there?”

Zoe looked around for another server as she took her seat, sliding into the corner booth across from the woman. “No, that came as a surprise. He flew in unexpectedly.”

“I’m just asking,” Meghan said, and she looked at her wine, grimaced, took another small sip. “He was one of the doors.”

Zoe looked at her. “One of the doors?”

“It’s how I’ve been thinking of it. Doors. Into me. Into the world. He was one too, another door I walked through. I’m just sort of curious. Did God put him there? Or you? Or someone else?”

“God?” Zoe asked, trying not to smile.

“You know, creator of the universe, loving father of Jesus, ruler of Heaven?”

“I’m familiar with the concept, yes.” Zoe said in a sarcastic tone. “It’s just not…”

“You don’t believe, do you?”

“No, not really.”

“That’s okay,” Meghan said. “It’s okay now, all of it. I just do. And I think . . . I think I’ve seen his hand, in my life.”

Zoe was ready to move on. “So, all in all, was your week on the second cruise good for you?”

Meghan blinked, her eyes welling with tears.

“I got on that boat to shut it down,” she said. “You understand that, right?”

“We had our suspicions, yes.”

“And then . . . okay, wait.”

Megan dabbed at her eyes, sniffed once, laughed. “I promised myself I wasn’t going to get emotional, but give me a second. Okay . . . okay . . .”

“No problem, take your time.” The server arrived and Zoe ordered a gin and tonic.

“What I found on that cruise was . .  it was in me. It was always in me. That’s what I mean by doors. Doors into my own body, my own mind. So I was trying . . . I know this now . . . I was trying to destroy part of myself. And finally, because of . . . everything . . . Rodney Morrow and everyone else . . . . I found that part of me. And it’s good. And that’s why I told you, why I changed my mind and said you could use everything. With my name. Because that’s who I am too.”

Zoe smiled. “That’s good to hear, Meghan. Because I’ve got something for you.” She reached into her purse and pulled out a check. “This is for you.”

Meghan frowned, took it from her, unfolded it, peered at the numbers, squinted, scowled.

“What’s this?” she asked.

“So, we’ve started a new streaming service as another division of the growing Sinflix empire. We’re paying you for the footage we’ve put on the service. You’ll be getting regular checks for the foreseeable future.”

“So . . . I could make this much?”

Zoe’s eyes narrowed. This was too easy. “Sure, if you’d like.”

“How long would it take?” Meghan asked, handing the check back to Zoe.

“That’s yours, Meghan.” She handed the check back.

Meghan looked at the number again, shook her head, laughed. “Okay, so I’ll just take this to my bank, then.”

“And if you’d like to earn more, we’re always open to having you back. Anytime.” She took out her business card holder. “And this is my card, so you don’t lose my number.”

“This really looks real,” she said, studying the check. “Shouldn’t there be a warning on it?”

Zoe frowned. “What do you mean?”

“It’s great marketing, though,” Meghan said. “You get these in the mail, and they always get your attention. I’m going to show this to Keith. Maybe we’ll frame it.”

Zoe smiled. “Meghan, that’s real money. You take that to any bank and it will clear, I promise you.”

Meghan breathed in again, looked at the check. “I don’t want to have to earn this. It would be like you owned me for . . . how long? How much time does this cover?”

“Just the week.”

“Which week?”

“The second week, when you were a VIP. We didn’t decide to use the footage from the cruises for the streaming service until just recently and yours was, shall we say, compelling.”

“This is mine?” Meghan said with dawning awareness. “All of it? Now?”

“And more to come if you’re willing.” Zoe leaned forward and whispered. “Are you willing, Meghan? Did you enjoy it when I had you whipped, and roasted, and when I pimped you out so a half dozen strangers, and gangbanged by…”

Meghan waved her hand to silence the other woman, and she slipped the check into her purse. Zoe’s gin and tonic arrived, and Meghan eyed it dazedly.

“What is that?” she asked, voice flat.

“Tanqueray,” the server said. “Can I get you one?”

“I’m having wine,” Meghan said, gesturing to her half-finished drink. “I don’t really drink that much. And it’s, I’m kind of . . .” She leaned toward Zoe with a strangled laugh. “I’m sorry.”

“Sorry for what?” Zoe asked, puzzled again. The woman had her issues, she thought.

“You didn’t need to hear my life story,” Meghan said. “I’ve been going on and on. With you. With everyone. I don’t even know why I asked you to meet me for drinks. I never do that. I never drink. It’s just been . . . Keith . . . and the people at church . . . I’m losing some things.”

Meghan’s eyes filled again, and she fanned her face, set her jaw, turned to peek into her purse, at the check she’d stashed in it.

“I’m going to take this to the bank, today. Okay?”

“That’s what it’s for, Meghan.”

“We could buy another house with this,” she said.

“Whatever you want.”

“I’m not going to let this change me,” Meghan said firmly. She raised her wine, sipped it. “Not the money. Everything else. But the money won’t change me.”

“You’re who you are without the money. You’re a very attractive, very sexy woman who loves sex, from what I saw. And I saw quite a lot, you know.”

“Do you think,” Meghan began with a new urgency, “do you think I’ll stay the same? I’ll be okay?”

“I don’t see why not,” Zoe said honestly. “You’re just letting another side of you out.” She leaned in again. “How’s your husband taking all this? Has he seen any of your footage?”

“We watched it together,” Meghan replied with a slight glow in her eyes. “Watching it together, I mean. We’re not done yet.”

Zoe stared at Meghan for a long, silent moment. She had heard about how one of the pornstars on the Visual Arts Deck convinced one of the female passengers on that deck to surrender herself in an extreme form of pet play and total submission. Zoe daydreamed about owning Meghan more than once after she heard that story but came to the realization that she had less interest in owning her for sexual pleasure and more interest in…what? Torturing her? Degrading her? Satisfying Meghan’s apparent need to be submissive? All of the above? She didn’t really have the time or the energy to take on a full-time submissive, but if she could convince Meghan to sail with her every other week or so, and allow her to do what she pleased with the woman, that might just be perfect.

But could she convince her to leave her child and husband that often? Should she? It was highly unlikely but oh, so delightfully intriguing.

“We sail again on Sunday, Meghan,” Zoe said at last. “Would you like to join us? I’m afraid I wouldn’t be able to secure Rodney’s stateroom for your accommodations again, but we’d find something suitable for you, I promise.”

“Let me think about it,” Meghan said, glancing at Zoe’s card. “Keith and I agreed that we need to go slow. We’ve got a baby to raise. But . . . can I tell you a secret?”

“Sure,” Zoe said impatiently, then picked up her drink to finish it.

“Some of us are getting together . . . to try to recreate what they saw . .  what I did. Just in private.”

“Some of who?” The look on Meghan’s face puzzled her almost as much as her words.

“Friends. Old friends, new friends.”

“Friends from the cruise?”

“No. I’ve heard from some people. They found me online. At least, I don’t think they’re from the cruise.”

“What are you doing with them?” Zoe asked, her interest revived.

“We haven’t done anything yet, we’re just talking. But maybe, eventually, everything. With the, the whi– . . . you know, all the things you mentioned.”

Zoe smiled. “Any chance I can jump on that bandwagon at some point?”

“You want to? It’s not on the boat.”

“I might. Depends.”

Meghan looked at Zoe’s card again. “Okay. I’ll call you.”

“Does your husband know about ‘these friends’?” Zoe didn’t make quote marks with her hands. She didn’t have to.

“Yes. Of course.”

“Interesting.” She took her wallet out of her purse and extracted a few bills that she tossed on the table. “If you want to go on the next cruise, Meghan, let me know by Friday, okay?”

“Yeah,” Meghan said a little breathlessly, and she sipped her wine again, eyed it curiously.

“The flavor keeps changing,” she said. “I’m liking it more and more.”
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