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~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~

Sir Sean Devlin, shipwrecked and captured by the Mohican Navy, comes to know both the pain and pleasures of sexual captivity on an industrial scale.

Meanwhile, back in England, Evelyn Cavendish continues working at her mysterious scheme.

And Gaia claims another shipload of victims, a group of young, innocent missionaries, waylaid by the winds and the currents on their journey to save African souls. What will their ruthless captors think of these young, earnest representatives of another land, and another faith? Might these poor people of God be as interesting for their sexual habits as their culture and faith? Indeed, might they be of such general interest to the nation that reels them in that their destination is nothing less than a zoo? And might the sexual practices of these mysterious strangers prove of such interest they are encouraged to couple while zoo patrons watch, with the most prolific couplers rewarded in unusual ways?

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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Chapter 1: A Visit From the Earl of Doral

Byron Devlin, Earl of Doral as of last week, walked through the heavy black doors of the Shepherd House for the first time, and frowned. He normally wouldn’t have been caught dead in a club used by commoners, regardless of their wealth, but his mission made the visit necessary. His father had just died, his brother was missing and presumed dead as well, and he needed to find out what a certain girl knew and how much trouble she might be.

“Your lordship!” exclaimed a bellman, as well-versed in London’s peerage as any man in his role. “To what do we owe the pleasure of…”

“I’m here for Cavendish’s girl,” Devlin said dismissively. “Do you know her? Raven hair, rounded figure, I’m told.”

“Of course, my lord,” the man said as he bowed and backed away. “Right this way, your lordship.” He turned and almost sprinted down the hallway to the elevator lobby, crowded with men in overcoats, women in shackles and nothing else, waiting for a car to arrive. The bellman pushed his way to the front.

“Make way,” said as the crowd parted to let the well-known member of the landed gentry enter the car. “Take the next one,” he ordered, and the others obeyed. The door closed and the bellman turned to the earl and smiled conspiratorially.

“You’re right, you know,” he confided.

“Right about what?” Devlin asked with a sidelong glance.

“Quite a rounded figure,” he said. “I’m sure she’ll give you a fresh coat of paint, M’lord.”

Devlin snorted. “I’m here to talk, not…that.”

“Of course, Sir,” the bellman said, nodding sagely. “She’s a bright bulb, or so I hear.”

“Do you know where she is?”

“I saw her come in with her master not half an hour ago, probably having lunch in one of the lesser rooms, where they can go over things in peace.”

“Things?” Devlin said, quickly concluding the man was an exercise in frustration.

“Mr. Cavendish is a real radio aficionado,” the bellman said. “Presses his girl into service as well.”

The car came to an abrupt stop and a bell sounded as the doors opened. Devlin stepped into a threadbare lobby and sneered at the shabby pictures–prints, no doubt–hanging across from the elevators.

“Let’s see if they’re in five today,” the bellman said, peering through the glass of the first door on the right. “No, not there, maybe . . . yes, here they are.”

The bellman pulled open the door, revealing a small salon, a half dozen tables, the largest occupied by a distinguished-looking man in his 30s, a naked girl of barely 20 years sitting across from him, and between them empty lunch dishes and an array of odd devices and technical documentation.

“Mr. Cavendish?” the bellman said, pressing his hands together. “The gentleman here would like a word with . . . with your girl.”

“Good day, sir,” Devlin said with his hand extended. “Byron Devlin.”

Upon hearing the name, the slave girl’s blue eyes darted from the documents before her to this visitor, studying him intently, even urgently. The Earl of Doral was taller than his brother and thicker across both dimensions. His broad shoulders and stout middle were not unattractive but in stark contrast to his much younger sibling. Where Sean was still maturing, this man was…a man, in every sense of the word. Even his face spoke of wisdom and maturity, not to mention suffering and pain. Evelyn felt she understood, and her belly clenched at the sight of him, at the hint of Sean around his eyes, and the obvious bulge in his trousers. She looked away before her master or the handful of other diners in the room could notice.

“Ah,” Cavendish said, rising and returning the handshake. “A pleasure. And very sorry to hear of your father’s passing. All of London is mourning him, it seems. And then, your brother too, lost to Gaia. You must be beside yourself.”

“Yes, quite,” Devlin muttered. “I’ve come to speak with your girl here, about my brother.”

Cavendish’s face fell, and he sat and looked with disappointment at Evelyn.

“I can’t imagine,” Cavendish began cautiously, “what you would want with her. Perhaps there’s been a mistake.”

“There’s been no mistake, Sir,” Devlin said as he reached into his vest pocket and extracted an envelope. “I received this only yesterday, and it is quite clear in its intent.”

All Evelyn’s attention was focused on the man and what he’d drawn from his pocket, her body motionless, her fair skin adding to the illusion of a girl made of alabaster. Was she even breathing?

Devlin unfolded the letter and read, “My dear brother,” he began. “I hope this letter finds you in good health and spirits…” Devlin looked up. “It goes on about unrelated family matters until this paragraph.” He looked down and cleared his throat. “I know it is an imposition, and for that I am truly sorry, brother. But if you would be so kind as to look in on one Evelyn Cavendish at the Shepard House from time to time, I would be forever in your debt. Yours truly, etc., etc.”

Devlin folded the letter, inserted it back into the envelope, and tucked it away.

Cavendish leaned back, breathed in, and guffawed.

“Sir?” Devlin nearly growled. “You find this amusing?”

“I beg your pardon, Lord Devlin,” Cavendish said, leaning forward and ducking his head contritely. “I don’t mean to cast aspersions on your house, especially at a time of loss. But . . . how much do you know of your brother’s dealings with Evelyn?”

Cavendish turned to the girl but quickly looked away. Her cheeks were flushed, her eyes wet, her jaw clenched, her demeanor entirely unsettled, and unsettling.

“I can only imagine the dealings a gentleman would have with a commoner’s slave,” Devlin said dismissively. “That’s what I’m here to ascertain.”

“Stand up, girl,” Cavendish commanded, and Evelyn pushed her chair back and, her eyes never drifting from the face of the Earl of Doral, she rose stiffly, offering the man a half smile.

“As you can see,” Cavendish said resignedly, “my girl is in the bloom of youth. And she is a clever lass. I’d put her up against three ladies and a hunting dog and she’d whip the lot of them. And there are times, there are times . . . I swear she doesn’t mean to do it . . . but sometimes a man in a weak moment might . . . might let her confuse him.”

Devlin looked the girl up and down. She seemed to cower under his ferocious gaze until he turned to Cavendish. “How do you use her?”

“She’s smart as lacquer, and she brings me comfort besides,” Cavendish said, the meaning of the euphemism clear to anyone of the upper classes. “And she’ll do the same for my associates. But I’m afraid her time with your brother was entirely an accident.”

Devlin cocked an eyebrow. “An accident? Did someone trip and fall…?”

Cavendish laughed again. “She went to the wrong apartment, wrong floor in fact, here at the club, roused your brother from a nap is the way she tells it, and had a go at him before she realized her error.” Cavendish paused and looked up at the earl. “Several goes at him, in fact.”

The earl looked at the girl again. “And from a few rounds with him, an entreaty came of it?” He looked at Cavendish with a withering gaze. “Is that what you would have me believe, my good man?”

Cavendish shrugged, but a hardness settled over his eyes.

“I do hope you’ll not call me a liar in my own club, your lordship,” he said. “But perhaps you can enlighten me on the story I should be telling?”

“I meant no offense,” Devlin allowed. “None, sir. It’s just a bit of a stretch at first glance, that a woman could have such an impact after one dalliance.” He looked at Evelyn again. “Even for one such as this.”

“You may sit, girl,” Cavendish said, and Evelyn returned to her seat and discreetly dabbed at her eyes, and he studied her for a moment before he returned his attention to the earl.

“I can only imagine the strain you’re under, Lord Devlin,” he said. “You’ve lost your father and your brother in a single month, and I’m sure managing all the attendant affairs is more than any mortal should have to suffer. And now my servant has intruded on things. She spent a half hour at a keep for her transgression with your brother, if that reassures you, and I’ll send her there again if you please. But I daresay I’m lost as to why you’re troubling yourself over her.”

“My brother is a rake, to be quite honest,” Devlin said in as gentle a tone as he’d used thus far. “And this is the first incidence, to my knowledge, of him taking any interest whatsoever in a girl, free or enslaved, once he’d conquered her, as it were.” He looked at Evelyn again. “I had to see for myself what might be behind such a surprising turn of events.”

Cavendish laughed again, this time with obvious relief.

“Well, here she is,” he said. “Not exactly what they call beautiful these days. But she does have a natural charm about her.”

“Quite,” Devlin whispered.

“Would you like . . .” Cavendish began haltingly. “I don’t mean to be forward, your lordship, but should you ever want a visit from–”

“I would,” Devlin said quickly. “Now.”

“Oh,” Cavendish said, looking startled. “You mean . . . do you have an apartment here? I know . . . I know Sean did. The third story, if I’m not mistaken.”

“I’ve got an apartment on Marylebone, just a few streets away” Devlin said without taking his eyes off the slave girl. He stepped back in an obvious invitation for the naked girl to leave with him.

Evelyn looked at Cavendish with her eyebrows raised. He nodded, and she rose and took a step toward the nobleman, the chains on her feet rattling quietly.

“On second thought,” Devlin said as he reached the door. “What would you charge me to borrow the girl for a few days?” He reached into his vest pocket and extracted his wallet.

Cavendish raised his hand and shook his head. “Before you open that,” he said, “might I inquire as to the connections you maintain with the government?”

“What part of the government?”

Cavendish looked down, smiled a little awkwardly. “The patent granting side of things,” he explained.

“I can make some inquiries,” Devlin said with a knowing grin. “In radio, I presume?”

“You know of my efforts, then,” Cavendish said flatly.

“I looked you up before I sought you out.”

“And all your attention has been paid to me by virtue of my girl alone?” Cavendish asked, perhaps hoping for a different answer.

Devlin smiled. “Well…that has been mentioned.”

“I guess I should be grateful for it, no matter how it arrived,” Cavendish said with a rueful nod toward his girl. “I’m seeking three patents. All in radio.”

“I care little about such things but I do understand the general nature of your interests. What would you need from me?”

“Could you put in a word for me at the ministry?” Cavendish said. “I’ve had a rough go of it so far. Turned away like a beggar with the clap on first round, said they hadn’t the foggiest what I was getting at. I can demonstrate it all, expand on things, but I can’t get them to return my blasted phone calls now.”

“I’m sure I can rattle some cages on your behalf.”

“Alright,” Cavendish said, frowning at Evelyn, his commitment to the bargain faltering. “How long did you say you wanted her?”

“Well, that depends,” Devlin said as he eyed the girl again. “You mentioned something about a keep?” When Cavendish’s eyebrows lifted slightly, Devlin added, “What are your rules in that regard?”

“I offered to send her back to one if it would assuage your worry where your brother is concerned,” Cavendish said. “But I think we’ve moved on from there.”

“Quite. I have my predilections…” Devlin said quietly.

“Are you asking me to put her through another round at one?” Cavendish said, face betraying puzzlement. “It’s not something I do lightly. And they do charge a bit.”

“No,” Devlin said. “I’m asking if I may inflict a bit of pain myself.”

“Can you be more specific?” Cavendish inquired.

Devlin hesitated. “I have a full complement of the necessary equipment in a soundproofed room.”

Cavendish’s bafflement continued. “To what end, your lordship?”

“If you’ll allow it, I will mark her. Nothing permanent, of course, but at least a week to heal. In exchange for more help than a few phone calls.”

“You’re talking about a regular beating? The standard practices they go by at the keeps?”

“Perhaps a bit more than the standard.”

“How long will this take?” Cavendish asked with resignation.

“Two days, tops.”

“Forty-eight hours, then.”

“I’ll send her back the day after tomorrow.”

Cavendish winced, as though already feeling the pain his slavegirl would be suffering.

“This is a good bit more than I give for the kind of help I ask for,” he said. “So might I be so forward as to ask for an accounting of your conversations on my behalf? By letter, or by phone, at least? Every other day or two, in between your other obligations?”

Devlin smiled. “I’ll have the Patent Office send over a patent for each day I keep her. You can tell me when you’ve been thoroughly compensated.”

Cavendish’s eyes went wide. “Then you have more power than, quite possibly, the prime minister himself,” he said, and he stood and offered his hand. “But I accept your terms”

“I’ll be in touch,” Devlin said as he shook Cavendish’s hand and ushered the girl out of the room.


Chapter 2: A Missionary Interview

Bethany Sandwich, days away from her eighteenth birthday and ready for an adventure, pulled open the door to the rectory and leaned inside. She was dressed in a conservative brown dress her mother had to approve of, all her clothes subject to the woman’s stern supervision while Bethany was a minor. Which was about to change.

“Is this the interview room?” she asked in the darkness before her eyes adjusted and she saw a figure behind a desk.

“Come in, child,” the figure said without moving. Then he waved and Bethany walked into the room and closed the door. “Are you…?” he asked as he looked at a book on the desk.

“I’m Bethany,” she said quickly, not wanting any opportunity to slip away due to her hesitation. “Bethany Sandwich. I was told to come here at 11.”

“Indeed,” the man said with a wave at the seat across from the desk. “Please.”

Bethany moved quickly to sit, perched herself on the edge of the seat so she would not appear overly relaxed (which she felt not at all), before she looked around and noticed with a start another individual standing off to one side, in the shadows.

“I’m not late, am I?” gazing at the silent figure before she turned her attention back to the older gentleman. She recognized him, had seen him in the pulpit more than once, and he’d spoken at one of the preliminary missionary meetings. Until now, her mother had insisted on accompanying her to every interview, of which there had been many. But for this one, the final one, she was specifically told to come alone, and she showed the letter to her mother, the only way the woman would allow such a thing.

“We’re down to the end of the selection process, Bethany,” the old man said without looking at her. “And I have a few questions in that regard.”

“Of course,” Bethany said while trying not to look at the silent stranger in the corner. He was much younger, maybe just a little older than she, and dashing in a reverent way.

“Are you aware of any reasons you would not be able to leave within the fortnight?”

“No, your excellency,” she whispered. “Will we be leaving that soon?”

“I’ll ask the questions, child,” the older man said firmly. “But yes, our plan is to leave before the end of the month.”

She raised her hand to her mouth. “Will you be coming with us, your excellency?”

“I’m not your excellency, my dear,” he said. “You may call me Mr. Ulrich. Beauregard Ulrich. And no, I will not be coming with you. Ezekiel here will be as close to an elder as you’ll have.” He turned and waved. “Show yourself, young man.”

A boy stepped forward. Tall, slender, with an expression almost Jesus-like in its serenity and wisdom, he cast an all-knowing gaze at the girl.

“Nice to meet you, Miss Sandwich,” he said quietly, almost stiffly.

Bethany tried mightily to hide her excitement, but the boy was beautiful. Breathtakingly so. More than she could have hoped for, and she had done exactly that, repeatedly, under cover of darkness and bedcovers, as well.

“Ensuring the absolute purity of each missionary is essential,” Mr. Ulrich said with a cough, drawing the girl’s attention back to him. “And that’s one of the things we need to establish this morning.”

“Yes, your excel… Sir.” Bethany nodded.

Ulrich leaned forward, laced his fingers together on the desk. “Would you say your walk with Jesus has been so far one of spotlessness?”

“Are you asking if I’m still a virgin?” Bethany blurted. She glanced at the young man. Could he not tell?

“Oh no, no, no,” Ulrich said, shaking his head rapidly and laughing nervously. “We have no reason to question that. But a child can do many a terrible thing without anyone else’s assistance.”

Or with, Bethany thought but kept to herself. Nonetheless, she was determined not to let the opportunity she’d been craving since she heard about it months ago slip away from her on mere technicalities.

“Our concern today is the purity of your thoughts themselves,” Ulrich said, his fingers squeezing themselves, knuckles white. “So, tell me, child . . . Bethany . . . what do you imagine when you think about relations . . . with the other sex?”

“Babies, your holiness,” she answered honestly. Not producing them, she kept to herself.

“Yes,” Ulrich agreed, wincing a bit under the weight of a formal title which perhaps he knew he didn’t deserve. “But tell me about the act itself. What do you think of that?”

“It is a sacred act, between a man and his wife,” Bethany deflected, using her mother’s favorite expression, with her emphasis on the word, ‘wife’.

“And you’re aware of the nature of this act?” the man persisted.

“Of the act of love? Of course,” Bethany glanced back and forth between the older man and the younger one. She could see the boy clearly now, her eyes fully adjusted to the dim light, which only enhanced his appearance. She would move heaven and earth to serve him no matter the circumstances or the consequences. Which emboldened her. “What do you want to know about it?”

“You’ve imagined, then, this act?” Ulrich asked.

“Many times, your lordship.”

Ulrich frowned, leaned back, folded his arms, obviously unhappy with the answer, and his mouth opened several times before he formed his next question.

“You’ve imagined this act being . . . being performed upon . . . yourself?”

“How could I possibly imagine that which I have never experienced?” Bethany deflected again, adding for good measure, “your worshipfulness?”

Ulrich frowned again, smiled awkwardly, put his elbows on his desk.

“Surely we can all imagine things that haven’t happened yet?” he said. “And it would be quite natural for you . . . a young girl . . . to be tempted . . .”

Bethany leaned forward. “Are you a virgin, Sir?”

Ulrich raised his fist to his mouth, coughed wide-eyed into it, regarded Bethany with shock.

“My word, girl!”

He turned to glance at Ezekiel, still standing impassively behind him, and he smiled, and the boy managed a half-smile in return before he brought his eyes back to the girl’s form.

“Let me get to the point,” Ulrich said, struggling to compose himself, looking down at the edge of his desk. “Do you ever touch yourself . . . in an impure way?”

“Never, sir,” Bethany said with quiet but undisguised authority. How would such a thing even be possible, she wondered without explaining it to the pompous ass who sat across from her. Her body was her temple, hers alone, to have and to cherish in any way she saw fit, a conclusion her mother’s tragic insecurities had pushed her to realize years ago. She loved masturbating, would never stop, never, even after she married and had a house full of babies and perhaps a lover or two, who knows? She loved the idea of sex and would never be deterred from enjoying herself one way or another.

Certainly not by this man.

“Never,” she reiterated with complete honesty. Everything she did with herself was entirely pure.

Ulrich smiled, looking relieved, even perhaps comfortable for the first time since she’d arrived, and he looked back at Ezekiel and smiled and nodded before he looked again at the girl.

“You will be an outstanding witness in Africa,” he said, smiling broadly.

“I agree,” Bethany said, her own smile tight.


Chapter 3: Evelyn in the Dungeon

Evelyn cast her eyes about her, breathed in, exhaled sharply under a wealth of emotions and a cloud of sensations.

At present, she was upright, fettered hand and foot, her naked backside against the cold stone of what seemed to be a very old place of torture, her toes barely supporting her weight, pressed against the ancient brick beneath her until her calves gave out and she was forced to dangle by her aching arms.

This was the second stop of her ordeal at Doral Manor. She had already served the master of the estate once, stretched out and tied to a grand bed while he took his pleasure between her legs.

All ordinary enough, except for where it was done, the bed of the earl’s younger brother–Sean Devlin–the sheets still rich with a scent she thought she’d never inhale again, in a room that was his, the place where he’d dwelt for years, his essence here both spiritual and physical: cherry paneling, a high ceiling, two great windows through which the sun burst in, and every inch of it imbued with his presence.

But now she was manacled hand and foot in a new place, brought straight from Sean’s bedroom to what was either an ancient dungeon or a new space designed to look like the real thing. Two torches set into the corners produced a faint, acrid smoke as they burned, and Evelyn squinted in the darkness, trying in vain to guess what was in store for her. The row of whips, floggers and canes hanging from hooks to her right suggested a use she was familiar with, but the rest of the equipment here was obscured, both by darkness and her limited knowledge of the tools people have used on each other in such places through the centuries.

“What’s your name, luv?” a voice floated in from the near darkness of the large, torchlit room.

Evelyn started, searching for the source of the voice, soft and English. It had come from her left, and she was able to make out a form there, female, young.

“Oh!” Evelyn exclaimed. “I hadn’t . . . I ‘adn’t seen you there, beggin’ your pardon. So you and me find ourselves in the same fix, don’t we? And me name’s Evelyn, if you care to remember it.”

“I’m Missy, by the by,” the voice said. “New to the Earl’s collection, are ye?” She snorted. “He’s been on a tear since his father passed on. I’ve seen three new faces just this week alone, and I don’t think we’ve had an Evelyn before you, luv.” She leaned forward to look at the place where Evelyn was attached.

“I’m just here for the nonce,” Evelyn said. “But a pleasure to meet you all the same.”

“Borrowed, then?” She whistled.

“Aye, me master’s seeking a favor,” Evelyn said, “I’m the gift what greases the skids, if you will.”

“That’ll go worse for you, I’m afraid,” Missy said. “‘Time is of the essence’ is one of the bastard’s favorite expressions.”

“‘e promised me master my marks wouldn’t last more ‘n a week,” Evelyn said hopefully.

“Well, unless your master is a duke or a marquess, promises matter little, I hate to tell you.”

“What d’you expect ‘e’ll be doing with me?”

“Can you see my girls from that angle, luv?” Missy said as she leaned forward slightly. “He can’t seem to abide unmarked titties, so I’m sure you’ll feel the lash soon enough.” She looked forward and sighed. “Other than that, you might be taken for a full circuit if he’s only got a few days.” She nodded at one contraption that looked like nothing Evelyn had ever seen before.

“A full circuit?” Evelyn squeaked, her desperate attempts at composure fading. Don’t show fear, don’t react to pain, she’d learned long ago. Certain men responded viciously to both, and things would go worse with them if they sensed weakness. It was just Missy here in the darkness with her, but Evelyn observed the rule no matter the audience.

“Aye, six stations in all, each worse than the other in its own way. He’ll batter your chest to get you screaming, which he loves above all else, then he’ll put you on the Spanish Pony for a few hours to get you moanin’.” She laughed without mirth. “Likely fuck you if he hasn’t already once your cunt’s been properly tenderized.”

“Aye, ‘e’s paid one visit so far to my pleasure room,” Evelyn said, struggling to sound nonchalant. “I’m sure he uses you the same?”

“The only way he knows how, luv,” Missy said sadly. “Never had no wife, far as I can tell.”

“‘ow long you been down here?”

“A few days, is all,” she said without emotion. “He doesn’t leave us here long, if that’s what you’re asking.”

“Abidin’ ‘gainst the wall all this time, dear?”

“Mostly, but the rack is another tried and true favorite of his.” She nodded at a strange-looking contraption in the center of the room.

“The rack?” Evelyn echoed, well aware of the device’s charms, but only from a historical perspective, also well aware of what it could do if used to its full potential. “How bad does he yank one on it?”

“Not too bad, but all night, mostly, so no sleep.” She looked at her and smiled. “No permanent damage, mostly.” She nodded at the far wall. “Now, that station…”

Evelyn, eyes adjusting to the darkness, followed Missy’s gaze, saw the shadows of a large chair–almost a throne, really, its malevolence hidden. She turned her attention back to the girl.

Missy was blonde, pretty but disheveled from days of hard use, her ribs rising and falling as she breathed. The girl was fashionably thin, her small breasts bearing signs of torment, healing from what Evelyn guessed was a single but severe slash from a tail whip.

“A chair?” Evelyn said. “What’s it do?”

“A spiked chair,” Missy said with an ominous tone. “With all kinds of added torments, depending on his mood and your disposability.”

“‘e kills his slaves?” Evelyn asked with growing alarm.

“Hard to say, but some girls do disappear. Maybe sold, maybe not.”

“I’m to go back to me master in one piece, I believe,” Evelyn said, hoping for agreement. “The bargain wasn’t to turn me back in with some of me parts gone.”

“No, I’m sure that’s the original plan, but in the heat of the moment, plans change.” She looked at Evelyn. “Any idea what you’re worth at auction, luv?”

“Not much, I’m afraid,” Evelyn confessed. “Got more flesh ‘n I need on both sides, and me master keeps me for things no other gent would see any value in.”

“I wasn’t going to say anything but that’s not working in your favor. His lordship’s estate is over 50,000 acres, which makes him one of the richest men outside the royals. If he accidentally kills you, he’ll compensate your owner without it putting any strain on his finances, or so he’s told other visitors from time to time. Might be all bluster, but…”

“Maybe ‘e’ll forget me ‘ere,” Evelyn said hopefully. “Losin’ his father and brother at the same time ‘n all.”

Missy laughed. “Oh, you’re far too pretty to be forgotten, luv. And he never liked his father or his brother, to hear him talk. I doubt they’ll be missed, either one.”

“You ‘eared him speak of Se . . . o’ the younger one, then?”

“Now and then,” Missy admitted. “Mostly to complain, but his lordship loves to bemoan his sorry lot in life,” She laughed bitterly. “As if…”

“Did you know ‘im?”

“The younger? Oh, yes. A perfect gentleman, even with the likes of us.” She leaned forward and caught Evelyn’s eye. “The wrong man went off and killed himself, you ask me.”

“He didn’t kill hisself,” Evelyn blurted, all pretense gone, and she made fists and her chains rattled against the wall as she pushed herself up with her toes.

“Well, you know what I mean,” Missy spat. “The wrong brother died.” She softened and looked at Evelyn. “The last time I was with him before he left, he seemed very distracted. Some girl he was leaving behind or some such thing.”

“Oh,” Evelyn said, voice breaking. “‘e . . . ‘e spoke of the lass?”

“Aye, he did. An act of God, he called his good luck with her. And far as I know, he wasn’t a religious man.”

“Act of God,” Evelyn echoed, desperate for more, the dungeon gone, her chains and the cold wall behind her vanished like mist while her mind returned to those golden moments with Sean Devlin.

“Girl came to the wrong room, he said, and–”

The large wooden door to the dungeon swung open and the earl strode into it with a bullwhip in hand. Without a word, he flicked his wrist, the crack of the whip overwhelming in the small, granite-walled space.

“Evelyn,” Lord Devlin growled as he gathered the whip.

“Yes, Gov’nor, and it is a pleasure to see you again, Sir.”

“It seems from the letter my brother left for me that you had an outsized impact on him in a single afternoon.” He pulled the letter out of his coat pocket and ruffled it open, inspecting it beneath the light of a torch. “Says that he wants to know how to emancipate a slave he doesn’t own.”

In her first attempt to speak, Evelyn’s voice caught in her throat. She tried again, with a weak smile, her heart thumping in her chest, her voice whisper thin when it finally emerged.

“Now, you didn’t share that passage with me master ‘n me at the club.”

“Speak up, girl.”

“I wouldn’t know anything about all that, yer eminence,” Evelyn said, forcing the words out. “I brook no quarter wi’ solicitors ‘n all that. But me ‘n Missy been gettin’ along famously, if it please you.”

“Why would that please me?”

“Oh, I don’t know, Sir,” Evelyn said, voice shaking. “We’re a regular pair is all. And I do ‘ope you’ll treat us both–”

Without warning, Devlin flicked the whip at Evelyn’s left breast, landing it with practiced precision across her left nipple.

“Ooh, the saints and the prophets!” Evelyn cried. If the man wanted a demonstration, a demonstration he would get.

Another flick creased the poor slave girl’s right nipple.

“Ahh, now both me girls be under the weather!” Evelyn shouted, looking down with dismay. “Please, Sir, I beg–”

“Tell the truth, then,” he said with menace. “What did you do with Sean that day?”

“I splayed me legs and no more!” Evelyn protested. “Same as I just did wi’ you!”

“These legs?” He flicked the whip at her cleft and caught it flush before she could flinch.

“AHHHH!” Evelyn screamed, her acting done, her voice raw and primal.

Six more lashes rang out, one on each of her tender parts in rotation, twice around. The girl blubbered uncontrollably, dropped her chin to her chest, panting and gasping.

“Don’t make me get the capsaicin, girl,” Devlin growled. “You’ll howl for hours.”

Evelyn raised her eyes to the man, stared directly into his.

“Lord Devlin,” she said calmly.

“Yes?”

“Your brother is a fool . . . was a fool.”

“You’ll get no disagreement from me,” Devlin agreed with his customary swagger. But now that Evelyn had dropped all pretense, was speaking to the man as a girl with all the schooling available to a female slave, his demeanor had changed, and he listened with interest, and perhaps a small shred of respect as well.

“He made use of me three times,” Evelyn said. “Somehow during the proceedings, he got ideas in his head. I refuse to take the blame for them. And that’s all you’ll get from me, no matter what else you do. Now . . . you promised my master I’d be whole in a week. I ask with all the respect you are due that you honor your pledge.”

Devlin smirked. “Honor? Between a lord and a commoner? Much less a slave girl?” He laughed. “Surely you jest, my dear.”

“Even the queen must keep her word,” Evelyn said, “or suffer the discontent of her subjects.”

“I’ll make sure she stays well away from this keep, then,” he said as he flicked his wrist again. “And we’ll keep what happens here to ourselves, eh?”

“Corpses tend to tell their own stories,” Evelyn said. “And at your current pace, I’m afraid you might finish me by nightfall.”

Devlin turned to Missy, ignored until now. “She has no idea, has she, my dear Missy?”

“No sir,” the girl whispered.

“I will have you then,” Devlin said as he unbuttoned his tunic. “One after the other, then I’ll watch while you pleasure each other.” He drew forth a key, released Evelyn from her chains and led her to a bed hidden in the dimness of the far end of the room, and he motioned for her to position herself on all fours as he went to release Missy.

Evelyn, eyes wetting themselves with relief and, if she were honest with herself, a renewed sense of profound sense of loss for this man's younger brother, took up the prescribed position and turned her mind toward the pleasure to come. The pain of the lash was already fading and she suspected the man’s threats were more bark than bite. And the earl’s penis was not so different from his brother’s.


Chapter 4: A Mission Gone Awry

“O Heavenly Father,” Ezekiel Marbletower began, his head down, his eyes closed, his voice at its most resonant. “We embarked from our homes in England to honor you, to serve you, to bring your good news to the lost people of Africa.”

Zeke paused, looked quickly at the nine fellow missionaries who had formed a circle with him on the open-air top deck of the HMS Trident.

“But it seems you have made other plans for us,” he continued with a self-effacing chuckle. “By your hand alone has the engine of this great ship been stilled. And now we are adrift, the currents that always serve your will alone taking us westward, toward Mondoba. And now it’s been 10 days since we last saw land, and our stores of food and water are running low. And even though the crew and the other passengers, who do not know your wisdom and benevolence, have despaired, we know you still have a plan for us, and we ask only that you keep us ready to serve as that plan unfolds.”

Zeke grimaced, looked up again, allowed himself a brief moment of self-satisfaction, because his prayer was not only good, but well-delivered. He had known since his twelfth birthday he was destined for religious leadership, perhaps even the ministry, and if he survived this tribulation, to the ministry he would go, where he would deliver many more such invocations.

None of them so grim, however, as this one, probably, for he and his brothers and sisters might very well be about to die. No matter one’s faith, no matter one’s religious fervency, sometimes one’s time was due, and all of them–the five devout sisters and the four devout brothers journeying on this mission with him–might perish of thirst on this ocean, or hunger, or something worse. Already, the pangs of an empty belly stung, and what little fresh water they had was rationed out daily, and was never enough. Perhaps God might at least send a storm to rain down liquid sustenance, but not the fierce sort of storm that had pushed many ships into oblivion, most recently the Marigold and its nobleman–a duke or earl or lord of some sort, or someone second in line at least, Ezekiel didn’t remember precisely. But the papers were abuzz for a day or two last month with reports of a final broadcast from the boat before it sunk. So no, not that sort of storm, but just a little God-given rain. In his infinite wisdom, however, God had been keeping his rain to himself.

Of all the people in the known world, in Europe or Africa or Asia or Australia, it was the Brewerites alone who knew what truly lay across the Atlantic Ocean, because their prophet had been there, and had survived the trip and come back to share a profound new revelation.

Josiah Brewer called it Mondoba, not Gaia, because Jesus had called it Mondoba, and Brewer had gone there–in 1894, more than a century before–and had written down everything he saw and heard in his blessed scripture: the Book of Mondoba.

Mondoba was a single, vast island, almost as big as England, and it was populated by the living monsters whose giant bones were often dug up in Europe and Asia, incomprehensible, ancient beasts who had all died out in Europe and the rest of the known world but persisted in Mondoba.

There were no humans in Mondoba, Josiah Brewer had learned. Instead, there were Bumpkins, the evil, apelike men who existed only as ancient skeletons in the known world, but still haunted Mondoba in living form, they with their heavy jaws, the monstrous bone ridges over their eyes, and the thick leg and arm bones that spoke of a frightful strength.

God, quite reasonably, was not happy with the Bumpkings. He wanted them gone, and he had sent the angelic Chumbites to conquer them, and slowly but inexorably, their faith and virtue was overcoming the inferior race.

When the Chumbites were at last victorious, they would set sail for Europe, returning with Jesus and bringing a new era of peace, prosperity and godliness to all the world.

But where was Mondoba? The prophet Josiah Brewer was not precise about that, and urged his followers not to try to find it. But once one’s boat engine had been stilled on the wide open seas, Ezekiel thought privately, perhaps one might hope to reach it, at least by God’s hand.

But one’s prayers would have to be very strong.

“In Jesus’ name,” Ezekiel concluded, and he opened his eyes and looked around the circle.

They’d been praying by the door into the craft’s main dining room, beneath a blue sky, hugging the wall for protection against the unrelenting morning sun. Nothing could be done about the blazing blue sea, however, pouring its light on them from below, its infinite horizons and undrinkable saltiness twin mockeries.

Slowly, Zeke’s fellow missionaries opened their eyes, peering back at him with a mix of emotions–fear, deep worry, an admirable, abiding faith–and something harder to read among the girls, a shame, a wariness, that reminded Ezekiel of things that had happened but a few weeks ago, of probing interviews in a darkened rectory, but that now felt like events from another century.

Still, he couldn’t forget it, couldn’t clear his mind of the things that had been said, the gestures and the raised eyebrows and the embarrassed shrugs and the way a girl’s breasts rise and bounce when she raises her shoulders.

The ideas had landed all in one piece his mind, tormenting him, the persistent dream arising whether or not he was awake or asleep, imaginings so vivid his body knew only one way to react, his–

“A ship!” Sarah Morse exclaimed, ending Ezekiel’s reverie, and he looked into her ecstatic face, followed her eyes, and saw that she spoke the truth, for there on the horizon was a great shining craft, just a glint for now but clearly vast, almost impossibly so, and aimed at them.

“Thank you, God!” Sarah exclaimed, and she stood and rushed to the railing and pressed her belly against it, and the rest of the missionaries joined her, each thanking the deity in their own way, 10 pairs of eyes focused on the blip that became a dot, and then a shape, and then a mighty craft, and their presumed rescue.

Ezekiel heard shouts from the gallery on the lower deck. Everyone on board was watching the craft approach, he knew. But not with the same elation.

“It’s a warship!” someone shouted.

“Heaven help us, we’ll be sunk for sure!” a woman mourned.

Fools, Ezekiel thought, gazing at the magnificent silver prow, carving the ocean as it sped toward them, the craft at least twice as tall as their own massive boat. These are Chumbites, he said to himself, God’s own angelic beings, who even now must be about to prevail over the Bumpkins. It’s been nearly a century and a half, after all, since Josiah Brewer had visited Mondoba and witnessed the war firsthand.

Indeed, Ezekiel thought with a start, perhaps this wasn’t a rescue ship. Perhaps it was the vanguard of the great Chumbite fleet, at last making its way to England to bring about the Great Restoration.

Perhaps, Ezekiel thought to himself, his excitement growing . . . perhaps Jesus himself was on this very boat.

They would be rescued, of that he was certain. They would be brought aboard this strange craft, powered by something other than coal and steam, moving forward over the waves as though pushed by the hand of God.

And then, perhaps they would be allowed to stay on it while it headed to England.

Ezekiel and his fellow missionaries, who moments ago seemed to be destined to die on the open sea, would return to their homeland as heroes, bringing perpetual joy to the world, arm in arm with the angelic Chumbites.

Brewer had written in great detail of the Chumbites, of their handsome men and their beautiful, flaxen-haired women. Would a Chumbite girl marry an English boy? A boy of sufficient faith, at least? Would she have sex, bear him children? Such offspring would be blessed, half human and half angel, the first of a great new race, someday to be numberless as the–

“Ahhh!” one of the girls beside him exclaimed.

The ship was slowing, drawing nearer, and Ezekiel realized that the black shapes that dotted the upper deck were living beings, lined up against the railing, a few paces apart from each other, each monitoring the smaller ship below.

They were Chumbites, certainly (the crude Bumpkins could never launch such a craft!), but they appeared to be wearing armor of some kind, shiny black helmets, reflective face shields, and bulky black clothing. Either they were of unusual stature, or they had on more armor underneath their sweaters.

But why? If they’d defeated the Bumpkins, helmets and armor were no longer necessary. Maybe they suspected that the Trident was a Bumpkin trap?

Ezekiel could hear the rumble now, of an engine of unknown make moving and turning the huge craft. White bubbles beneath the stern suggested something mighty there, pushing backward. An ordinary propeller?

The missionary’s mind was racing, darting from points of faith to his own imaginary, historic role in that faith, to what sex with a Chumbite girl would be like to the details of what bobbed before him on the sea, details that didn’t exactly comport with his expectations.

Have faith, Ezekiel urged himself. As Josiah Brewer had written, the Chumbites spoke English, and had a perfect understanding of all his questions. Once these men in black had determined that there were no threats on this boat, and had taken off their helmets, he would speak to them, introduce himself as leader of the delegation, and all would be known.

The great ship had drawn to within 50 yards of the Trident, the distance between the two ships closing, the Chumbite vessel maneuvering expertly.

Yes, Ezekiel thought hopefully, they would be brought up broadside-to-broadside, the great craft designed for this, he noticed, its hull lined with dozens of barrels dangling from ropes.

A half dozen doors had been set into the hull, and these began to open, more of the armored Chumbite sailors appearing, two per door, each pointing something toward the Trident, its upper and lower decks. Were they guns? Well, what else could they be? Ezekiel asked himself, noting that at least one of the weapons seemed to be pointed directly at him.

Never fear, my Chumbite brothers, he said silently, with all the reverence of a prayer to God. We are not Bumpkins. We, at least the nine around me, are followers of the great prophet Josiah Brewer, whose visit to Mondobo was celebrated by all of you, for so it is written. Surely his visit, long ago as it was, is still remembered?

Ezekiel, with all the faith he possessed, gazed raptly as the Chumbite ship bumped up against the Trident, the barrels between the hulls squeezing and flexing with groans and squeaks, the sleek silver side of the angelic vessel almost close enough to touch.

“Airrrmaugh!” cried a voice from just above Ezekiel’s head, and he looked up to see the bootsoles of a man descending slowly, as though on invisible wings. No, not wings. Posts had been extended from the top of each open door, and the man and his comrades were lowering themselves down to the Trident on heavy cables.

“Airrrmaugh!” the man shouted again, a cry echoed by the other sailors. It sounded distinctly like a language other than English, with a meaning distinctly different from “Hi there!” or “We’re here to save you!” or “We’re on our way to England, as was foretold by the prophet!”

No, the shout sounded more like “Get out of our way, fool!” and Ezekiel stepped back, joining the rest of the missionaries at the deck’s center, watching with growing alarm what seemed to be less a rescue and more the arrival of a very advanced, well-organized team of pirates.

And yet, Ezekiel’s faith persisted. He edged toward the front of his little group, smiling at the reflective face shields as he prepared his greeting.

Two of the sailors, standing a good 10 feet away, pointed their firearms at the missionaries, while the rest of their number–which had grown to more than a dozen now, the sailors dropping one by one onto the deck–carried out what seemed to be pre-ordained missions. Some worked with comrades still on their own ship to fasten great chains to the anchor stanchions fore and aft, while others headed through the door and into the empty dining room, weapons drawn, and from there down the steps to the lower deck.

Ezekiel heard shouts from below, the armed men barking incomprehensible commands, a woman or two shouting in fright, but fortunately there were no gunshots. Any member of the crew foolish enough to challenge the sailors would no doubt experience whatever unpleasantries emerged from the ends of those weapons.

Ezekiel drew in his breath and screwed up his courage. It was time to act, to reassure these armed men that they had nothing to fear, that here were 10 followers of Josiah Brewer, that they were among friends.

“Hello,” Ezekiel said, taking a tentative half step toward the two men guarding them. “We are from England, and we bring greetings to the Chumbites of Mondobo.”

The men, faces invisible behind reflective shields, did not drop their weapons, pull off their helmets, throw their arms wide. In fact, they didn’t even flinch, weapons remaining leveled at the bellies of the missionaries.

“Greetings, Chumbites of Mondobo!” Ezekiel shouted.

“Mondobo,” echoed one of the men, his voice deep and strong, and the other one laughed and did the same, playing with the word: “Mondobo. Dobobodobo. Mondo-ba-ba-ba.”

Both of the men were laughing now, apparently at Ezekiel’s expense, but the laughter ceased when a voice emanated from one of the men’s shoulders, and he listened, spoke back to it. A two-way radio, Ezekiel thought. But none of the words were English.

A commotion in the dining room caught Ezekiel’s attention, and he turned to see the Chumbite sailors escorting the rest of the passengers and the crew–two dozen people in all–up the stairs from the lower deck to the space here.

The captain looked pale, and some of the women were crying as everyone was herded into a bunch with the missionaries, the men in black surrounding them, guns at the ready.

There was no reason to be afraid, Ezekiel longed to tell the other passengers and crew. As anyone would know who had read the Book of Mondoba, these were noble beings, angelic creatures sent by God. That they didn’t seem to speak English was a surprise, a minor inconvenience that would be remedied once they were on the ship. Surely there would be English speakers there. Even Jesus, who knows all tongues, might be aboard.

Just as Ezekiel pondered the question of how they’d be brought onto the other ship, he heard a clank, and he turned just in time to see something shiny bouncing off the rail and falling back toward the ocean. Another clank, on the opposite side of the ship, and one of the weeping women shouted with a new terror, for this was a grappling hook on a rope, and one of the hooks found purchase on the rail, and then a second, and then many more, some clanging and missing, but enough hooking on that soon there were at least 20 of them fastened to the ship, and the ropes went taut and the hooks twisted against the rail and, soon, the first horrible black faces appeared, white eyes and white-toothed smiles only making the spectacle more terrifying.

Ezekiel looked without taking a breath, mind racing as he tried to square the scene before him with the theology and history he’d been raised with all his life.

Only their faces had been painted black. The rest of their bodies were golden brown. All wore black linen skirts, but some, obviously women, were in bras as well, while the men came bare-chested. Each bore an elaborate spear, strung over their shoulders, and once they’d planted both feet on the bobbing deck, they unlooped them and pointed them menacingly at the Trident’s passengers and crew, drawing closer as the men in black stepped back.

All of these spear people were black-haired, Ezekiel noted, not a blonde man or woman among them, no one matching Josiah Brewer’s description of the fair-haired, fair-skinned and beautiful Chumbites.

Bumpkins, Ezekiel suspected for the first time, his heart skipping a beat. Somehow, the evil race had built themselves a beautiful ship and captured a boatload of Europeans.

Fool, he urged himself. Say no more to these creatures! If they find out we’re aligned with the Chumbites, they’ll kill us all!

One of the new, black-faced people was speaking, a man who had taken his place at the front of the ship and turned to address everyone, his words as incomprehensible as all the rest. But his tone was that of invocation, or recitation, the words delivered in a calm, poetic monotone, and when he paused, the others with their spears and their black faces uttered a word or two back.

Ezekiel searched the faces around him, looking for the heavy brows and red eyes and pointed ears of Josiah Brewer’s monster race. But instead, he found, beneath the caked black paint, faces that were certainly foreign, but quite human. Some were smiling. One was humming an unidentifiable tune. Two males, standing so close together their shoulders touched, nudged each other and laughed quietly. One of them was wearing spectacles, he noticed with a start. Spectacles? For what purpose? Reading? What Bumpkin ever learned to read? Finally, he allowed his gaze to wander to the body of the nearest female, standing in profile to him, gripping her spear absently, her hair thick and remarkably lustrous, her thinly-covered breasts full and youthful, her bottom high beneath her skirt, and her golden thighs muscular, and perfectly tapered. And her face, behind the mud plastered across it–was it not . . . beautiful?

The girl seemed to sense Ezekiel staring at her, and she turned to look at him, and when their eyes met, she shook her spear and growled without menace. “Grrrrr,” she said, eyes angry but mouth in a smile before she turned her attention back to the black-faced man leading whatever this was, ritual or ceremony or church service.

“Grrrrr?” Did she mean it as a joke? A boy near her laughed, and she laughed back. What was this, what was happening? The ceremony continued, the leader’s voice growing louder and more urgent, nearing the crescendo of his delivery before he paused, dramatically and, with all eyes upon him, shouted:

“Christoforo Colon!”

“Christoforo Colon!” all his black-faced congregants cried back, turning and pointing their spears at their captives.

“Christoforo Colon!” he shouted again.

“Christoforo Colon!” they all replied.

“Christoforo Colon!”

“Christoforo Colon!”

Christoforo Colon. The words were vaguely familiar, and Ezekiel searched his memory for the meaning.

“The first to be lost,” a crewmember muttered under his breath.

Of course. Ezekiel had learned of the doomed explorer in grade school, the Italian who left Spain with three ships, never to be heard from again. Many more would follow in the next few centuries, at least 15 more ships, from England, Portugal, Marrakesh, Holland, none coming back, the enterprise written off as hopeless. When, in 1894, Josiah Brewer claimed to have been across the ocean and back, with Jesus no less, he was written off as a crank. But Ezekiel and a million other Brewerites in England, the rest of Europe, and in small but devout pockets in Asia and Africa, knew it must be true.

Like countless religious adherents before him, struggling to conform a lifetime of faith with contradictory facts, Ezekiel’s mind worked to make sense of the indisputable truth before him.

Nowhere in the Book of Mondobo was there any mention of another land, or any other race besides the Chumbites and Bumpkins. Had the Bumpkins, prevailed, and then advanced? Were there other islands not mentioned in Brewer’s scripture? Had some new race arisen in the last 130 years?

Maybe it was time to update the faith.

Maybe Brewerism needed a new prophet.

The shouting of the ancient explorer’s name seemed to be the end of the ceremony, the leader speaking a few conclusory words before the spear-wielding people turned their attention to the more than 30 captives pressed together in the middle of the deck.

They seemed to be looking for something, or someone, the white eyes in the black faces scanning the passengers and crew before they settled on Bethany Sandwich, and one of the males grabbed her by her wrist, drew her to the front of the deck, and three more surrounded her.

“Bix’ameia,” said a female, gesturing at her own body and then at the buttons of Bethan’s blouse to make her meaning clear.

Ezekiel understood with a shamefully fascinated horror what was being asked of his sister in faith: Strip.


Chapter 5: The Rescue of Bethany

“O Heavenly Father,” Ezekiel Marbletower began as Bethany Sandwich braced herself for another round of prayer. “We embarked from our homes in England to honor you, to serve you, to bring your good news to the lost people of Africa.”

It was all Bethany could do not to roll her eyes. Much as she loved the boy, he could be a bit sanctimonious at times.

“But it seems you have made other plans for us. By your hand alone…”

Bethany’s mind wandered to her stomach, which was gnawing at her unmercifully, and just below, where her womanhood ached for the boy droning on and on about whatever.

“And now it’s been 10 days since we last saw land, and our stores of food and water are running low…”

Why does he keep bringing that up, she wondered. If God was listening, wouldn’t he have done something to relieve their torment by now?

“And even though the crew and the other passengers, who do not know your wisdom…”

Bethany watched the boy closely, his eyes closed and head bowed, the only part of the prayer circle she fully enjoyed. She imagined his beautiful face buried in the crook of her neck, his lips almost burning her skin with the passion she knew he must feel for her–for how could the unquenched desire she felt be unrequited? Surely a just God would never allow something like that to happen.

Zeke grimaced, looked up again.

“In Jesus’ name,” he concluded.

“Amen,” Bethany said with a catch in her voice, and she looked sadly around the circle at her fellow pilgrims, her body hungry for various things, when a cry from Sarah Morse startled her.

“A ship!”

Bethany followed Sarah’s eyes to the horizon, quickly spotted the bright thing there, a shiny craft of impossible size, clearly headed their way.

She rose, stood against the railing with her fellow missionaries, watching as the ship bore down on them, her mind going from place to place–relief, fear, excitement. Could the old stories be true? Were these the Chumbites?

She barely moved, barely breathed as the great craft moved abreast of the defunct smaller one, as helmeted men clad all in black descended on thick ropes, trained guns on them, rounded up the people on the lower deck. But when the black-faced, spear-wielding savages in skirts and–for the females, bras–grappled their way onto the deck, Bethany’s responses crystalized into a deep, unfamiliar arousal.

Anything could happen now.

Anything.

She sensed something profoundly foreign, dangerous . . . and welcome: the overturning of convention, the stifling of normalcy, the end of the rules she’d grown up with.

No, they weren’t savages, simply made up to look like them for some reason. Some of them were giggling as they formed an armed cordon around the passengers and crew. One of them was wearing glasses. What savage ever wore spectacles?

After they’d been herded and surrounded, one of the black faces conducted a little ceremony of some kind, and the rest of them did their parts, shouting things back at him in unison, and when it was over, they turned their attention back to their captives while the men in black hovered against the deck’s rails.

The rules were obvious to Bethany: cooperate with the spear people, or the gun people would step in.

The spear people were looking for something, and she stared back into their searching eyes, and found them all strangely beautiful behind the black paste they’d caked themselves with. One of the boys seemed to have a special interest in her, and he raised his eyebrows as though in question, and she responded in the same universal language, smiling and nodding and offering her hand, and he took it and drew her forth, to the front of the ship, and one of the black-faced girls stepped before her and, with a few deft gestures, made clear her meaning.

Undress

Bethany’s heart was pounding, but with something other than fear or shame, as she began working slowly at the buttons of her blouse, starting at the top, making her way down to the bottom of the garment, sliding it down her arms, exposing her pale flesh and her white bra.

Keep going, the would-be girl savage urged with her hands, and soon Bethany was completely naked, and she felt the eyes of her fellow missionaries studying her just as surely as she felt the sun bearing down on her, warming places that had never been witnessed by natural daylight.

Lie down, the girl told her with a motion of her hands, and Bethany obeyed, sighing with a not entirely unwelcome discomfort as the hot deck burned her breasts, her belly, her female mound where it wasn’t protected by a thick triangle of blonde pubic hair.

Her hands were brought behind her back and bound. Someone tied her ankles together. Her wrists and ankles were fastened together, and she was lifted up, hogtied and helpless, and carried to the edge of the boat.

Briefly, her arousal was replaced by terror, for she thought they might be about to toss her into the sea. But no, her descent to the water was slow, her bound limbs suspended by a rope played out by the pretend savages above, and below was waiting a fleet of tiny boats, little more than fishing skiffs, each helmed by a single pretend savage, and one paddled to take its place directly beneath her, and she was deposited at the front of the dinghy, and after some awkward twisting on the bobbing craft, she was able to rise to her knees, facing the man in the stern–her captain, navigator, and steward–and she smiled, and he smiled back with his white teeth in his black face as he eased the craft away from the Trident, and she looked up to see more naked, bound bodies being lowered from the edge of the steamship, and she thought one of them might be Ezekiel but she wasn’t sure, never having seen the boy–or anyone else, for that matter–naked.

One by one, Bethany going first, all the crew and passengers of the Trident were conveyed over the gently heaving seas to the stern of the great ship, where a door had been opened just above sea level and each was hoisted in, carried down a long hallway and placed, still bound, in a twisted hallway of prison cells, of steel floors and iron bars.

Their captors seemed to have a strong sense of categorization, at least where the missionaries were concerned. Maybe it was their age, or their obvious naivete, or the fact they’d all been huddled together on the top deck that set them apart. But whatever the reason, the 10 Brewerites found themselves together in the same cage, 10 hogtied bodies and 10 minds lost in their own thoughts. But, awkward as it all was, it was only worse when they were freed, the girls rubbing their wrists and easing toward one side of the cell, the boys sidling to the other, 10 innocents doing a poor job of not looking at each other, five of those innocents displaying uniformly non-innocent, and very pronounced, erections.

But the girls were also non-innocent, just less obviously so, hardened nipples and a dampness between vaginal lips. For Bethany, at least, this was the case. She’d wanted adventure. And adventure she’d been given, of the most interesting sort.

Their pen was almost featureless, lit only by the sunshine pouring in through two round portholes, with a single toilet behind a breast-high wall, but no door to conceal their unfortunate necessities. No one wanted to be first to use the toilet, and maybe none ever would, all of them modestly straining to hold their biologies in check.

On the other side of the bars of their cell, a narrow hallway led to other pens, and Bethany could hear but not see the unfortunates held there–fellow passengers and crew, all as naked as she–speaking despairingly with each other, or meekly protesting their conditions to captors who seemed disinclined to say anything back, even if they understood English.

If her mother could see her now, she thought. She’d always found the woman annoyingly pious, and the girl couldn’t help but imagine what her mother would think about her only daughter’s present circumstances. But Mum had brought this about herself, with her constant references to the good work of the missionaries, about bringing the good news of Jesus and Josiah Brewer to the heathens in distant lands, about how the girl must do her part.

“Are you as scared as I am?” Sarah Morse whispered to Bethany as the two sat with their backs against the cold steel wall. Sarah Morse, a petite redhead, looked only at her knees as she spoke, while Bethany glanced up occasionally at the naked boys standing stoically–but mostly quite erectly–at the other end of the cell.

“I guess I’m not,” Bethany said calmly. “I was more worried that we would all starve to death before they appeared.”

“But what will they do with us?” Sarah asked as she nodded toward a guard passing their holding pen. “And where will they take us? Will we ever see our homes and families again?”

“Why would they hurt us if they haven’t already?” Bethany asked, even as she wondered how she could remain so placid in the face of so much uncertainty. But the look on Sarah’s face brought her back to the present.

“You have no idea what they’re capable of,” Sarah hissed, and a pair of guards stopped, one looking sharply at the girl and receiving a bold, reciprocal stare from Bethany. Now that they were no longer subduing a ship full of unknown dangers, the men in black had removed their helmets, revealing themselves to be not only men, but women here and there as well.

But they were not blond, not fair. The scriptures seemed to be wrong on that point Or maybe they weren’t Chumbites. Their skin was brownish gold, their hair black, and their faces like nothing she’d seen before. But not inhuman. Asian, Bethany thought. Siberian, possibly. She stared until the man looked away and the two guards passed on.

“They could be cannibals for all we know,” Sarah added more quietly.

“Cannibals are mostly from Africa and these men aren’t black,” Bethany said, regretting her statement almost immediately. She had a way of pointing out the obvious to people who didn’t want to hear it, and Sarah was one of those people. They had bonded during the darkest days of their journey through a mutual admiration for Ezekiel, but Bethany had kept the true nature of her appreciation for the boy to herself. And now that she saw the indisputable evidence of his attributes on full display, her yearning for him had grown proportionately even as she wondered how they would ever consummate their relationship. How would he ever fit his organ into her body?

“We have no idea who these people are and where they come from,” Sarah said with surprising clarity. During their previous discussions, Sarah was happy to talk about myths and legends that, to Bethany’s mind, could have no basis in fact and were thus not worth discussing.

But if being a skeptic in a group of true believers was the price she had to pay to have an adventure, one that was proving to be all she had hoped for and then some, she would gladly pay that price.

“Then why not hold the speculation about them to a minimum so we don’t throw ourselves into a full-blown panic?” Bethany queried, and she cocked an eye at the girl, who gave her a look she recognized–the one that signaled the end of a conversation that had no hope of resolution.

“Let me stretch my legs,” Sarah said, and she rose and shuffled toward the three other girls in the pen, standing in a tight knot in the corner, whispering to each other. Bethany didn’t mind. She had other thoughts to occupy her, thoughts she knew that Sarah did not share and would want no part of.

Bethany looked at the boys at the other side of the holding pen, segregated more or less voluntarily as the guards made no move to keep them apart from the girls, and she assumed the boys were even more embarrassed than she was by the apparently involuntary proof of their sexual response to mixed-sex nudity. She had never seen a male organ before this trip, not even an accidental glimpse at her father’s or brother’s in all the years they spent living in close quarters together, such was her mother’s vigilance.

Now, Bethany saw five such organs on full display, and what a display it was proving to be, she marveled. At any given moment, one of them would be fully-erect while others were in various stages of inflating or deflating, although it was hard to keep track of.

The bodies themselves, all five of them, remained admirably firm. Strenuous manual labor was a staple for all Brewerite youth, the “hard works,” as they were called in scripture, ensuring a spirit as robust as the body. Judging from the iron backs, the rounded shoulders, the pronounced rumps and thighs of these five males, their spirits must be strong indeed.

When they’d first been unbound, the boys exhibited what looked to Bethany like wide-eyed terror, and each performed his own futile attempt at covering a penis that kept expanding to sizes uniformly unamenable to coverage by one hand, or two for that matter. Giving up, the males united in seeking to impose a sense of normalcy to things, even dignity, and they did a passable job of conducting a prayer meeting.

Zeke, as chair of the meeting, rested his back against the wall, penis during its frequent arousal peaks pointing to a place over Bethany’s head. Jeremiah Bulwark-Fieldstone and Jonah Frank-Peter stood to Zeke’s left and right, their members rising and falling in unison, as though conducting their own dialogue on spiritual affairs. Facing Zeke, their bare backs and rears all Bethany could see most of the time, were Moses Fringeworth and Thomas Kippers.

The males spoke earnestly to each other, bowed their heads at times, but their quiet voices were drowned out by the steady roar of the ship’s engine, and Bethany could only guess at what they spoke of or prayed for. Rescue, perhaps. Clothing. Or the divine softening of their sex organs, so at least they could pretend they didn’t want to stick their parts into the bodies of Bethany and her Brewerite sisters.

In addition to the blatant displays of maleness from her fellow missionaries, there were the subtle hints of similar virility by the guards, who although fully dressed, offered heartstopping examples of the male form as they passed by the pen The men in black seemed to be uninterested in their charges, however, other than the occasional glance, which allowed Bethany to stare at them almost unabated. She marveled at their bronzed faces, strong jaws, massive arms and legs, and of course, their covered manhoods, which proved to be even more provocative to her than the exposed treasures of the male missionaries.

But the majority of her time was spent glancing furtively at Ezekiel whenever the opportunity presented itself–despite the sense her curiosity was unbecoming. She had prayed with the boy, after all, pretended to be chaste and innocent in the interview, and always presented herself as a true sister of the faith

But admittedly, she was no more a true believer than she was innocent. Her dedication to the legends, and the hopes about the people they were going to convert, was decidedly less fervent than Zeke’s or anyone else’s in the group, as far as she could tell. Each of the young missionaries seemed to profess an ardor for the myths–she could not convince herself to think of them in any other way–that was bewildering to her. But none more so than their de facto leader. He seemed possessed by his beliefs, bearing an unquestioning conviction to the historic, moral and sexually repressive writings of Josiah Brewer.

None of which troubled Bethany at all. As long as she got to stare at him, his state of mind was unimportant to her.

Well, most of his mind, anyway. The part of his mind that was intermittently animating the sizable endowment of his loins–she was becoming fond of that.

But how, exactly, was all of that supposed to make its way into her narrow female temple? She understood the basics of the reproductive act, but not the fine points. Did the girl’s body somehow expand itself when the male’s parts were brought to bear? Or was there some unspoken rule about who could marry whom, and only the girls with the biggest vaginas could marry the boys with Zeke’s length and girth? Or did the girl eventually adapt to her husband’s member through practice, suffering for a time before her loins adapted?

Oddly, imagining the various possibilities for how she would bring him within her provoked a deeper arousal than merely gazing at the naked boys, and she knew her body was responding in the ways it always did, breasts rising and growing more sensitive, vulva swelling and warming, hole wetting itself, and she cast a cautious glance downward and confirmed the dark oval spreading out on the gray deck beneath her.

Bethany rose, passed the toes of one foot through her incriminating liquid, and made her way to the toilet. The urge to urinate was not unbearable, but it was strong enough. And judging from the roar of the ship’s engine, they weren’t going to be stopping anytime soon. So someone was going to have to be the first to go. It might as well be her.

That logic seemed to have eluded the other girls, each of whom gasped with surprise as her destination became obvious.

All conversation, both male and female, ceased as Bethany settled herself down. They couldn’t see her behind the wall, but she wondered if they could hear the stream pouring into the bowl of water beneath her, if they were shocked, offended.

But what struck Bethany was the familiarity of things, the ordinary round seat, the pale brown paper on a roll not unlike the rolls of toilet tissue they used at home. And then the flush, accomplished not with a handle but with a button, but still the same sound, the same rush and departure of water.

She wiped thoroughly and stepped out from behind the privacy wall, looked at the other nine people of faith confined with her, offered a half-smile and decided she wouldn’t be embarrassed about this, and indeed her courage opened the floodgates, so to speak, Sarah going next, then Lizette Canterbury, Mathilda Fulsom, Cherubim Chaucer, who insisted on going by the decidedly less ethereal Cherry.

And then went the boys, each sidling self-consciously between the girls and the privacy wall, inflamed penises bouncing. They took a long time, each of them, and Bethany wondered about that until Cherry whispered over her shoulder, “Boys take longer when their swords are up,” and Bethany fought the urge to laugh, and wondered how Cherry had come by that knowledge.

To his credit, Zeke went last, motioning his brothers ahead of him in a true display of gentlemanly leadership. And if he was waiting in the expectation he might soften up a bit before release, his hopes were dashed, as Bethany confirmed with a quick, discreet glance at his unyielding organ.

After the toileting was done, the boys and girls arranged themselves as before, on opposite sides of the little pen, but with what Bethany sensed was a slightly reduced tension; not that her own arousal didn’t continue to burn fiercely, her juice continuing to flow–and she found herself torn between sitting and risking another puddle on the floor, and standing at the risk of dampening her inner thighs.

Her four fellow sisters had huddled together to pray, standing and invoking heaven, and that settled the question for her, and she sad heavily, back against the wall again. So she was the only female sitting when one of the spear girls appeared at the bars, still in her black skirt and bra, but her face mostly cleaned of the black paint.

She was pushing a cart loaded with what Bethany quickly identified as food and drink, presenting an image so incongruous she couldn’t help but quip, “Dinner is served?”

The others gathered by the bars at the front of the pen, and the spear girl pressed the cart close and invited them to dine with a nod and welcoming gesture.

Bethany crouched, inspecting the contents of the cart before she looked at the girl and queried uncertainly, “Is this all for us?”

“Top o’ the morning to ye,” the girl replied, a heavy accent making the words almost indecipherable.

“You speak English?” Zeke asked. The rest of them murmured to themselves, clearly astonished at the sudden turn of events.

Spear girl looked at him, then down at his upright maleness, then back into his eyes with a shrug, and she picked up a small book resting at the corner of the cart, leafed through it, peered carefully at it as she spoke again.

“Good . . . day . . . madam,” she said haltingly.

“Is that a dictionary?” Bethany asked without taking her eyes from the book.

The girl looked up at Bethany, looked back at her book, seemed to remember herself and gestured toward the veritable treasures burdening her cart.

With no further invitation required, the girls reached first for cups of a remarkably sweet nectar, downing them in seconds, reaching for the oddest collection of things, breads flatter than saucers, vegetables of peculiar shapes and sizes, and meats from creatures Bethany could only imagine. It was all impossibly good, despite its foreignness, so deprived had she been as their powerless ship drifted for weeks.

“This is so good,” Bethany said with her mouth full, but feeling no shame. “I have no idea what it is but it’s just so delicious.” Her fellow missionaries concurred without stopping to speak.

“If they treat us as well as they feed us, we’re all destined for palaces,” Cherry joked between mouthfuls.

“Maybe they think we’re angels,” Zeke said, not joking.

“I doubt that,” Bethany said. “We should try to get her name, though.” She looked at the girl and opened her eyes wide, pointed at herself. “Beth-a-ny,” she said slowly. “I’m Bethany.” Then she pointed at the girl and opened her eyes wide again.

“Itzel,” the girl said as she tapped her nose. “In k'aaba'e' Itzel.”

“You think that’s her name or her tribe?” Zeke asked without taking his eyes from the girl.

Bethany deadpanned him. “I don’t have a clue. Do you know their word for tribe? Or anything?”

He looked at Bethany and shook his head. “Scripture says they only speak English here.”

“Where are you taking us?” Bethany asked, enunciating each word slowly. The girl thumbed through her book as Bethany repeated each word slowly. Then she nodded vigorously, indicating her understanding. She pointed at an entry as she held it up for everyone to read.

All of them, forgetting their nudity, pressed together to squint at the text. The letters were mostly from the Latin alphabet, but with odd characters scattered throughout, most likely to match the guttural consonants spoken here that had no European match.

Half the words on the pages were undecipherable, just random collections of characters, but beside each foreign term was something more recognizably English: veranda, carrot, suspicion, barometer, dilate.

And one more word, which the girl named Itzel had planted her fingertip beneath: “Zoo.”


Chapter 6: The Fallen Faithful

“What does this mean?” Bethany asked the spear girl, Itzel, in English. The girl, clearly not understanding, rambled something in her language before she waved at the food and edged away from the pen, holding her translation book. Still walking backward, she disappeared around the corner.

“Are we going to be kept in a zoo or something?” Bethany asked no one in particular.

“Was her finger definitely on ‘zoo’?” Moses asked, pushing up the glasses that the spear people had let him keep.

“Absolutely,” Bethany said, before adding, “I think.”

“I saw that, too,” Lizette added with a nod.

“Well, right above it was haunch,” noted Jeremiah, who seemed to be unaware of his erection until he turned and it swung. “Maybe,” he continued, looking down with annoyance, “she meant that?”

“What’s a haunch got to do with us?” Bethany asked, annoyed. “What is a haunch, anyway?”

“I think it’s a . . . a part of an animal,” suggested Thomas. “Hindquarters, maybe.”

“If does feel like they’re going to treat us like animals,” Sarah offered. “Like in this cage. And they way they tied us. Like hogs.”

“Which makes the zoo thing more than likely what she was pointing at,” Bethany said angrily.

“She couldn’t have been pointing at haunch and zoo,” argued Jonah. “One or the other. But you don’t go to a haunch. That’s not . . . wait, what exactly did you ask her, Bethany?”

Bethany sighed, rolled her eyes and looked at Zeke. “Mind if we have a word, privately?”

Zeke, brows furrowed with deep thought, penis only semi-erect at the moment, looked up in surprise, searched the pen.

“Okay?” he said, inflecting the word into a question.

Bethany took his hand and led him to the pen’s far corner.

“Look, I know what I saw and I don’t need to convince them, do I?” she whispered, leaning close. “You’re in charge here, right?

Zeke shook his head. “I’m just the oldest, Beth. I think I was supposed to be something of a spiritual guide.”

“Oh, come on, Zeke. You were there for all the interviews, and everyone has looked to you for leadership since we left England.”

“I know, but I’m not making progress here,” he confessed. “I’m trying to line this up with scripture, and I’m lost. There’s nothing in the book . . . except, wait . . . maybe.”

He waved his hand dismissively, looked down, eyes landing on, first, Bethany’s thick carpet of pubic hair, and then his hardening member, and he looked up again, shrugged. “Never mind.”

Bethany found herself staring at the boy’s erection before she tore her eyes away and blushed hard. “It’s not like we can do anything about it, I guess,” she whispered. “I just wanted to know what they plan to do with us, you know?”

Ezekiel cast a glance at the other missionaries, watching hopefully, urgently, from a respectful distance as he and Bethany consulted quietly.

He wasn’t the leader in any official way, especially not now. But they were all looking to him.

And so was God.

“Okay, I have one idea,” he said, raising his voice, turning and directing his words to everyone. “Josiah Brewer wrote that he’d seen those huge reptiles, the dinosaurs, alive on Mondobo. So maybe . . .”

Everyone was staring at Ezekiel, waiting.

“A zoo is a collection of animals, alright?” he continued. “So maybe that’s what she meant. She wants us to see them. Maybe even wants our help with them. Maybe that’s what’s happened. The dinosaurs got out of hand.”

Bethany listened and waited patiently for Zeke to finish, her patience almost at the breaking point. Rambling on about scripture and myths was all fine when they were safe in the Rectory back home, but now they were stripped, caged, and alone with each other. Now was not the time for fanciful discussions and esoteric ruminations. They needed to find out what was going on.

To Ezekiel’s profound disappointment, his speculation was met with a blank silence. No one but he wanted to talk about scripture.

After an excruciating five seconds of nothingness, Jonah turned his attention back to the cart, reaching through for another helping of spicy meat, and the rest of Ezekiel’s little flock did the same. Even Bethany turned away from him, and his penis fell dormant until he allowed himself to look at her full rear as she bent to inspect what appeared to be pastries of some kind on the cart’s lower shelf, blue and gold lumps with a shiny glaze, and she snatched one and devoured half of it with a single bite.

“This is really good,” she said as she chewed and turned to hold a pastry up to Zeke, who had followed her back to the cart. “You should try one.” She blushed again when she saw his penis rise to the occasion.

Zeke, fighting the urge to wrap his hand around his swelling penis in a gesture of futile modesty, stepped up and tried to smile, accepting her gift, trying not to think about anything below the neck as he chewed. It was a little sweet and wondrously light, and for a time he and the rest of the missionaries said nothing, just ate and drank gratefully.

The guards had ceased patrolling the hallway, apparently satisfied that their captives were secure, so the sound of footsteps drew everyone’s attention, and when Itzel appeared from around the corner, carrying what appeared to be bedding of some kind, Bethany was waiting.

“What do you mean, zoo?” she asked, even as she knew her words were falling on uncomprehending ears. She pantomimed a book, hoping the girl still carried the two-way dictionary with her, but Itzel ignored her, offering bedding through the bars, and the missionaries accepted the mats and the small pillows. Itzel turned back to the food cart, its load greatly reduced, and began easing it away, to the dismay of the missionaries, none of whom were done with its stores. But before the spear girl departed, she looked for Bethany and spoke in rapid and incomprehensible words.

“Listen, Miss,” Ezekiel began, stepping forward and trying to ignore the incongruity of his affronted and formal tone and his aroused nudity. “You really must clear things up now. Earlier today, you pointed to the word zoo in your little book.” Zeke reenacted the moment, holding up an imaginary book and saying “Zoo? Zoo?” He breathed in. “And you’ve really got us all quite worked up over what you meant. And I know you don’t understand me, but let me . . . let me just sum it all up this way. So, zoo. What did you mean by that word, zoo?”

Bethany watched Zeke attempt to communicate with the girl with a combination of embarrassment and frustration. She waited for him to finish before she looked at Itzel and raised her hands in silent question. “What will you do with us?” she asked at last, unable to contain herself.

Itzel surveyed the prisoners, seemed to understand, nodded, raised her hands and brought them together, acting out an answer she could not speak. She extended the middle finger of her left hand, and made of her right a tunnel, and pressed her finger into it, staring at them all innocently as she mimed . . . what? What in God’s name was she trying to act out?

“Madam,” Ezekiel said, drawing himself up to his full height even though it raised his penis to its maximum angle, “if you are attempting to make some sort of joke at our expense, then I urge you to–”

Itzel dropped her hands and shook her head, and stepped to the bars.

“Coño,” she said, pointing to Bethany’s mound. “T'u'ul,” she continued, pointing at Zeke’s erect member.

And then again, she brought her hands together in that most obscene manner, leaving no doubt what she meant, and she turned and wheeled the cart away.

“Miss!” Ezekiel shouted at her departing form. “Miss!”

The leader of the missionaries slumped, looked down at the floor, and found a way to encourage himself.

There was a spiritual precedent for all of this, he reminded himself. There was Daniel in the lion’s den. Paul imprisoned by the Romans. The circuses where the early believers were slaughtered.

But had any Christian, Brewerite or other, ever been confined in a more fearsome way? Naked, surrounded by nakedness? The female form–five female forms, in fact–closeted with him in their natural state, their breasts uncovered, their nipples high and hard, their female parts cloaked with nothing more than varying degrees of fur, black or brown or blonde, thick or trimmed–

“I demand to know the meaning of this!” shouted a man from one of the other cages, hidden from view but his voice bouncing off the steel walls and ending Ezekiel’s reverie. “Miss, I will speak to your captain now, and if you refuse to continue ignoring internationally-respected rescue conventions, this will become a matter for the proper authorities to investigate!”

It was the captain, Ezekiel knew, his slight Prussian accent obvious.

“Is that the captain’s voice?” Bethany asked in the growing darkness.

“I think so,” Ezekiel said, looking ruefully at his fellow missionaries. “I don’t think he’s making much headway.”

A moment later, Itzel’s slighter voice could be heard, struggling to pronounce an unfamiliar word.

“Fuckery,” she said, her word prompting several women to gasp before the furious captain sputtered, “Show me that book! This is an outrage of the highest order!”

After a moment of silence, the captain spoke again, his rage replaced by something that sounded more like despair.

“Factory,” he said. That’s what she was trying to say from her book. “The word is factory.”

“What does that mean?” a woman’s voice inquired.

“Slavery,” said another man’s voice, breaking in terror. “My God, they’re making slaves of us all!”

More screams, more shouts of fear and horror, reverberated from the place where the rest of the ship’s company had been confined.

“They have us locked naked in cages,” Bethany whispered to Ezekiel. “I don’t think anything good is going to come of this.”

He looked back at her, but there was faith in his eyes.

“This is a test of faith,” he said quietly. “I’m . . . I think I understand it. But why don’t we . . .” Ezekiel turned to the rest of the captured faithful and raised his voice. “Let’s show them the richness of our faith, with a sacred hymn.” Ignoring the doubtful looks of the rest of his little crew, he started alone:

“Oh give me a home, where the dinosaurs roam,

Where the Chumbites fight on in God’s name.

Where the Bumpkins will lose . . .”

Ezekiel’s voice trailed off, the echoes of his solo effort fading down the hall.

“Two years ago,” Bethany began when he stopped singing, “my baby sister came down with whooping cough. My mother prayed her heart out over that child. No one’s faith had ever been so tested, but Marjeire died just the same.” She looked at him and waited for his response. “It’s  humbug, pure and simple. If it wasn’t, no one would ever die too young. No one would even get sick if prayer and hymns worked.”

Ezekiel shook his head, smiled indulgently, and took the girl’s hands in his own, but his next words were meant for everyone there.

“Let us, brothers and sisters, not succumb to Satan’s despair,” he began. “Those our lord takes are always taken for a reason, and we must not doubt his higher purpose. And now . . . now we find ourselves tested again, and we may give up, or we may grow in strength and faith. Our Holy Father wants–”

Bethany cut him off. “That’s all well and good but we should lay out our mats before we lose the daylight.”

Zeke looked at the portholes, flooded with light when they’d arrived, rapidly turning dark. Unless some artificial source of light was turned on to replace the setting sun, all the missionaries would soon be plunged into blackness.

Itzel had shoved 10 thin mats and 10 small pillows through the bars, and each missionary took one and claimed a piece of the pen’s limited floor space. Other than putting some distance between their impromptu beds and the toilet, there was no pattern to the arrangement, the mats at odd angles, males and females making no effort at segregation, modesty already dying here.

In fact, with erections, breasts, nipples and pubic hair less visible in the fading light–and with everyone’s hunger and thirst mostly slaked–something approaching bonhomie emerged as everyone reclined. There was laughter, teasing, tension-shattering horseplay. Sarah stole Johan’s pillow and tossed it at Jeremiah’s head, all three laughed, and the mirth proved contagious.

“Me mum’s not going to believe this,” said Thomas. “Might as well tell her devils from Jupiter snatched us all up and dragged us to the moon.”

“Wouldn’t they take us back to Jupiter?” Mathilda asked.

“Nay, not dressed as we are,” said Moses, and when his words were greeted with laughter, he added, “freeze our todgers right off.”

To Ezekiel’s dismay, the laughter–from both the males and females–grew exponentially with Moses’ off-color afterthought, and when one of the girls asked “what’s a todger?” the hilarity grew another two-fold. Ezekiel heard whispering in the now complete darkness, and knew the innocent female was being enlightened, and now she was laughing, which made everyone else laugh again.

Everyone except Ezekiel, that is. Had Satan already won, turning chaste young missionaries into the equivalent of pub denizens at last call?

But what could he do? No one wanted to sing with him, not even one of Brewerism’s most sacred hymns. His words of faith fell on deaf ears. And even his own penis had betrayed him, standing at attention and altogether putting the lie to whatever virtue he hoped to pretend to.

To his relief, the conversation turned less bawdy, the youth waxing nostalgic over homes and families that might never be seen again, reminiscing over shared memories from the church in London, recalling the high points of their dramatic rescue earlier that day.

But as the night deepened, the voices grew thicker and slower, and the travails of the day began catching up with the missionaries, one after the other announcing the beginning of their slumbers. Ezekiel, despite his misgivings about both the physical and spiritual futures of his fellow travelers, believed he might do the same when a soft female voice reached his ears through the gloom.

“Zeke,” Bethany whispered. “Are you asleep?”

“Not yet, Sister,” he whispered back, raising his body on one elbow, and–because he could not help remembering all he had seen of the girl earlier that day–his member raised itself of its own accord, jabbing at the air under the welcome cover of darkness. “What troubles you?”

“So many things,” Bethany said honestly, her next words coming in a rush. “Are we going to be exhibits in a zoo? What will that mean for us? Will we ever see our homes again? Our families? I wanted an adventure but this is almost too much.” She slid closer to the boy and put her head on his shoulder in the near darkness. “I’m glad I have you, though.” She refrained from being more overt about what she wanted, hoping he would understand. “You’re such a comfort, to all of us, Zeke.”

Truth was, she longed for Zeke to touch her. She’d never been touched by a boy, never even seen one naked before, but this was more than she could bear, having him right there with her but in a pen with eight others just feet away. She felt as if her chest would burst with her desire for him, but she had no idea how to tell him, how to make it plain or even just hint at how she burned for him, even at the all-too-real risk of rejection. He seemed so tranquil, so serene in the face of this impossible situation. She felt unworthy of him. Which crushed her.

Zeke smiled in the darkness, the power of Bethany’s words moving him deeply. Yes, they were still on a mission. And yes, God was still counting on him to lead, to guide and protect them, perhaps even to arrive at a new revelation with them.

A second Book of Mondobo?

But there were immediate, and very valid concerns to address, as Bethany had reminded him.

“I’m not sure what that girl meant,” he said, replaying her obscene gesture again in his mind. “She spoke no English. So we can’t be sure if she even knew what she meant. In the end, it might just all be a Bumpkin ruse.”

“I think she meant exactly what we thought she meant,” Bethany whispered fiercely. “It was pretty clear to me, at least.”

“Alright,” Ezekiel agreed. “But ‘zoo’ can mean many things. And that . . . what she was doing with her hands. So can that.”

Bethany sighed. “I guess.” Was he that dense? Or was he just not interested in her?

“But let’s just approach it all prayerfully, and try not to worry about what hasn’t happened yet,” he said, pausing as he gathered the threads of an old experience that seemed to fit here. “Mr. Bledsoe, an apple farmer at my family’s church, he found worms one day, in one of his–”

Zeke paused, interrupted by whispers from the other end of the pen, growing louder and more urgent.

It was two voices, one male, one female. Johan? Sarah? Jeremiah?

There was a rustling, the scuff of skin against the floor, more whispering, and then the unmistakable sounds of a girl sighing, as though desperately trying to conceal a sudden pain.

“Do you hear that?” Bethany asked. “Is she…?”

“I don’t know,” Zeke replied, voice barely louder than breath, heart suddenly thudding in his chest. Something about the noise was different, unsettling, frightening. “Maybe someone’s . . . maybe she’s crying.”

“That sounds like Lizette,” Bethany whispered. “She was sitting with Thomas when it got dark. Maybe they’re…”

“Yes,” Ezekiel agreed, continuing uncertainly. “Maybe he’s comforting her. She’s been through a lot today. We all have.”

“Or maybe he’s…”

“What?” Zeke asked. Some part of him wanted Bethany to stop talking. Another part of him was completely absorbed, and he turned his ears to the other side of the pen, listening to a rhythmic rustling that did not sound at all like what he thought of as comforting.

“You know…” She looked at him even though she could barely see the outline of his face, never mind his expression. “They’re doing it.” Her heart beat hard in her chest. “I know they are,” she said more to herself than to Zeke.

“Doing what?” Ezekiel hissed.

“Oh, come on,” she said with a roll of her eyes that was lost on the boy. “Do I have to spell it out for you?”

“No,” Zeke said with absolute certainty. “They are children of Christ. They are missionaries.”

As though they could hear Zeke and Beth arguing, the unknown couple offered a counterpoint in the blackness. Soft giggles emanated from the other corner of the pen, followed by more furtive whispers, more gasps almost suppressed but not quite. A girl moaned, a different timbre than the first girl’s voice. A different girl. More gasps and suddenly, there were the animal grunts of a boy who’d given up on discretion, his moans echoing off the walls.

Bethany was overwhelmed by the realization that all the others had paired up and she’d drawn the short straw. Zeke was never going to touch her, not in that way. Not now, not ever, she realized with a mental thud.

Finally, Bethany decided to take matters into her own hands. She reached out in the darkness to where she sensed Ezekiel’s face was and caressed his cheek, tentatively, uncertain but unmistakable in her intent. She waited for him to react, to pull away or to pull her close and kiss her. She waited with her breath held fast.

Ezekiel’s loins shook as he at last realized what the noises meant, that just feet from him, people he thought were chaste and faithful were fornicating. His flock had fallen, and with that, he had already failed. All of them had. How could he write of this in the second Book of Mondobo?

He sensed Bethany’s touch but barely felt it. Was she trying to comfort him, reassure him that she at least was pure? His whole body had gone as stiff as his penis, an impossible mixture of feelings rendering him paralyzed.

Bethany reached behind his head and pulled his face to hers, searching in the darkness for his mouth, his lips, finding them, kissing them, her tongue insinuating itself into his mouth and wrapping around his tongue. She leaned closer and pushed him down on the mat so she was almost on top of him. Almost, but not quite.

She took his hand and pulled it to her naked breast, her nipple hard under his uncertain touch but god it felt so good, at long last. She kissed him again and he finally kissed her back as he squeezed her breasts haphazardly but with masculine hands. She was beside herself.

“Take me, Zeke,” she whispered. “Take me.”

He did nothing, so Bethany slung her leg over his body and straddled him. She reached down and aimed his maleness at her womanhood and eased back, feeding his hard warmth into her wet receptacle. She moaned as he entered her until his head pushed against something that didn’t feel right, didn’t feel good, but she had no ability to stop pushing him into her until the pain was bright and intense and then gone.

Only then did Zeke come to life, hands fumbling against her torso, bracing her ribs before they reached her breasts and held there, and the boy who’d never been in the presence of sex . . . became sex.

He raised her until just his tip was within her chamber, and then drove up furiously, almost tossing her off, but his grip on her breasts remained sure, forcing her back down while his manhood drove upward, her entire body wracked with an unimaginable, beautiful violence.

Again and again he thrust into her kneeling form, making no effort at quieting his joy, his shouts growing more desperate each time he forced Bethany’s wet embrace to coat his throbbing shaft.

As Zeke pummelled Bethany, she reached down and fingered herself. Her orgasm was almost as immediate as it was overwhelming. She cried out and shuddered as he continued to fuck her, his shaft plumbing her depths in a way she had always and never imagined. The feel of his cock in her was incredible, massive, satisfying, scary, and so damn erotic she wanted to cry with joy and satisfaction. But he hadn’t finished with her, thank god. She wanted him to finish inside her so badly she was astonished at the depths of her desire, her need.

Her love knew no bounds.

Love?

Could it be anything but?

“Grrrrrrr,” groaned the missionary, as though an animal spirit had taken over his soul. “Ahhhh!”

Zeke’s passion doubled, his thrusts coming so fast and hard they could not be counted, or even conceived of as independent events, his body beneath Bethany just a dark blur. And something was coming out of him now, she could feel it at the depths of her organ, eruptions of warmth, a series of explosions within her. How many times did this happen? Wasn’t once enough?

Doused with various juices, the organ within her moved in and out with an impossible, velvety smoothness. The seed leaving his body was also a lubricant, she realized. She was learning things now, things she didn’t know she didn’t know.

Bethany was suddenly gripped with the need to feel Zeke on top of her. She pulled his face to hers to kiss him while tugging him as she rolled onto her side. She willed him to mount her, his still-hard member buried deep in her hole, her tongue buried in his mouth, her legs splayed open for him, the most satisfying position she could imagine, his weight pressing her into the thin mat, his body one with hers. She broke from the kiss and whispered, “I love you.”

“Uh, uh, uh,” Zeke replied, as though trying to form words that wouldn’t come. He slowed his exertions, either through exhaustion or maybe so he could fully experience the details of Bethany’s wet hole. Too many things were happening, but there was something that needed tending to, he sensed. He put his mouth against the girl’s again, kissed her in ways he’d never imagined kissing a girl, and then he paused, put his mouth beside her ear, found his voice.

“What?” he asked.

“I love you, Ezekiel,” she said plaintively. “I love you.”

Screaming. Someone, a female, was crying out, tragically, not five feet from his ear. Pain, death and . . . love.

“I . . .” he stammered, mind searching for meaning while his lower half continued its slow, studious examination of the girl’s quivering chamber. “Bethany . . . yes.”

Bethany’s mind clouded, her ecstasy tempered with growing disappointment when she was suddenly aware of the others in the cage with them.

More shouts, male this time. Ezekiel continued to sense dying somewhere, the things that would happen in a lion’s den, the sinking of . . . of teeth, yes, teeth . . . into . . . innocent young . . . bodies.

Zeke searched the space around him, struggling to shake his mind free of confusion, delirium, the spells of the Bumpkins.

No, no one was dying here. Not physically, anyway. The gray forms on the floor with him were bucking, twisting, rolling with . . . ecstasy. The same he had just known, was still knowing.

Now, no one was trying to hide it, the whispers and the earlier furtiveness abandoned, and Ezekiel knew he wasn’t the only one to fully loosen his passions, granting his tacit approval to all the other shamelessness here. And for a moment, very briefly, he felt a tinge of regret before he looked down at the dark form beneath him–Bethany, sister of the faith, member of his flock–and felt the next orgasm well up within him, from somewhere in both mind and body, and he delivered his second round of semen to the girl’s inner sanctum with nothing but raw joy.

Even when he was done, even as he slowly eased his softening manhood out of the girl’s body, he stilled the judging part of his mind, and he was laughing quietly to himself as he dropped to Bethany’s side and draped his arm across her belly.

Bethany ran her hand up and down Zeke’s flank, marveling at his hardness, his undeniable masculinity thrilling her but in a quiet, comforting way. His strength, his dominance, if only in the moment, calmed her, warmed her. She felt one with him.

But the sounds of the bodies around them pierced the veil of intimacy. They were not alone in their discovery of each other. She felt the intrusion and the comradery in a strange way, at once annoyed and delighted by the presence of others.

After a few more grunts, a few more cries of pleasure, they were all disentangling, bodies indistinct except as round, gray shapes, sliding noiselessly except for a whisper or a quiet giggle, and the panting yielded to the steady breaths of the sleeping.

Zeke was one of the last to give in, surveying the contents of the cell with a sudden sense of disquiet. What had happened here?

Bethany rolled to her side and the lifting moon cast its yellow-green light on the girl’s rump, and Ezekiel’s last thought of the day before slumber took him too was that he had taken that body in all the ways it could be taken.

He was wrong, of course.


Chapter 7: Practice Among the Fallen

Hear, O heavens, and give ear, O hearth;

for the Lord hath spoken:

“Children have I reared and brought up,

but they have rebelled against me.

Ah, sinful nation, a people laden with iniquity,

offspring of evildoers, children who deal corruptly!

They have forsaken the Lord, they have despised

the Holy One of Israel, they are utterly estranged.”

Isaiah 1: 2-9

Oh, ye Londoners and Dubliners!

Oh, ye children of Moscow and Tokyo!

Sinners all, from Cape Town to Calcutta!

You have forgotten the true way

and given in to your animal desires.

You are lost, all of you!

II Gungabing 14: 3-6

As the morning’s first light filtered through his eyelids, Ezekiel Marbletower awoke to twin horrors, the lesser horror of his current condition, and the greater horror of what he had done last night.

With a single act, two decades of devotion and reverence had been cast away, his carnal failing complete.

Worse, he had led a sister in faith to the same place of iniquity, and he raised his head to look at her in the half-light, her blonde hair, the curve of her hip, and her ribs rising and falling slowly. She was on her side, facing away from him, and he surveyed her body with–shame upon shame–the same animal hungers that had tormented him ever since the girl had been stripped. Or maybe before she had been stripped.

His eyes wandered to the rest of what–in a state of prideful delusion–he once considered his flock.

Nine bodies besides his, four male, five female, lay naked and splayed out in the little cell where they’d been cruelly confined.

In sleep, there is no decorum. Female legs had been thrown open in the innocence of slumber. The two penises he could see were erect–as was his own again, he ruefully observed–one pointing heavenward, one aimed at the shoulder of the nearest girl.

I have failed you, little flock. I knew the dangers here, the threat of our erections, the temptations of our naked sisters, and yet I did nothing. I passed up my chance, at nightfall, to implore obedience to God’s word, to remind you all of the chaste virtues.

Had all 10 fallen? It had been dark, the bodies all but invisible as they writhed and moaned. One of them, maybe two of them, might have taken refuge in a sacrosanct corner, preserving themselves while the rest abandoned their faith.

The gathering light inspired further searches of the bodies around him, as though just by looking he could tell who had stayed pure and who had succumbed.

One pair of female legs had been opened toward him, and he looked at the dark slit visible beneath her hair. There was something on her inner thighs, he noticed with a start. A blackness, as though her female chamber were trying to expel some corruption.

She was not the only one, other thighs and lips bearing this same strange mark. Even Bethany bore a single line of red curving around the back of her upper thigh, and he looked down at his erection, found the same evidence at the base and along the shaft, and yes, it clung to the other male organs too, those he could see at least.

Maidenhead, he thoughts with a new wave of self-revulsion. This had been their flowers, broken not by husbands after weddings blessed by God, but by he and his fellows, in this bare cell. Even God would blush here.

He looked again at the female doorway aimed at him, and sensed a wrongness, and lifted his gaze and found himself gazing into the groggy face of Cherubim Chaucer, who insisted on calling herself Cherry.

For a long moment, they simply stared into each other’s eyes, without any identifiable expressions, without judgment or shame or spiritual desolation, and then the girl sat up, rolled to her knees, picked her way over the bodies of the sleeping faithless to the toilet, and Ezekiel listened to the splash of her urine and wished he could subdue his furious member, because thoughts of God weren’t doing anything to help.

Cherry flushed, the noise thunderous in the quiet space, and more bodies began to stir, and Zeke watched them turn, roll, stumble to the bathroom, make their way in silence back to their mats, and he knew that any shame any of them felt in their first waking moments was born of his failure.

The sound of the toilet flushing awakened Bethany with a start. She didn’t move but listened and heard others moving, wondered briefly where she was until the sharp memory came back to her.

She smiled.

She ached but not so much as to be troubled. Her womanhood, for now it could be rightly called such, was wet, sore, impossible to ignore as she had often, in vain, tried to ignore it for years. She wanted to reach down and touch herself but the presence of others, not to mention that other individual, persuaded her to be circumspect. She was well-practiced at being circumspect. Her mother’s unending vigilance–now for naught, Bethany thought with particular satisfaction, assuming she ever saw the woman again–was over.

She scrubbed thoughts of home from her mind.

“Zeke?” she whispered as she rolled over and saw the man in the dim light of the early dawn. She wanted to reach for him but hesitated. He looked forlorn, especially when he noticed her staring at him. Was that regret in his eyes? Shame?

Or worse?

Then she glanced at his erection.

“Zeke?”

Ezekiel sat up, crossed his legs, draped a hand before his flaming manhood, and he breathed in sadly.

“Good morning, Sister.”

“Morning,” Bethany whispered. “Did you sleep well?”

The question confused him. Did he sleep well physically? Or spiritually? Actually, his slumber had come with a vengeance, his hard, dreamless sleep leaving his body feeling awake, alive, recharged. But . . . it was now a body with a dead soul inside. So he shrugged at the girl, looked away.

Bethany’s heart sank. Did he regret what they’d done? Did he blame her for…anything? Everything? “Are you alright?” she whispered.

Zeke looked back at her, into her eyes, his focus on her even though he knew there were others in this cell attending his words.

“I’ve . . . failed you,” he choked.

Her face fell. “How?”

“We had . . . relations,” he whispered. His first inclination was to collapse upon himself in shame when he noticed the other faces aimed his way. But no, the first step toward redemption–if it could be had at all–was a public airing.

“I had relations,” he said more loudly, surveying the others, who looked back at him in ways he couldn’t immediately read.

“We all did,” Thomas announced from the far end of the cell.

“All 10 of us?” he asked. For some abominable reason, he wanted the answer to be yes, and he surveyed the room. Everyone was looking at him now. He was still, despite his unworthiness, their leader. If anyone had abstained, now was the time to pronounce one’s virtue. But no one spoke, except with their eyes, uniformly bearing a new, forbidden knowledge.

“Isn’t that what the girl wanted from us?” Bethany asked. “Isn’t that what she meant?”

Ezekiel laughed, Bethany’s words striking him for their utter nonsense.

“We don’t know what she wanted,” he said, remembering the obscene thing she’d done with her hands. “But we don’t need to listen to her. She’s heathen.”

“And we’re her prisoners,” one of the boys said defiantly. “We don’t want to make her angry, so…” He looked around. “We should do what she wants, no?”

“It’s self-preservation,” Bethany added, tears running down her cheeks but her eyes hard now. “What power do we have to resist?”

Ezekiel looked down at his maddeningly persistent erection before he closed his eyes and pondered.

It was a question that had never come up in the lessons, in Sunday school, in sermons: If one’s only choices were to fornicate or die, shouldn’t one fornicate?

But had the girl . . . Itzel, that was her name . . . had she offered them such a stark choice? The others seemed more certain than he. Maybe they were right. One could recover from sin, arise and spread the good news again. Dead, one’s witness was finished.

Bethany heard voices from the hidden cages at the other end of the hall, a few subdued words but none of the outrage or demands issued the night before, and she knew the girl with the cart was making her rounds. Glad for the sudden distraction, she considered going to the bars before she realized she needed to use the toilet rather desperately. She moved toward it, trying to ignore the eyes on her as she sat down to pee, head lowered.

“Dawn food,” Itzel announced, pushing the cart and its treasures against the bars.

Ezekiel rose from his mat, penis bobbing as he joined the others there, but he did not reach for sustenance yet.

“Miss Itzel?” he began.

The golden-skinned woman, in the same skirt and bra as the day before, looked at him but said nothing. She nodded expectantly.

“You . . . told . . . us . . .  yesterday,” Zeke began, eyeing the book the girl had used the night before, resting on the corner at the top of the cart. When she didn’t reach for it, he realized communication would be entirely at her discretion. Feeding them was part of her job. Enlightening them was a courtesy.

Zeke raised his hands and, after overcoming a deep sense of humiliation, he pushed his middle finger into his fist, as she had done.

Itzel smiled and mirrored the gesture. Cherry laughed, oblivious to the pain this conversation was causing Zeke.

“Núupk'eban,” she said, nodding. “Núupk'eban.”

Ezekiel shrugged, hoping she would take pity on his uncomprehending mind.

Itzel picked up the translation book and paged through it. She pointed to a word and showed it to Ezekiel. “Fornication,” was the English equivalent of what she had apparently said.

“Fornication,” Zeke read slowly, and he nodded at the girl. “Okay. And we have to do it? Or we’ll be . . . executed? Punished?”

Itzel pointed at the food and motioned to her mouth. “Janal yáax,” she said. She looked at the book and said, “Eat first.”

Ezekiel, believing he had his answer, joined the others at their little feast, the meal heavy with pastries, some sweet, some stuffed with meat, drinks made of foreign fruits.

By the time Bethany returned from the toilet, Iztel was walking away from the cart and the cage. “What did she say?” she asked Zeke as she reached for a pastry.

The oldest missionary turned to her, mouth working at the second half of something he found remarkably good, and he smiled grimly.

“We . . . I think she wants us . . . she says we have to . . . what we did.”

“That’s what I heard,” Johan said.

Cherry nodded. So did Sarah. No one disputed the conclusion, although misgivings continued to tug at Ezekiel’s mind.

“Should we keep the same partners?” Bethany asked, hopefully, her eyes on Zeke’s.

Zeke turned, sipping a bright red juice from an ornate clay cup while his eyes wandered the girl’s form, and something in his mind clicked on.

Fornicate or die. This is our lion’s den. Choices as horrible as any Satan might set before God’s faithful. But it must be done. And so, at least they should do it in as Godly a way as possible. Unfortunately, there would be no cloak of darkness today, Zeke realized, looking at the twin portholes, blazing with sunlight. The writhing and thrusting of each two would have eight more to witness.

How should they proceed? All were looking to Zeke for guidance, and he looked back at them, at the five females and four other males and their four hardened penises, and considered the most reverent instructions he could give that would also preserve their lives. And as he struggled to imagine what direction he might give, his erection rose to its highest angle and his mind roared.

“Here she comes?” Bethany said as she angled a look out of the cage down the hall.

Itzel now bore a hose with a nozzle on the end that was dripping, clearly under pressure, and Bethany looked at the woman with fear in her eyes but she didn’t back away. When the spear woman who no longer carried a spear motioned with her hand for Bethany to turn around, the missionary nodded and bent at the waist. Cold water, not harsh but not comfortable, assaulted her nether regions, cleaning her efficiently and quickly. The other girls lined up without being told.

The boys resisted offering themselves up for the same treatment.

“Come on,” Bethany said to the boys. “You as well.”

Zeke peered at the virginal blood around the base of his shaft and recognized the wisdom of Bethany’s exhortation, and he was the first to take his place before Itzel’s hose, rubbing his inflamed organ clean under the spray and marveling at the speed with which his shame had ebbed. And as the other males followed his example and the water ran in channels to a drain in the middle of the cell, he began drafting a new sermon.

By the time the girl, her cart and her hose had departed, Ezekiel was ready to speak. And something about his bearing–nude as he was, erect as he was–alerted the rest of the missionaries that it was time to attend, and they formed a half circle around him, and waited.

“Brothers and sisters,” he began with the tone and cadence of a robed bishop before a gathering of thousands. “This is our Lord’s doing. God has seen fit to allow our capture by forces we do not yet understand. These forces, who might be Bumpkins, who might be Chumbites, or might be a third race whom it is our mission to discover and either teach or learn from, now hold us in the most vile conditions imaginable, and have set before us a terrible, terrible choice. Either we must have relations, or we must die.”

Encouraged by the response his words provoked–earnest eyes, nods, a shared understanding of their predicament–Ezekiel drew himself up and surveyed his flock, as all the greatest speakers did before they delivered their line of greatest portent.

“I choose life,” he declared. “As all of us must.”

More nods welcomed his words. Smiles. Tears welled in Bethany’s eyes.

“Why this has become our fate,” Ezekiel continued with a light, reverently ironic chuckle, “well, that question has not yet been answered. It will be, someday, I’m certain. But for now, we must simply obey the cruel, carnal directives of our captors. And they seem to be insatiable masters. We appeased them last night, and still they want more. We’ve been ordered to return to our relations now, with breakfast barely done, and the most cursory of cleanings. And I fear that such will be their command after every meal. When lunch is over. When dinner is over. And we will have no choice but to acquiesce.”

Zeke took in the faces before him, trying to sense his reception so far, and he found continuing agreement there, hope, an acceptance of God’s will.

“Just once after dinner?” Jeremiah asked.

“Probably more,” Cherry said, shifting uncomfortably on her feet, adding haltingly, “because . . . it seems like they want us to do it a lot. Or they might kill us.”

“That’s probably the safest assumption,” Ezekiel agreed. “We need to remain open to new instructions, we must remain hopeful that soon, our bondage will be over. But now, we have no choice. We must–”

“On our backs?” Sarah interrupted.

Zeke turned to the girl, looked at her questioningly.

“I beg your pardon,” she said, blushing furiously. “But if . . . if we must do it . . . what would God prefer?”

“We’re supposed to do it on top,” Thomas blurted. “At least, that’s what’s said in the scripture.”

“But four or five times a day?” protested Mathilda, who spoke earnestly and seemed to have moved beyond blushing. “I’m already sore from just last night. So I propose we conduct it in a few ways . . . for the comforts of the fairer sex.”

“It might be easier for the boys too,” Moses said with a glance down at his full erection. “My soldier’s feeling the strain. Switching up the rules of engagement would serve him well.”

“Perhaps we’d want to mix our coupling too?” Lizette offered. “For the same reason?”

“Yes,” Sarah agreed, nodding, and she cast a quick glance toward the male loins around her. “I think I got the biggest of the bunch. It tore me up something fierce.”

“Was it me?” Jonah inquired. “I wasn’t–”

“You were with me,” Lizette interjected. “The way you churned round and round, I thought–”

“That was me,” Jeremiah corrected. “I remember your remonstrations.”

“What remonstrations?”

“You told me to keep at it, if I recall,” Jeremiah said with an air of mild offense.

“That might have been me,” said Cherry. “I think my exact words were ‘Stir me a bit more, please,’ and you did so.”

When Thomas cleared his throat to say something, Ezekiel realized it was time to step in.

“It sounds like none of us are quite sure who we . . . who we shared our time with,” he noted. “So pairing up with the same one isn’t feasible. Let’s just go to the one who’s closest now, and get a good look at them, and then we’ll probably need to switch, for everyone’s comfort. So after lunch you can trouble someone else.”

“Shall we start then?” Sarah asked.

“I think we shall,” Ezekiel agreed.

As it happened, Bethany was closest to Ezekiel, and he looked at the girl with a mad, reverent hunger, and he reached out his hand and she took it, and they stepped together and kissed, deeply, belly to belly, her breasts against his chest, his penis raised between them.

Bethany didn’t believe in heaven, not really, but if this moment was the closest she would get to that celestial plain, she would take it. The feel of Zeke’s starkly naked body, his soft lips, his rigid member pressed hard against her belly would not, could not be surpassed, unless they married. She would not think about such things until they were feasible. For now, in this magical moment, she would focus on the here and now because it was wonderful, beyond all expectations, even if privacy was not an option.

She ran her hands up and down his strong arms and back, reveling in the undeniable masculinity of this incredible man. Her sex yearned for him and yet she wanted to forestall their coupling as long as possible, because she had learned long ago, through her own furtive self-pleasuring, that satisfaction delayed was satisfaction amplified. Plus, once he had his way with her, she knew he would move on to ‘trouble’ another of the girls in the group.

“Do you want me as you had me last night?” she asked in a husky whisper. “I liked that.” She nibbled his neck. “So much.” She reached for his member, her curiosity at its maximum, and stroked it, marveling in the soft yet hard feel of the male anatomy she’d never encountered before last night. She loved it, almost as much as she loved Ezekiel.

“I had you two ways, sister,” Zeke whispered. “Or should I say . . . you had me.”

Bethany blushed hard and buried her face in the crook of his neck, smiling.

Ezekiel bent his legs, grabbed the base of his cock and raised it so the tip was pressed against Bethany’s vulva.

“Upright this time?” he asked, looking over his shoulder at the other four couples who were, at the moment, coupling in whatever position they found least taxing.

For such they’d been told to do.

“From behind, please,” Bethany rasped.

“Yes,” Ezekiel said, almost gasping the word. “To make it easier on you?”

“To allow me to…” She hesitated to explain. Did he need to know that she longed to touch herself while he fucked her? No, she decided. He did not.

Zeke stepped back, waiting for the girl to take her chosen position.

Bethany went to her knees and hands, looked back at him over her shoulder, willing him to enter her slot. She restrained her impulse to touch herself until he entered her.

Zeke, eyes only on her pink doorway, dropped to the mat behind her, angled his tip up to her hole, and plunged forward, the joy of her wet embrace so profound he struggled briefly with wooziness.

Bethany gasped as he thrust deep into her body. She moaned and closed her eyes as the sensations overwhelmed her. She touched herself and almost screamed at the surge of pleasure that engulfed her.

Bethany had chosen the position well, Ezekiel realized, thrusting rhythmically into the girl while he looked from the relative heights down upon the rest of the missionaries. Here was Thomas, grinding against the supine Sarah. Here were Jeremiah and Jonah, each on their backs, looking up in terror as Lizette and Cherry straddled them and rose and fell. He wasn’t quite sure what Mathilda and Moses were doing. She was on her side, one leg raised high. But it seemed to be working well enough for them, their bodies tense, muscles rippling, hips oscillating.

O, how strong was the will to live, and love, and witness again, within the hearts of these faithful missionaries!

Bethany felt Zeke swell in her pussy as he had last night and she rubbed her clit hard to climax with him. When she felt the delicious gush of his seed, she was unable to control herself and she screamed as she came, her cries united with the deeper groans of the boy, the sounds of their ecstasy echoing off the walls and, quite possibly, reverberating against the hull stem to stern.

The climaxes arrived to the missionaries’ cell like a rippling cascade, Jeremiah and Lizette mourning together, Cherry shouting in desperation, Thomas and Sarah and the rest expressing joy in their own ways, and when it was over, the bodies slackened and dropped by hip and shoulder and knee against the mats, and the breaths went shallow as everyone recovered, and they might all have fallen asleep if they weren’t interrupted a moment later.

“Young people?” cried a man’s voice from the cells down the hall. “Brewerites?”

No one spoke. To the last of them, they’d all forgotten there was anyone else imprisoned with them.

“Brewerites, can you hear me?” the man shouted again, more loudly.

Ezekiel, lying where he could watch the string of semen roll from Bethany’s slit, rose stiffly and went to the bars.

“Yes, Sir?” he shouted.

“You sound like you’re being used terribly,” the man said. “What infernal things are they doing to you?”

Ezekiel gripped the bars before him in shame, blushing as he struggled to find an answer.

“Please don’t fret for us,” he said at last. “We’re not being ill-used.”

“Truly, we’re not,” Bethany called out.

“You sound like you’ve caught three degrees of plague,” the man retorted, his concern beginning to give way to impatience.

“I assure you, we’re healthy,” Zeke said.

“Whatever you’ve caught,” complained a woman’s voice, “you came down with it last night as well.”

“We’ve been ordered to have relations by the spear woman,” Lizette called out.

“What on earth are you talking about, girl?” shouted a man.

“She made it clear that we will be on display and expected to…” Lizette stopped when Zeke gave her a look.

“Are you already performing then?” a woman asked with a distinctly icy tone.

“Ma’am,” Ezekiel said, drawing forth what he could of his most ministerial tone. “I assure you that we are acting in defense of our mortal souls. We must do their bidding, or die.”

To Zeke’s surprise, his words were answered with coarse laughter from several, both passenger and ship’s crew.

“How often per day are these relations going to be had?” the first man asked.

“We don’t know yet,” Sarah said. “So we’re erring on the side of caution.”

“We think after every meal, at least,” Cherry offered.

“Can you perhaps try to get it all in before the sun sets?” the woman asked hopefully.

“Why?” Bethany yelled. “Are we disturbing you?”

“No more so than if we’d found ourselves in the same hell where St. Peter sends iniquitous hyenas,” the man replied.

“I will thank you not to listen, then,” Zeke said sharply.

“Young man,” said the captain in his Prussian accent.

“Yes, Sir?”

“Are all 10 of you accounted for there?”

“We are.”

“And all are well?”

“We are,” Zeke assured, adding “quite,” which prompted more snickers from the unseen adults down the hall. “Thank you all for your concerns over our well-being,” Ezekiel concluded. “We are, like all of you, just trying to survive.”

The boy ignored the next round of laughter, turning to the others

“How is everyone holding up?” he asked, glancing in particular at Cherry, who’d issued an especially vocal cry during the most recent undertakings.

“Holding up?” Cherry asked. “As though we are all suffering?”

“No, not at all,” Ezekiel replied solemnly. “We need to make sure we can sustain our efforts, given the pace that’s been set for us. Who found something that worked well?”

“Mathilda and I took a new angle on things,” Moses said, prompting a nod from the slight blonde girl.

“I noticed,” Thomas said, turning to the couple. “Seemed like you’d saddled up on her leg. What brought that on?”

“It just occurred to me,” Mathilda said shyly. “I don’t know where it came from.”

“Do you do ballet?” Lizette inquired.

“No,” Mathilda said with an air of offense.

“I truly meant no offense,” Lizette protested. “I just thought it looked a bit like an eighth position, quarter jeté.”

The other girls exchanged looks.

“We all need to respect each other,” Ezekiel said, drawing himself up and, despite the bobbing of an awakening penis, speaking with the utmost dignity. “As we try out the things we’re doing to save our lives, we can learn from each other.”

“In that spirit,” Cherry began, “Zeke, perhaps you can show me what you did to make Bethany scream like that?” She went to her mat, dropped to all fours and aimed her bottom at the boy.

“I can’t promise the same results,” Ezekiel said apologetically, “but it worked well for us, I think.”

The others nodded, eyes on Cherry and Zeke.

“Maybe Cherry and I can go over the fine points,” Zeke proposed, his penis quickly regaining all the vigor of the session just past. “If that’s agreeable to you?”

“Maybe you should,” Cherry agreed with another angling up of her female doorway.

Bethany thought about objecting but quelled her impulse, reluctantly. She had no call on their leader, much as she wanted one. She gritted her teeth as she watched Zeke take up position behind the girl.

“As you can see,” Zeke began, his fellow missionaries standing or scooting nearer for a full view, “the tip of my, um, my male apparatus, is already set where it needs to be, so we just need to get Cherry’s, um, her chalice if you will, opened up.”

Cherry reached back and spread herself for him as she peered over her shoulder.

Thus invited in, Zeke entered slowly and respectfully, granting an instructive view to any peers still uncertain of how things should work.

“Oh, lord,” Cherry whispered. “They do come in different sizes!”

“I might tip the scales where girth is concerned,” Ezekiel said a little breathlessly. “But we’ll need . . . I’m sure they’ll want each of you . . . all our females . . .  to be able to accommodate all of . . . ahhhh . . . us.”

“Oh, yes,” Cherry said. “We need…to…accommodate…” She closed her eyes and balled her fists as the boy worked her hole.

“So . . . go in straight,” Zeke continued, giving the lesson his best effort despite the catch in his voice. “At least, that’s how I like to start.”

“Do you think we all should give it a go?” Jeremiah asked, sitting in a state of clear discomfort, his manhood at full mast.

Bethany glanced at Zeke and Cherry, then back at Jeremiah. “Sure,” she said as she took his hand to lead him away from the demonstration.

With impressive speed, given what the remaining missionaries had already sacrificed that morning, the remaining six paired up, each girl falling to hands and knees, each boy mounting her from behind with a full degree of ardour, and now all five couples moaned through another session of tragically necessary practice. Were anyone making an account of the proceedings in this little cell, with its barrenness and its cruel rules,  they must surely have concluded that the survival of the 10 Brewerites was looking increasingly likely.

“I wonder if anyone finds it advisable,” Thomas gasped, “to aim a little higher up the chute?”

“Not too high,” protested Sarah with a grunt and the shake of her pelvis. “That’s a bit hard on the sore places.”

“What about down instead?” Jonah queried, rising on his knees and directing his shaft sharply downward, toward Lizette’s belly.

“Ohhh!” the girl cried. “Yes, keep at it, I think you’ve found the true, uh, way. Ohhhh! OHHHHHH!”

~ ~ ~

Itzel wheeled her cart to the edge of the cage and smiled. Not one of her charges had noticed her presence, and she used the opportunity to observe their practice. Her own belly clenched at the sights and sounds of such uninhibited sexuality, and she promised herself that she would have each of the boys before the ship reached port.

But there was no reason to interrupt their efforts immediately, she reasoned, and the display was too enjoyable to suspend, so she kept silent and took note of who appeared to know best what they were doing and which of the men were a little less adept. She was unsurprised that the tallest man, well-formed and well-spoken and apparently their leader, was not only competent but well-equipped, if the sounds emanating from his partner were any indication. She watched until she couldn’t contain her desire any longer, and she took a meat-stuffed pastry from the tray and tossed it at the back of the leader’s head. He turned and looked with unseeing eyes before they focused on her, and she motioned for him to approach her. Looking both puzzled and apprehensive, he reluctantly disengaged from Cherry’s organ and shuffled on his knees to Iztel, and the savage spear girl raised an eyebrow, turned away from him, lowered herself to the floor and offered her slot, uncovered underneath her short skirt. She waved him home and Zeke–blank-eyed and trancelike–finished the journey on his knees, stuck his penis through the bars and into her vagina.

“Ezekiel,” Jeremiah blurted, looking up with surprise midway through another thrust up Sarah’s treasure. “What gives, man?”


Chapter 8: A Ride in Chains

It was the sharp words of Jeremiah Bulwark-Fieldstone that freed Ezekiel Marbletower from his spell. Still deeply embedded in the savage spear girl on the other side of the bars, Zeke whirled to look first at Jeremiah, and then at the rest of the missionaries.

“What gives, man?” Jeremiah demanded again. “How’d you end up in her lily of the valley?”

Zeke gathered his wits and took in the scene: Four couples were practicing the art of copulation from the rear while Cherry sat forlornly on her mat, legs crossed and eyes on her knees.

Wait now. If Sister Cherubim was empty, whose chamber was Zeke plumbing at the moment?

He spun back around, found his penis connected in a very intimate way with the girl who called herself Itzel, her black skirt pulled up and her undergarment missing and her wide hips undulating with each thrust of his manhood back into her well.

Ezekiel Marbletower, you are having relations with one of the angels. A Chumbite. A God-appointed warrioress in the struggle against the Bumpkins.

Zeke continued to ponder as he sampled the strange girl’s body.

Or might she be a Bumpkin? Was he committing the grave sin of consorting with one of God’s enemies? Or was he receiving one of the blessings due any faithful Brewerite?

Either way, the girl’s chamber was every bit as inviting and warm as any of the other holes he had sampled, and he continued to plunge within her while he struggled for an explanation.

“She asked me over, as far as I recall,” he said, eyes on the small of the girl’s back. “I’m not sure if my summoning was entirely natural.”

“She’s a Bumpkin!” Thomas warned, although his fear was not so great as to interfere with his sexual exertions. If anything, the pace of his thrusts increased while he spoke.

“She might be,” Ezekiel said tensely. “I don’t believe we’ve received spiritual guidance yet on that score. She could just as easily be a Chumbite.”

“She’s just a slut,” Bethany said under her breath as Jonah worked her slot from behind, and she watched Zeke with an unexpected blend of animosity and trepidation even as she was being attended to by another boy. Her mind was at once clear and clouded by the competing and contrasting emotions. “Spiritual guidance, my arse,” she whispered.

Itzel arched her back and craned her neck to look at Ezekiel, and she waved her hand at him and grunted, her meaning clear: Get out.

As Ezekiel reluctantly withdrew from the girl’s chamber, she pointed to Thomas and issued another grunt.

“I think she wants you,” Ezekiel said to Thomas, and Thomas disengaged from Sarah and went to the spear girl while Zeke rose and stood unsteadily, turning to Cherry.

“Mmmmm,” Cherry said with a shake of her head. “I think it best you not revisit me after you’ve called on her Bumpkin… parts.”

Zeke looked down at his engorged, frustrated member, coated with the same clear juice the Brewerite girls leaked.

“I don’t think . . .” he stammered. “Her . . . she’s . . . it’s the same.”

“But you don’t know that,” Cherry declared.

“Here, let me,” Bethany said as she disengaged from Jonah unceremoniously and walked to where Zeke was standing and looking lost and forlorn. She went to her knees and took his member in her mouth, to his surprise and delight.

“Ahh!” Cherry mewled as she backed away from the pair.

“She might be a Chumbite,” Zeke countered, looking down as Bethany cleansed his erection. “That would make her . . . what she makes . . . angelic.”

“Well, I’m just a girl,” Bethany said between sucks. “Same as any of them,” she waved at the other missionaries, “or her.” She nodded at the spear girl, who was now being energetically plumbed by Thomas. Bethany went back to the task at hand and pulled Zeke’s member deep into her mouth.

“It looks the same to me,” Thomas said, holding the majority of his shaft outside Itzel’s vagina to inspect the wetness she’d coated him with. But just to be sure, he pushed in and pulled out again, nodded when the juice remained the same.

“Tastes the same, as well,” Bethany added.

“How would you know what it tastes like?” Cherry inquired before she crawled over to Jonah on four limbs, arched her back and winced when he entered her.

Bethany shrugged and looked up at Zeke.

“I’ll be happy to ease your distress if you like,” she offered.

Ezekiel looked down at the girl, impressed with her support through these most difficult circumstances.

“Is there any of Itzel left on me?” he asked her.

“I believe there is, but it’s no bother,” Bethany said, returning to the morning’s chosen practice position. “I’ve removed most of it.”

“If she’s a Chumbite, there’s a good chance her juice will be restorative,” Ezekiel said once he’d gotten back up Bethany’s slot.

“Is that from scripture?” Thomas inquired, his head engaged in matters of theology while his lower half worked at the spear girl’s loins.

“I can’t think of anything specific,” Ezekiel admitted. “But it would be a righteous assumption.”

“Their meat was good. I ate some,” said Sarah, who was without a partner at the moment, Thomas having been summoned to the savage. “Their apples and pomegranates were good. I ate that too.”

“Oh, that’s from Delights,” Lizette said, her hair and breasts swaying as Johan pushed in and out behind her.

“Chapter 5,” Sarah said proudly, still on her hands and knees but with her hams against her calves.

“How much of the Book of Mondobo have you memorized?” Jeremiah asked.

“Not that much,” Sarah said. “But those lines always stuck out to me, and now I know why. The next words are ‘The nectar brought to me on silver platters by the fairest Chumbite girls was especially good, and I drank it down.’”

“How are you interpreting the words, Sister?” Ezekiel asked, his spiritual excitement now matching the physical.

“Nectar,” Sarah said. “Couldn’t that be talking about what girls make?”

“I think he was speaking strictly about a feast he attended,” said Jeremiah.

“But the fairest Chumbite girls,” Ezekiel said. “Why would he put it that way? Maybe he was giving us a clue.”

“Nowhere in scripture does Josiah Brewer admit to having relations with anyone in Mondobo,” Johah noted.

“He wouldn’t just say it though,” Sarah countered. “Writing of such things would be in poor taste.”

Itzel grunted, and everyone turned to her as though she were about to enlighten them, but she was pointing at Jeremiah, so the boy obediently pulled his penis out of Mathilda and reported to the savage girl while Thomas exited the spear girl’s chamber and returned to Sarah. Sarah, for her part, seemed to be done with her spiritual ruminations and rose up on her knees. But before Thomas could plunge back within her body, she motioned him to draw near so she could undertake a judicious examination of his member and the wetness the spear girl had deposited.

“It seems the same as all of ours,” Sarah said, motioning to Thomas to put it in without a cleaning. “But if it’s got Chumbite power, I wonder what it would do for me? Maybe they–”

The rest of her words were forgotten as she groaned out, her sensitive hole once again being stretched around Thomas’ girth.

“Are you feeling anything yet, Sarah?” Mathilda asked. With her partner stolen by the primitive sex girl, she was sitting with her legs drawn up, looking for a distraction.

“No, not really,” Sarah said, obviously disappointed. “At least, nothing that makes me think of the Chumbites.”

“What are you expecting?” Thomas asked, looking down as he mixed Itzel’s juice with his current partner’s.

“I don’t know,” Sarah sniffed.

“Wisdom,” Ezekiel predicted breathily as he labored in Bethany’s womanhood. “Virtue. Greater faith.”

Bethany snorted. “They’re not gods. She’s no different than us.”

“The Chumbites are angelic,” Jonah said, also struggling somewhat to speak as he moved in and out of his female. “That should count for something.”

“If they’re so angelic,” Bethany said, “why are we locked in a cage?”

“They might be Bumpkins,” Jeremiah said, struggling to turn his head while his lower half worked at fulfilling Itzel’s demands. “But that might not be a bad thing.”

“Strength,” Ezekiel said, his pontifications limited to single words while he neared his next climax. “Cunning . . . agility . . . ohhhhhhh . . .  ohhhhh . . . AHHHH!”

Ezekiel’s release seemed to trigger Jonah and Thomas, who each suffered their own noisy climaxes. Jeremiah, however, was banished from Itzel’s hole before he found completion, and so he arrived back within Mathilda’s folds to get things done. Under the spear girl’s ongoing commands, both Jonah and Moses took their own turns within her, but none were allowed to deposit in her hole, each receiving that pleasure only afterwards, from their partners. Mathilda and Lizette, both loathe to take the girl’s juices within themselves, cleaned their partners orally before impalement resumed, and boisterous orgasms followed all around.

Itzel, having satisfactorily sampled each of the five males, stood, lowered her skirt and departed, leaving the food cart. The missionaries, for whom sexual exercise seemed to have led to a growth in appetite, availed themselves of the cart’s bounty, the strange food and drink becoming increasingly familiar, even desired.

The meal complete for her, Bethany took Zeke’s arm and led him to the far corner of the cage while the others continued gorging. She looked at him with wide eyes.

“Are we to become whores, and whatever men are called who have sex for a living?”

“Panderers, I think?” Zeke said, looking at the ceiling and searching for an appropriate word. “Philanderers?”

“Gigolos, I think,” Bethany ventured. “Panderers are more like pimps but…” She was suddenly embarrassed by her knowledge of the lowest professions. “But is that what lies ahead for us?”

Ezekiel, still chewing on the last of a stuffed pastry, looked deeply into the girl’s eyes, pondered, found a sudden wisdom. Where had it come from? Chumbite magic? Absorbed through the flesh of his penis? It was quite possible.

“No,” he said firmly. “We are doing only what we’ve been told to do, by our captors. We have, none of us, fallen willingly. Or fallen at all, for that matter. And you . . .” Zeke’s eyes filled with unexpected tears, so deeply did he feel Bethany’s distress, and he put his hand on her shoulder. “And you, Sister . . . you have done your best. You have served . .  in godliness . . . and faithfulness.”

Bethany’s heart swelled with pride and love for the boy even as she knew his interest in her was different, less personal. She would take whatever he would give her as she reached for his other hand and squeezed it gently. “I only want what’s best for all of us.”

“I know you do,” he said, nodding solemnly. “I fear they will force us to continue, as we have been doing. Possibly even more. Maybe six times a day, or eight. But we must never forget who we are. And whose we are.”

“Or maybe a dozen times, and long into the night?” Bethany offered, her sex clenching at the thought.

Ezekiel grimaced, as though in physical pain. “It might be,” he said mournfully. “Unless we can establish faithful contact with Itzel and her people, we will be nothing more than beasts of burden to them, carrying out their cruel commands, over and over. And at some point, a dozen times a day might seem easy, compared to what they demand.”

Bethany was thrown off balance by a sudden shift in the floor beneath her, and a roar echoed throughout the hold and reverberated. She looked at Zeke, but his eyes were as wide as hers.

“Sounds like we’re stopping,” Thomas announced.

“Berthing,” Jonah corrected.

“No one’s gotten that far yet,” Lizette clarified. “It does take nine months or so.”

Jonah looked sharply at the girl. Was she joking? Did she need a little more Chumbite wisdom?

“The ship is berthing,” corrected Jonah, who by virtue of his name had kept up on nautical concepts with a little more diligence than his peers. “It’s a boating term. Means we’re pulling up to a dock.”

The craft continued to rumble, its mysterious inner workings matched by the shifting of their space, the floor tilting to and fro, their bodies pushed by the forces of momentum and inertia.

“Brothers and sisters,” Ezekiel intoned, inspired by the need for another formal address, and he stepped to the middle of the cell. The nine others, naked and post coital as they were, formed a crescent before him, each attending his next words with all the reverence of high mass.

“We are going to be brought off this boat,” Ezekiel said. “I don’t know where they’ll take us next. I don’t know if we’ll be kept together. I don’t know if . . . if they’ll let us continue to live.”

Ezekiel drew himself up to his full height.

“But our faith has brought us this far. It saved us from the desolation of the ocean. It spared us from death by spear. And we have learned to do what we must to save our lives. So each of you, remember that you are a faithful Brewerite, and you are still on a Brewerite mission. You will have chances to witness, to grow in faith, and perhaps even to deliver others to our faith. And it might be that God has brought us to this place for some higher purpose. Indeed, we might soon all find ourselves fighting side by side with the Chumbites in the final battle that ends with the complete defeat of the Bumpkins.”

Iztel reappeared almost as suddenly as she’d disappeared, there to remove the food cart. But when she reached the bars, she held up a piece of paper that Bethany immediately recognized as a map, and she reached through the bars for it, but she wasn’t fast enough, and Iztel drew it back and held it up for all of the caged missionaries to see.

“Waye' yano'on,” she said slowly to no avail. She pointed at a particular point on the map and repeated the words even more slowly, but was greeted only by uncomprehending–and still slightly sex-dazed–eyes. She frowned at the group and reached for her translator book, paged through it and pointed at an English word.

“Here,” Bethany read, squinting at the book. “I think she means we’re at that point on the map.”

Thomas stepped to the bars, peering at the map.

“Wait,” he said, voice almost a whisper. “That’s England there.”

“And that’s Europe, and Africa,” Jonah said. “And China . . . China and Japan . . . over there.”

“Then what’s that?” Bethany asked no one in particular.

In the center of the map, two impossibly enormous islands had been placed, one south, one north, joined at the middle by a tiny spit of land.

“Mondobo!” Jeremiah announced.

“No,” Ezekiel declared. “Mondobo is smaller than England. This map . . .” His voice trailed off as he and the rest of the faithful studied the incomprehensible document.

Itzel smiled with satisfaction, perhaps enjoying the captives’ collective mystification.

“Waye' yano'on,” she said again, holding the tip of her index finger over a place on the eastern coast of the lower island.

“Mondobo?” Ezekiel queried. “Mondobo?”

Itzel laughed at him, set down the translation book and folded the map.

“Gaia,” she said.

“Gaia,” Sarah echoed in a tone of deep disappointment. Gaia was the wrong name, what the rest of the world called the unknown places where so many explorers had been lost, before Josiah Brewer visited there with Jesus and discovered its true name: Mondobo.

Itzel backed away, headed down the hall to speak to the other captives, the words “Waye' yano'on”.echoing up, followed by the fruitless requests of the crew and the other passengers.

“We demand to speak to a national representative!” thundered the captain.

“Where are you taking us?” a woman shouted. “What are you going to do to us?”

Itzel made no attempt to answer any of the questions, saying a few more words in her own tongue while the vessel rumbled, shifted, turned and at last fell silent.

“We’re here,” Jonah announced.

“Wherever here is,” Thomas added ominously.

“She called it Gaia,” Sarah noted.

“Maybe because they know that’s what it’s called,” said Jeremiah. “By most people in Europe, anyway.”

“But it’s not Mondobo, I don’t think,” Lizette said. “That map . . .”

“Could Brewer have got it wrong?” Jeremiah asked, and all turned to Ezekiel, and he looked back at them with the haunted eyes of a man who has not yet found the path to squaring faith with reality.

“Let us remain . . .” he finally choked out, “faithfully open to any possibility.”

The missionaries huddled at the bars, listening to the bangs, whirrs and rumbles of a great ship being tied to a dock, tended to, opened, unloaded.

“Is anyone else as nervous as I am?” Bethany asked no one in particular.

“I think if they were going to kill us, they would have,” said Thomas. “Or not even saved us to start with.”

“I’m not worried about them killing us,” Bethany explained. “I’m nervous about being paraded around naked.”

“I think they just want us to dress like them,” Jeremiah offered hopefully.

“Then where are our clothes?” Bethany asked defiantly.

“We don’t get them back, I’m sure,” Lizette said.

“No, I meant our new clothes,” Bethany said.

“Maybe they didn’t have our size on the ship,” said Jonah. “Maybe there’s a dry goods store in the city here where one gets fitted out.”

“I give up,” Bethany said as she rolled her eyes. “Zeke, what do you think?”

“I don’t think she meant zoo,” Zeke said, not sounding as certain as he usually did.

“Yeah, I wasn’t even talking about that,” Bethany said. “She did mean zoo. I saw it there in the book she has.”

“It might be a metaphor,” Moses said hopefully.

“Or it might be exactly what they have in mind for us,” Bethany said. She couldn’t understand why they weren’t taking this more seriously. “We’ll be on display, like we’ve been in here, only worse.”

Somewhere nearby, a door opened, and boots thudded up the hall toward them, passing the other occupants of the lost ship, not stopping until they reached the 10 faithful youth, a dozen male and female troopers in black, sets of chain draped over the arms of most.

“Teech,” one of the men said, pointing at Lizette and motioning her forward. Lizette stepped to the bars and, after a few more gestures, held her hands forward, watching as a pair of silver cuffs were wrapped around her wrists. A long chain with a second set of cuffs hung from her wrists, and those were wrapped around her ankles.

“Have faith, Sister,” Zeke said quietly as the girl stared blankly down at her chains.

“Teech,” he said again, pointing to Moses.

And so it went, each of the missionaries chained in turn, ankles and wrists all bound together, the 10 youth helpless, unable even to reach much higher than their chests.

The door was unlocked, and with more gestures and grunts, the 10 innocents were brought forth, escorted in a somber line up the hall.

Bethany looked at Zeke forlornly. “See?” she whispered. “This can’t be good. This is how they move animals. Or slaves.”

“There might be someone on land who can clear this up,” Zeke whispered back. “These are just sailors. Maybe they never heard of Josiah Brewer.”

The young prisoners passed the rest of the English ship’s passengers and crew, all naked, standing behind the bars of a half dozen cages, segregated with no rhyme or reason, men with women, older with younger. Only the Brewerites had been caged logically.

The captain, still looking dignified despite his nudity and slumped shoulders, watched the captives pass sadly, his sense of responsibility for their welfare still obviously foremost in his mind.

“Godspeed, Brewerites,” he said sadly.

Bethany frowned, wanting to lace into the man for even mentioning a god who had clearly forsaken them to the savages, but she held her tongue. Why they all clung to misbegotten notions of deities and heavenly interventions when no such things were happening made her head spin.

The nude woman beside the captain nodded with sympathy, and all that had passed between the missionaries and the adults in the last two days seemed to have been forgotten, none of the adults here leering, mocking, or giving off any sentiment beyond a shared distress, and perhaps some lingering hope that a higher power might yet intervene.

They walked in single file, the crew members close by on right and left, and finally through a great doorway into the blazing sun of a bustling port of a land that should not be.

And what a land it was. Past the dozen great ships visible besides their own–some clearly military, some meant for cargo–stood a city so tall and grand and white it might have been brought down from heaven in one piece. At least 30 structures stood taller than anything in London, 20 storeys, 30, 40, and the gleaming streets between them were crowded with silent vehicles, not unlike the cabs and lorries of England, but without the belching steam, the huffing turbines.

“Look at the turnip,” Thomas said, gazing skyward at a peculiar aircraft, not ballon-like and hovering in the sky, but humming as it raced toward the horizon.

“Oh, my heavens,” Bethany gasped as they took in the view. “This makes London look like a village up north.” She turned to Zeke. “What is this place?”

“Mondobo!” Ezekiel declared rapturously as they descended on a narrow walkway to the dock below. “This must be it. It’s too beautiful to be any other place.”

When one of the guards near him laughed, the sound of that word once again provoking humor and not reverence from these people, Ezekiel pretended he hadn’t heard it.

“Why do they laugh at you?” Bethany asked. “What do they find funny about us?”

Their escorts didn’t seem to mind their talking, so Ezekiel raised his voice, wanting all in front of and behind him to hear his next words.

“It’s been more than 100 years since Josiah Brewer came here with Jesus,” he reminded everyone. “We don’t know what’s happened since then. I believe the language has changed. Maybe God sent a second race to help the Chumbites, and they’re the ones who have captured us. But these are no Bumpkins. This is no Bumpkin village.”

The sun-drenched concrete nearly burned their bare feet as they marched along a network of piers to solid land, where a large van waited for them at the edge of a broad road.

Ezekiel peered back to gaze at the ship that had found them, first seeing the guns that bristled above its deck before he noticed the smaller craft behind it–the Trident. Along with capturing the occupants of the ship, these people had taken the ship itself for some reason, primitive and small as it was.

But no, this was not the only inferior vessel in the port. Set apart from the rest of the boats floated an ancient ship of black wood, topped with a single mast and a great white sheet for a sail. Others lay beyond it, more masted vessels, several steamships as well.

“That’s one of the Portuguesers!” Jonah exclaimed.

“What are you talking about?” Lizette demanded.

“Look at the closest one,” Jonah said. “It’s one of the lost ships. Christoff Colombo’s old boat. It’s been here all along!”

“But . . . why?” Sarah asked.

“Look at the building in front,” Jonah said grimly, tilting his head toward a three-storey structure looming over the ancient vessels, dozens of vehicles parked around it, people gathering outside. “It’s a museum.”

As the missionaries in front of her waited their turn to climb into the van, Bethany looked around at the pedestrians, all golden-skinned, all dressed, all looking at the naked prisoners she now realized they were. The people stared at them without looking away when she stared back, as if they assumed she was incapable of perceiving their interest or perhaps just not caring. Either way, she blushed hard at the complete lack of humanity they offered her and her fellow prisoners, and she entered the relative privacy of the cab with some relief.

The interior of the vehicle, tall enough to stand upright in, featured windows above and benches on either side, and the missionaries took their places facing each other, worried eyes peering into worried eyes. The floor rumbled beneath their feet, suggesting a motor of some kind, of the same efficient design that propelled the ship that had captured them.

“What moves such a vehicle with no smoke or steam?” she asked Zeke. “How does it work?”

“I wish I could say,” Zeke replied. “It seems to be an earthly technology. Not the hand of God. But beyond that, I–”

A shadow darkened the still opened door at the back of the van, a female form appeared, and all turned to look at the shape of Itzel, the spear girl.

“Hello,” she said, dressed in the same bra and skirt that had been her uniform since their capture.

“Hello, Itzel, how’s the honey flowing?” Thomas quipped.

“Thomas!” Sarah hissed.

“She doesn’t understand a word of it,” Thomas said, laughing back. Itzel’s dark eyes darted from the boy to the girl and back to the boy again, his erection rising between his manacled hands, clearly not comprehending.

“Hello,” she said again, and she turned, waved to someone on the pavement behind the vehicle, and shut the door behind her, regarding the captives.

“You’re going with us?” Zeke asked.

Whatever power propelled them roared to life, and the van began moving.

“Zoo,” she said, and held up nine fingers, seemed to be counting them, closed her eyes to do some mental calculations. “Sirty nin minitz”

“Thirty-nine, that’s what I heard,” Moses said. “Minutes, then. Thirty-nine minutes.”

“That’s rather precise,” said Sarah. “In London you’re lucky if you get where you’re going within the half hour.”

“Will we be freed from these?” Bethany asked as she held up her manacles at the woman. “Are we going into another cage?”

Itzel studied Bethany for a moment, raised her translation book, flipped through a few pages before thinking better of it and pushing the book back under her arm, and instead resorted to pantomime.

First, she wrapped her left hand around her right wrist, then opened her hand quickly, making a clicking sound with her mouth.

“They’re going to unchain our right hands,” Lizette said hopefully.

“Maybe she means all our limbs,” Thomas said. “Do you mean all our limbs? Wrists, ankles, whatever you call them?”

Itzel seemed to understand, repeating the gesture three more times, bending to open imaginary cuffs around her ankles before she stood and smiled at everyone.

“This is just temporary then,” Jeremiah said with relief. “We’ll soon be free.”

Itzel’s performance continued, an encore of her earlier gesture, shoving her finger into her fist.

“She means for us to have sex again,” Bethany whispered.

“I had feared as much,” Ezekiel said, shifting a little uncomfortably as his organ continued to grow.

“You don’t look fearful,” Sarah smirked with a nod at his manhood. “You look anything but.”

Ezekiel looked down sheepishly before he confirmed with relief that all of the males were suffering from some degree of the same condition.

“We haven’t been given a choice,” he said.

“Do you want a choice?” Sarah continued. “I’d say not.”

Ezekiel aimed his resigned demeanor at Itzel.

“How many times per day will we have to do it?” he asked.

Bethany saw that the spear girl didn’t understand the question so she rose, shuffled forward in the shifting van and performed a pantomime of her own. She plunged one finger into her fist, then held up her hands, palms up, then counted her fingers silently, one, two, until all ten were outstretched. Everyone watched in silence, including Itzel, who seemed to sincerely want to understand, and now she resorted to her book, flipping from page to page.

“Sirty . . . sirty one.”

“Thirty one times per day?” Jonah exclaimed incredulously. “Why that’s not . . . I don’t believe it’s physically possible, for the male or the female body.”

“It does also seem oddly specific,” Sarah noted.

“I’m not sure it’s completely impossible,” said Cherry, who was squirming just as uncomfortably on the bench as some of the males, while a puddle of juice collected beneath her on the seat. “For females at least.”

“Maybe there’s a religious meaning to the number,” Thomas said, turning to Ezekiel.

“Nothing comes to mind,” Zeke said. “But I wish I had a Book of Mondobo.”

Bethany returned to her seat, her expression uncertain, and the missionaries rode in silence for a time, swaying to the stops, starts and turns as the vehicle plied unseen roads.

“Shall we sing a hymn?” Ezekiel proposed, desperate both to buck up the spirits of his fellow missionaries and to take his mind off his swollen manhood. One should not force a man to have frequent sex in the morning, and then chain him and force him to ride naked with his female colleagues in the afternoon, with no chance at relief.

“When Josiah Smith Went Walking?” Sarah proposed.

It wasn’t one of Zeke’s favorites, but Lizette immediately began singing, always proud of her classically trained voice, and the rest joined in on the second line:

When Josiah Smith went walking

By and by, by and by

Jesus up and started talking,

By and by, by and by

And he said, “Josiah, come ride in my undersea ferry,

To a land you’ve never seen,

To a place you’ve never been,

Where the Chumbites and the Bumpkins are warring,

Good and evil out for battle every morning,

And the Chumbites will surely win.”

When Josiah Smith went walking

By and by, by and by.

The song continued, all seven verses before the van rumbled to a stop and Itzel gestured to her captives, commanding them with her hand to rise.


Chapter 9: A Coal Buying Demonstration

The door behind Itzel opened, and three faces appeared, all in light green uniforms, a woman and two men, peering into the van.

Rapid words were exchanged, Itzel pointed to Sarah, and Sarah moved reluctantly forward, stepping down from the back ot the vehicle and into an area surrounded by dense vegetation, but with a tall fence immediately before her.

As Itzel pointed to the missionaries one at a time, Jonah next, then Lizette, each shuffled off the van and was escorted through a pair of  gates into the enclosure.

As she followed the others out the back of the van, Bethany looked around this space with wide eyes. Her chains clinked on the metal steps as she picked her way carefully down the steps, but she could not take her eyes from the bars, chain link fencing, barbed wire, and other instruments of captivity.

The enclosure they were being walked into was a large, circular space, bordered on all sides by a tall fence, perhaps 50 yards in diameter and open to the sky, with a mix of trees, bushes, and odd man-made fixtures she didn’t at first comprehend. But she knew what this was. She had been to the London Zoo only once and hated it for what she saw as a prison for wild beasts–one of which she had apparently just become. The enormity of her plight crushed her.

“Sister,” Ezekiel whispered from behind her. “Are you alright?”

“They mean to put us on display,” she said, unmindful of the guards, who didn’t understand her anyway.  “We’re to be an amusement for them,” she said, pointing as she noticed for the first time the locals lining the far side of the fence. Two other enclosures stood not far from this one, each round, filled with vegetation and more fixtures, neither empty. Through the fencing that separated them, she could see, in the nearer enclosure, naked women from Africa, some black as night, some the color of coffee and cream, pensively watching their arrival. In the more distant enclosure, mostly obscured by the African pen and its foliage, white-skinned women stood as mute witnesses to the arrival of the Englanders, their uniformly long black hair suggesting Asian heritage.

“Who are they?” she asked Zeke, who looked but said nothing. “Why are they here?”

“Where did Itzel go?” Zeke asked. “Maybe she can explain where we are and what’s to become of us.”

“She said zoo,” Bethany whispered. “She said zoo.”

Ezekiel searched the space, the other enclosures, and he made his way through the gates, unconcerned by the crowds gathering to look at him and his fellow Brewerites, naked as they were.

“Our arrival seems to be an occasion,” he said to the girl, who’d kept by his elbow as he walked, and he looked from one foreign face to the next, marveling at the variations in what was overall a strange race, with golden skin, high cheekbones, black hair, and clothing dyed in all the colors of the rainbow.

They looked back at him, curiously, and soon the rest of the faithful were standing beside him. The woman in the green uniform appeared, unlocking their chains one by one, handing them to the two men.

Bethany looked at the people looking at her and blushed at her nakedness, the removal of her restraints hardly a relief. Even with the other missionaries around her, also naked, she felt vulnerable and almost punished for no reason.

“This is,” Thomas began dourly, “a zoo in every respect of the word.”

“And we’re the animals,” Sarah added unnecessarily.

“And I think we already know what’s to be expected of us,” Bethany whispered. She glanced at the boys and their erect penises.

“Hello!” someone shouted. “Welcome to the Zoológico Chik'iin, which means the Eastern Zoo in Aztechian.”

Ezekiel turned, startled to hear a distant voice speaking English, and he followed the sound to the enclosure of African girls, all of the 10 or so of them peering through the fences, the one in the front of the band speaking.

Ezekiel, forgetting the patrons ogling them all, strode around the shrubbery and artifacts to regard the dark band of naked girls

Bethany almost had to run to keep up with Zeke at his pace, his penis bouncing as he walked toward the black women.

“Where are we?” Zeke asked the girl, separated from him by a pair of fences and a gap of no more than 10 feet.

“I just told you,” she said.

“No,” Zeke said with urgent hopefulness. “Are we in Mondobo?”

The girl laughed. "What did you say?”

“Mondobo,” Zeke said. “Home of the Chumbites.”

“Mondobo?” she echoed. “Do you know what that means?”

“It’s the land of–”

“Dirty linens,” interrupted the girl. “You’re not there, I promise. You’re at the Eastern Zoo.”

Zeke stared out with confusion at the girl, slender, imperial, taller than any of the girls in his group, almost as tall as himself, and broad in the shoulders, like a man. But by the look of her, no one would mistake her sex even if she had been clothed. Her breasts were full and dark, nipples prominent and hard. Her waist was narrow but her hips impossibly wide, her thighs thick and powerful. Her triangle was darker than the rest of her body, which lent it an air of mystery and foreboding.

And her voice was deep, ringing as though from within all of her body when she chortled.

“What are you laughing at?” Bethany said angrily.

“Beth, don’t,” Zeke whispered. “She’s not…”

“I don’t like her,” Bethany stage-whispered back.

“And I don’t like you,” the girl said with a broad smile. “I’m Shaka, by the way. So, where are you from?”

“We’re English,” Zeke said. “Brewerites.” He eyed her. “Where did you learn English?”

“My parents sent me to a school run by the Pope in Eastern Ethiopia, and I was a close friend of the headmaster’s daughter. She took it upon herself to school me in all the proper slang and vernacular.”

“From what I’ve heard so far,” Zeke admitted, “she did an excellent job.” He looked at the other women behind Shaka. “Are any of them as fluent as you?”

“No, I’ve tried but they are little interested in a useless project like learning a language no one but me speaks. Now that you’re here, that might change.” She looked down at Ezekiel’s swollen member without bothering to hide her interest or subtext.

“Are there any men in your. . .compound?” Zeke asked.

“One, yes. He’s sleeping now,” she admitted before adding, “he sleeps a lot.”

“I can understand why,” Zeke said as his eyes ranged over the other women, all solidly built and all quite beautiful in an exotic but alluring way. Their thick lips, broad noses, and kinked hair he was familiar with from the odd African he’d run across in London, but to see so many in one place, and all of them naked, intensified and magnified the overall effect for him.

Bethany’s reaction to the group was exactly the opposite of Ezekiel’s. She was appalled by the women’s overt and conspicuous sexuality, a reaction new to her but highly disturbing. The group was far too comfortable with their lewdness and suggestive poses, their mere presence an affront to her and the other female missionaries, not to mention a blatant come-on to the boys, of which they had only one, supposedly. Her dislike for the group of black women and for Shaka in particular, grew exponentially as they eyed each other.

“What’s going to happen to us?” Thomas asked, shouting over Ezekiel’s shoulder.

:”They haven’t told you?” Shaka said.

“We’ve gotten inklings that intercourse might be on the menu,” Cherry said, prompting a laugh from the African girl.

“Oh yes,” she said.

“We’ve already gotten a start on it,” Sarah said. “A rather solid start, if I might put it that way.”

“Where did they catch you?” Shaka asked, looking at Ezekiel.

“Our ship lost power off Africa,” he said. “We drifted for more than a week before they took us all. What about you?”

“Same thing,” Shaka said. “Or similar, at least. Charter fishing tour with a few of the priests, ran off course, they snatched us all. Been 10 years or so.”

“You’ve been here 10 years?” Zeke asked, horrified.

“Not here,” she said. “This is something new. Did they perform the ceremony?”

“The ceremony?”

“The capturing ceremony. They all stand about shouting Cristoforo something.’”

“They did,” Zeke confirmed. “Rather a lot of spears involved. What was that about?”

“It’s a big part of their culture,” Shaka said. “They raided someone’s ship 100 years ago or something, and they’re so proud of it they keep reenacting it.”

“Is that what this is?” Jeremiah asked.

“Oh no,” Shaka said. “This is one of their newer ideas. Sex of the savages is what they call it.”

Bethany’s attention was drawn to the third enclosure with its 10 or so naked girls, smaller and whiter but not the same as she and her fellow Brits. Nipponites, perhaps, or Chinese, and they stood watching, saying nothing. She was happy to leave the conversation between Zeke and the black girl and to Zeke’s left to speak with them.

“Anyone here speak English?” she asked in a too-loud voice.

The girls just stared at her.

Bethany sighed and pointed at herself. “Beth,” she said slowly. “Beth.” Then she pointed at the girl who looked most like a potential leader, but to no avail. The Asian girls just laughed, covered their mouths and looked at each other.

“Beth,” she repeated, pointing at herself again, then she pointed at the girls as a group, moving her hand across them.

No response other than more giggling.

“They won’t understand you, Mrs. Beth,” said Shaka in a not completely respectful tone.

“Why not?” Beth snapped. “You speak English.”

“They’re all from Nippon, picked up a couple of months ago,” Shaka said. “They’re just starting to understand my commands.”

“Where’s that?” she asked in a softer tone.

“Big island off the coast of China,” Shaka said. “Didn’t you learn about that?”

“You mean Mondobo?” Ezekiel asked.

“There is no Mondobo,” Shaka said. “At least that I’ve ever heard of.”

“Josiah Brewer?” Zeke persisted.

“No.”

“Brewerism? Chumbites? Bumpkins?”

“Keep going,” Shaka said with an indulgent smile. “But so far, I think where you are is not where you think you are.”

Bethany gasped as a light went on in her head. “It’s all a lie, isn’t it?” she yelled at Zeke and Shaka, her voice shaking. “It’s all a lie!”

Zeke turned sharply to regard the girl, his eyes those of one betrayed. Surely Jesus looked no more aghast at Judas in the Garden of Gethsemane..

“Are they just going to stare at us?” Lizette queried in the ensuing silence, pointing to the gathering audience.

“Sometimes that,” said Shaka, “and sometimes they’ll want us to do things.”

“Things? What things?” Sarah asked.

“Sex things,” Shaka said with no lack of enjoyment at the discomfort she was causing.

“We’ve already been doing that,” Cherry noted.

“With them?” Shaka asked with a nod at the spectators. “I would think not.”

“On the boat that captured us,” said Mathilda. “This girl watched us sometimes.”

“She did more than watch,” Jonah added.

“These people are very earthy,” Shaka said, tilting her head at the audience, some 100 people at least attending the conversation between the new light-skinned people and their darker counterparts.

Looking past Shaka, Bethany noticed a black man walking toward the group. “Who is that?” she asked.

Shaka followed Beth’s gaze, turned toward the man, turned back to the English gathering.

“Dakara,” Shaka said.

“Hello, Dakara,” Ezekiel said slowly, taking in the man’s physical attributes, including a penis that was, while not erect, still impressive in size and girth as it swung between his thighs. “We come in peace.”

“As if you have a choice?” Shaka laughed. “You’re slaves, in case that wasn’t clear to you.”

Ezekiel, who two weeks ago was a confident, faith-driven young man with a bright future as a Brewerite elder, if not a minister or even bishop, looked at the girl with a growing disappointment.

No, the Book of Mondobo wasn’t a lie. But bringing it up here brought only derision, apparently.

Shaka exchanged several unintelligible words with the black man, and she and the other females listened respectfully to his words, nodding deferentially. Shaka turned back to the English. “He asks why you are here.”

Ezekiel stared at the woman. “We were captured. You know that.”

Shaka turned back to the man and whispered what Zeke assumed was a translation of his words. She was strictly an interpreter and not a source of facts or opinions, he concluded quickly.

“We’re here because they put us here,” Zeke added, trying again with plainer facts. “And we believe we’re supposed to have relations . . . with each other.”

“Are you supposed to have relations with us?” Shaka asked. “Dakara wanted to know.”

Zeke turned to look back at the nine people he sometimes thought of as his little flock, the question so unexpected, so unsettling in its implications, he could not face it alone. But all stared back at him with the same blankness, perhaps as lost as he.

“It seems we’ll be kept apart,” Zeke said hopefully, tapping on the chain link before him.

“There’s a passage that way,” Shaka said, pointing to a narrow hallway of bars to her left, obscured by vegetation, that ran between the enclosures. “They usually keep it locked.”

“You only have the one man?” Bethany asked Shaka. “You all share him?”

“We don’t really share him,” Shaka said. “He just chooses who he wants.”

Bethany looked at Zeke but didn’t say what she wanted to say. He saw her looking at him and she turned away, back to Shaka. “Does that cause problems?”

“No, he tries to be generous,” Shaka replied, and she turned to the man and said a few words in an African tongue, and he smiled at her and accepted a kiss.

“Did you ever have more men?” Sarah asked.

“We started with seven,” Shaka replied.

“What happened to them?” Jonah asked. “Where are they now?”

“I’m not sure,” Shaka said. “Factories, I think, as they fell to Dakara.”

“What does that mean?” Bethany asked. “Fell to Dakara?”

“Oh, not violent,” Shaka said quickly. “They just wanted the boy who was best at . . . working over us girls.”

A silence fell over the missionaries as they contemplated what the African girl was telling them.

“Is that what they’re going to do with us?” Ezekiel asked, trying not to think about the four males with him in that light.

“They did that with the Asians,” Shaka said simply. “So I imagine the same fate is in store for you.”

Zeke peered through the brush into the enclosure where the Nipponese girls hovered, listening to the conversation despite their not understanding any of it. Was that a male with them, barely taller than the females, most of his body hidden by their forms and the intervening foliage?

“How is it determined?” asked Jeremiah. “What are the rules of the contest?”

“They didn’t tell us,” Shaka said. “They just watched us and one by one, the men were shipped off.”

“How long did that take?” Jonah asked.

“A month or two,” Shaka said. “Not long.”

“What if we don’t cooperate?” Bethany asked in an angry tone.

“They cut you back to waaj and water.”

“Waaj?” Zeke repeated.

“Bread but made with maize,” Shaka said, turning to look at an approaching woman in the light green uniform of zoo staff. The two shared several words, and Shaka nodded.

“It looks like they’re expecting a symposium now,” Shaka said.

“Symposium?” Zeke said.

“Just do what I say and you’ll be alright,” Shaka said, and she stepped away from the edge of the African enclosure, leaving the females and their one male to continue looking at the British newcomers, who stared back in turn.

“Are we going to just submit to this?” Jonah whispered to Zeke.

“I don’t think they’re going to give us a choice,” Zeke said grimly, turning to regard an audience of more than 100 men and women, some waiting expectantly, some holding drinks, some dining on food wrapped in paper, the entire gathering looking rather like those that turned out for a horse race in England, or football matches, or cricket.

Bethany kept her eyes on Shaka as the black girl was led to the far side of the African enclosure and chained, wrists and ankles secured by chains.

“What are they doing with her?” she whispered to Zeke. “What did she do wrong?”

“It appears they’re taking her out of the caged area,” Zeke said absently. “Maybe restraints are the protocol if we’re not caged?”

“These people are the savages, not us,” Bethany said mostly to herself.

Two locked doors led from the African enclosure, and Shaka was walked through the first before it was locked behind her, then let through the second, and she was escorted by two keepers around the English enclosure and toward a pair of posts set before the three caged areas.

One of the keepers, a man with a booming voice, was talking as Shaka approached, speaking in the cadence and with the volume of a presenter, but he seemed primarily to be introducing Shaka, saying what sounded like her name several times, and scattered applause attended her arrival, and Shaka smiled back in the way that popular West End performers do after a play, and she continued smiling at her audience as her wrists were freed from the walking chain and bound by short chains to the tops of the posts. And so, with her hands bound at her sides, her ankles still cuffed together, her naked body for all to see, she began what Zeke was beginning to understand was a . . . performance.

“Are they going to whip her?” Bethany asked. “Are they going to whip us?” her voice registering panic.

“I don’t think so,” Zeke whispered. “I think this is all about . . . what we’ve been forced to do.”

“Sex?” Bethany whispered. “How can she . . . when she’s chained like that? It’s inhuman.”

“Ki'imak óolal,” Shaka said, her voice impressively deep and voluminous. More words followed, a joke of some kind that made the audience laugh, and Shaka turned back several times to the enclosure with its 10 Brewerite missionaries, apparently speaking about them incomprehensibly, but Zeke heard the word “Mondobo” more than once, and every time Shaka uttered it, the crowd laughed louder. At his expense.

No, at the expense of Josiah Brewer, God’s greatest prophet.

You are all lost! he longed to shout.

Shaka, a natural performer, even under the most difficult of circumstances, continued to speak, to joke, to say unknown things before her tone changed, she spoke more quietly and with what Zeke interpreted as a scandalized air.

“English, come to the front of the enclosure,” she said.

Bethany grabbed Zeke’s hand and walked with him to an area of random, improbable furniture and fixtures, all placed around a cleared space closest to the crowd of onlookers. He offered no resistance, and she squeezed his hand nervously, and the others paired up and joined them near the fence, and all eyes turned to Shaka, who was staring back at them.

“Zeke,” Shaka said. “sit at the desk.”

Zeke turned, found the “desk,” as Shaka called it, although it bore no resemblance to any respectable place of work or study in London. It was, in fact, merely a thick plank of wood set on four incongruent pedestals, two the fluted white columns of classical Greece, the third a carved owl, the last a metal bar with threaded rings at either end, like something from a ship’s engine. The seat was a grey block of stone, so Zeke settled onto that gingerly, trying to ignore his angled-up erection, while Shaka continued her narration, first in whatever language was spoken here, and then in English, for the benefit of he and his fellow missionaries.

“Our Wastelander buys coal from the coal makers,” Shaka said, “which is their fuel for everything, how they power their ships and vehicles, and how they cook their meat. And now, he has someone who wishes to sell him coal. Girl, go to his desk.”

Shaka was looking at Bethany, so Bethany moved hesitantly toward the makeshift desk at which Zeke was sitting. She was utterly confused as to what was happening but she wasn’t about to let one of the other girls do whatever with Zeke if she could help it. Even if it meant sacrificing her pride and modesty in front of the burgeoning audience that seemed to hang on the narrator girl’s every word now.

“Do you have any idea what’s going on?” she whispered to Zeke when she caught his eye. He shook his head just enough for her to see, his eyes wide with . . . fear? Excitement? Both?

Shaka continued her narration, first in the other tongue, then in English:

“Today, a female wants to sell him coal. But is she really a girl? He needs to make sure. So first, he steps away from his desk . . .”

Shaka looked at Zeke expectantly, and he stood.

More foreign babble and corresponding laughter from the crowd before she spoke in English again:

“And he drops to his knees to take a look at her sex organ . . .”

Zeke looked at Shaka with befuddlement, and she replied with an urgent nod. If her hands were chained at her sides, one might have expected her to make a “do it” gesture, so Zeke dropped to his knees, peering at Bethany’s triangle of hair and the pink slit that had already welcomed him many times in the last two days.

Bethany looked at Zeke as he examined her, and blushed hard before looking away.

“But he’s not sure yet,” Shaka said. “Maybe he should examine her with his tongue.”

Ezekiel looked at the narrator, shocked by this new command, and Shaka looked back with that same expression of expectancy. Meanwhile, the audience was growing more animated, shouting things, laughing, altogether enjoying the show.

Bethany, grateful she couldn’t understand what was being said, looked down at Ezekiel again and moved her feet apart almost involuntarily.

Other than openly rebel, Zeke had no choice but to comply, and so he leaned forward, extending his tongue, touching the tip to Betany’s soft folds.

Bethany angled her pelvis up to facilitate their act, and Zeke found he could reach almost to her opening. He hadn’t done this with her yet, but found the act surprisingly arousing–even if it was done under the orders of an African girl, and under the watchful eyes of another race whose name he did not yet know.

Bethany was torn between being mortified and wanting to grab the back of Zeke’s head to mash his face into her sex, such was the teasing pleasure his tongue almost but not quite bestowed on her. She stood frozen as a compromise.

Shaka resumed her narration, provoking another round of laughter, and even some applause, and Zeke waited for the English translation with a growing sense of dread and humiliation, coupled with a profound arousal.

“Still, he’s not sure!” Shaka said in English. “Is she a girl, or a boy? But the Wastelanders have one more test, and now it’s time for that. He asks the girl to drop to all fours, like the animals they almost are.”

Zeke rocked back on his haunches, looking up at Bethany.

“He asks . . .” Shaka said, raising her voice, “for her to take the position of an animal.”

Zeke looked at the African girl. Her eyebrows were raised. She was waiting for him to do something, apparently.

“Are you going to ask her or not?” Shaka asked.

“Ask her what?” Ezekiel shot back.

“To take the position of an animal.”

“Why would I do that?”

“Because that’s what you do,” Shaka said. “You’re a Wastelander.”

“It’s not what I do,” Zeke retorted. “It’s not what any of us do. You’ve got it all wrong. It’s utter nonsense.”

Bethany listened to the exchange with growing dread, her eyes flashing back and forth between the African woman and her lover.

“This is our script,” Shaka said sternly. “I’ve been memorizing it in two languages since they found you in the ocean. And now you’re supposed to speak. So . . . speak!”

Zeke looked up at Bethany, willing her to understand, to forgive him, and when he found nothing but sympathy–or even love? Could it be love?--in her eyes, he found his strength, and his courage. Indeed, he found more than that. If he was to be ridiculed, to become the leading player in this burlesque travesty, he would play his part to the hilt.

“Madam,” he began, standing, speaking loudly, elegantly, bowing before he straightened again, “would you be so kind as to drop to your hands and knees, as does the wild doe upon the moors, the fox in the mists, the yak in the . .  on the, uh, the yak lands?”

Zeke knew his words were incomprehensible to most of the audience, but something about his delivery seemed to stir them, and they cheered and applauded, and when he cast a quick, sheepish glance at his eight fellow missionaries, standing in a tight knot beneath a palm tree, their demeanor was, if not celebratory, at least supportive.

Bethany, in the same spirit, nodded and turned away from him, went to her knees and then her hands before she looked back at him over her shoulder.

“It’s okay, Zeke,” she assured. “It’s okay.”

Shaka resumed her foreign narration, followed by words in English that came as no surprise to Zeke.

“And then the coal buyer sticks his penis into the coal seller’s body.”

Without another word, Ezekiel dropped to his knees, aimed his erection at Bethany’s slit, and she angled her hips again to allow him to enter her chamber, now wet with excitement from the oral stimulation, meager as it was. He pushed inside her and she gasped, rocked forward and closed her eyes. She pushed back against his member and it slid home easily, more easily than she could have hoped under these trying circumstances.

Ezekiel prayed that this moment at least of sweet intimacy with Bethany would be spared Shaka’s derisive narration, but the girl continued her performance, speaking foreignly, then in the native tongue of the congressing couple.

“It seems that our coal buyer has at last ascertained the gender of his new coal supplier,” Shaka announced. “But let’s let him offer his final opinion.”

Shaka stared at Zeke, and Zeke stared back.

“Let’s let him offer his final opinion,” she said more loudly.

“Oh,” Zeke said, not quite as able to channel the thespian spirit now he was on his knees and Bethany was wrapped tightly around the most sensitive part of his body. But he did his best, at both fulfilling his role and offering what little subversion he could manage.

“By the power invested in me by the King of England,” he began, a little breathily, slipping out of Bethany’s chamber and slowly back in, “his Majesty William the Fifth, the sixty-fourth monarch of the thousand-year British Empire, I do hereby . . . oh, and under the spiritual authority of the prophet Josiah Brewer, founder of Brewerism . . . I declare this comely woman to be satisfactorily female. Quite satisfactorily.”

“Cum in me, Zeke,” Bethany hissed over her shoulder as the crowd delivered another round of jubilation. “Just cum inside me.”

Shaka’s script seemed to anticipate the next scene, for after she spoke her foreign words, she turned back to the couple. “But what is our male to do now? He cannot be expected to just leave the female’s body without giving her a gift. But how long will it take?”

It will take, Zeke thought with a cocktail of bitterness and furious arousal, as long as it takes.

One thrust more, two more, three . . . twenty, thirty . . . oh, Josiah Brewer and all the Chumbites, help me, save me . . .

Ezekiel writhed behind Bethany, the orgasm racking his body, forcing out groans and gasps as he continued to work at the girl, driving his shaft within her over and over again as his cream flooded her slot, spilled out of her hole, ran down his testicles and into the black earth between her knees.

Bethany gasped and moaned as he filled her with his beautiful essence, the crowd, even the African narrator forgotten in the welcomed pleasure of his release. She squeezed him, milked him thoroughly, luxuriating in the solid yet supple feel of his member in her flooded chamber.

Shaka was speaking again, her performance not done, apparently. After she spoke incomprehensibly, she turned and eyed the eight remaining missionaries, four with blazing erections, four whose states of arousal were less evident, although eight hard nipples suggested something akin to the boys’ conditions. “And now let’s see how our savages install a new king of Wasteland,” she said. “English, step up for the coronation.”

Bethany, pleasure ebbing, opened her eyes to see the others making their way uncertainly toward the front of the enclosure, and the circumstances of her coupling with Zeke came racing back to her.

Overtaken by a sudden weariness born of odd circumstances, not enough sleep, and the excitement of having her chamber explored yet again, Bethany went to the edge of the enclosure and collapsed on the metal grating that served as flooring here, resting her back against the bars, grasping another bar to hold herself up, gazing vacantly and contemplating her plight.

[image: ]

And she vowed to do everything in her power to escape.


Chapter 10: Brianna Returns

“Brianna!” Sean Deviln shouted when the girl approached his cage. Although he hadn’t seen her in several weeks, or maybe months–measuring time without the benefit of a calendar or regular view of the sun was difficult–she was unmistakably herself, down to the same clothes or uniform, a form-fitting light blue dress that hid everything and nothing, the same one she wore the last time they saw each other. She wore no chains, he noted, and had her hair piled on her head, as some of the natives did.

“You are a sight for sore eyes,” he added as he lept off his cot and approached the bars that separated them. “Where have you been? How have you been?”

She smiled warmly for him. “At sea, of course,” she answered in a gentle tone. “I am owned by an admiral, after all.”

“And this is your first chance to come visit me?” he asked, feigning hurt feelings. “You cut me to the quick, child. How long has it been?”

Brianna looked him up and down lasciviously, his nakedness suddenly starkly emphasized by her wandering eyes, especially when they rested on his manhood. He flinched and had to consciously restrain himself from covering his erection with his hands. He waited patiently for her to complete her impromptu inspection and answer his question.

“Oh, right,” she said, finally snapping back to the here and now, meeting his gaze without a hint of embarrassment. “It’s been about six weeks, give or take.”

“Really? I would have guessed longer.” He moved to the bars and gripped them, wanting to reach through them to touch her, but well-practiced in the rules of the facility at this point. “I’ve missed you, Brianna,” he whispered.

“I missed you, too, Sean,” she said with welcomed sincerity. “How are they treating you here?” She smiled. “I hear you refuse to learn the language.”

“Why should I?” he snapped, then regained his composure. “I’ll be damned if this is to be my fate for the rest of my days.”

Brianna looked past him at the three naked slaves sitting on their cots and watching their breeding partner converse with a clothed woman outside their cage. The concern, or perhaps it was another emotion, was undisguised although they said nothing, did nothing. As she suspected, the hierarchy of the breeding cages was ancient and sacrosanct.

“You expect to be liberated?” she taunted him. “Not by me, I pray.”

He didn’t read the joke in her tone. “No, of course not,” he whispered bitterly. “I wondered if I’d ever see you again, honestly.”

“Sean, of course you’ll see me,” she said as she inched closer but didn’t touch his hands. “In fact, I was wondering…” she held up a key. “If you’d like to come with me right now.”

Devlin stood mute for a beat before he processed what she was asking.

“I’d love that,” he whispered.

“Will they be…?” she asked with a nod at the women behind him.

“They have no say in anything,” he said without rancour, just stating a fact as Brianna stuck the key in the lock on the gate to his cage. “I’ve only just met the one this morning. In case you haven’t heard, I’m the resident stud around here.”

She pulled the door open and waited for him to exit, then locked it behind him.

“What does that mean, exactly?”

He snorted as they walked down the aisle between the rows of cages, catching looks from the inhabitants in each but with no comments from any of them. As was customary in the facility, inmates minded their own business, for the most part.

Devlin went on. “My job, as I’m sure you are aware, is to impregnate women as quickly as possible. I’m so potent that I’ve lost track of how many breeding sows I’ve run through.”

“Breeding sows?” Brianna repeated, incredulous. “Seriously?”

“That’s what we call them,” Devlin said offhandedly.

“We?”

“The other males I talk with through the bars. We have an informal chain of communication throughout the facility. Like a big game of Post Office,” he said with a laugh that contained no mirth.

“And all its attendant inaccuracies?”

“Perhaps,” he allowed with a shrug. “But I’ve got no reason to doubt the information, as I’ve got a special relationship with Harper.”

“I heard about that,” Brianna said as they exited the main room of the facility and entered a hallway that Devlin was quite familiar with, while Brianna looked a little lost. “I’m not sure how it works in here,” she said, “are you?”

“Quite,” he said in a smug tone he regretted immediately. “I mean, I’ve been here before.”

“Many times, I’d wager?” Brianna asked with a sidelong glance and a sly smile. She elbowed Devlin playfully and he laughed along with her.

“Does Harper use you…?” She stopped but the word had slipped out. “I’m sorry,” she added quickly.

“It’s fine. I know what I am and what I do. Although it’s not fine, but that’s another thing altogether.” He walked up to one of the doors and peered inside the small window that was there for precisely that reason, Brianna realized with a slight shock. “This one’s empty.”

“They have no expectation of privacy?” she asked. “The women who come here?”

“You’d know better than I how relaxed the natives are about sex,” Devlin said as he ushered Brianna into the stark room that contained a single bed, a nightstand, and a bare bulb hanging from a wire in the middle of the tall drop ceiling. “And you can turn the light out if you’re shy, but none of them do.”

“How many natives have you…?” She stumbled over the language despite Devlin’s casual acceptance of unacceptable things.

“Serviced?” he finished her thought. “Too many to count. I never see the outdoors so it’s difficult to gauge just from meals and such, but I’d say I get one or two requests a day, more or less. I imagine the weekends, if they have such things here, are a little more in demand for whatever reason.”

“Do you ever get couples?” She couldn’t help herself, even as she unzipped her dress and removed her underwear to take the same advantage of the man as the women they’d been discussing.

“Never,” he said as he sat on the edge of the bed watching Brianna undress with interest.

“Do the women come for pleasure or babies?” she asked with trepidation.

“No idea,” he said dispassionately. “I never ask and they never offer. Nor would I understand them if they did.”

“How shall we do this?” Brianna asked, to change the subject and to put the onus on Devlin. He was the practiced partner, even allowing for her status as a slave on a ship full of sailors. She smiled at him and he smiled back.

“What’s your pleasure, ma’am?” he asked semi-formally and totally ironically. “Do you prefer to ride or be ridden?”

Brianna felt her color rise. “I want it to be about you. You’re always giving pleasure, why not take this opportunity to receive?”

He eyed the girl–a woman, really–before he shook his head. “I always take my pleasure, so what will please you most of all? Loving and tender? A bad boy who is just this side of too rough with you?” He cocked an eyebrow. “I’m well-versed in both extremes and all shades of grey between them.”

Brianna considered the implications of his statement. “So, women who come to have you fuck them want you to be disrespectful when you do?”

“More often than not, I’d have to say. I’m not sure why but the society as I’ve seen it seems to lean more passive than I would have expected, given the advanced state of, well, everything.” He shrugged, eager to get on with it. “Maybe I’m the acceptable version of wanton lust.” He eyed her up and down with impunity. “Or perhaps I’m just a savage beast.”

She stared at him for a long, silent moment. “Do your worst, Sean Devlin,” she whispered. “Do not hold back,” she added more forcefully.

He smiled and rose from where he’d been sitting and stepped toward her in the small room, closing the gap between them until it ceased to exist, and he loomed over her, bearing down on her with all his masculinity until she cowered slightly. He smiled at this small victory, wondered if it was won honestly, decided he didn’t care and grabbed a fistful of her hair, bending her head back at what had to be an uncomfortable angle. She gasped but did not protest, almost daring him with her eyes to continue, her lips parted, her tongue visible, her eyes wide but not with fear.

He bent down and kissed her hard, mashing his lips and tongue into hers, grabbing her wrist with his free hand as if she might try to escape. He mauled her mouth for several seconds before he broke prematurely and used his grip on her to drag her to the bed, where he tossed her on her back as he stood over her.

“Get on your hands and knees, bitch,” he growled and she scrambled to obey. He positioned himself behind her and fingered her slit with no regard for her pleasure or even comfort and she cried out, not from the pain, although he did cause some discomfort, but more from the realization that this was not what she wanted from him. The die, however, had been cast.

Then she looked back at Devlin over her shoulder, her eyes telling him everything he needed to know.

“Come here,” he whispered as he sat back on his haunches. “Come to me, Brianna.”

The girl sat on her hip and smiled shyly, thanking him wordlessly for almost reading her mind. She climbed into his lap and kissed him sweetly and he let her, allowed her to take control of their lovemaking, which the session had suddenly, miraculously turned into. She wrapped her arms around his head and kissed him with growing fervor until he had no choice but to return her passion, this time with true feelings, until she pulled him to the thin mattress and she spread her legs for him and he entered her, gently, lovingly, for even though he did not love her, he knew this was what she’d come to him for. And he was more than happy to deliver real feelings and tenderness to a person he knew, a face like those of his native land, a face not unrecognizable for a change, a delightful change, a welcome change. A blessed change.

After they had both had their release, they settled next to each other and enjoyed the feel of a body that was not tied to an assignment. Devlin knew from long experience that no one would come by to rouse them–the room was theirs for as long as they wanted. Which was, with a girl like Brianna, the lap of luxury, he decided.

“What’s it like to be with Harper?” she asked after a long silence. He looked down at her, nestled in the crook of his shoulder, and she looked back at him.

“That’s a . . . complicated question,” he whispered.

“The question is simple enough, although I will admit the answer might not be,” Brianna responded gently. “But if it makes you uncomfortable . . .”

“No, it’s fine. I don’t mind discussing her with you,” he said, surprising himself. “It’s complicated for a couple of reasons, none of them easy to talk about. But I want to, if only to examine out loud how I feel about it.”

“That’s very mature of you,” she said with a comical lilt.

“Do you want to hear this or not?” he responded with feigned anger.

“I do,” she said simply. “Please, go on.”

He hesitated, chewing on his thoughts for a few seconds, wondering if he needed to couch what he wanted to say in terms that Brianna wouldn’t find offensive. But he decided that he would be honest to a fault, with her as well as himself.

“She’s an impressive woman,” he began. “In so many unexpected ways, on top of the ways anyone could guess.” He paused and waited for a response that didn’t come, so he continued.

“She is incredibly beautiful,” he whispered. “Almost otherworldly so, which is . . . intimidating, even after all this time.” He shifted slightly but didn’t look at Brianna. “We’ve been together a handful of times, and I’m struck whenever she sends for me how . . . exotically sensual she is.”

“I can’t disagree with that,” Brianna admitted.

“I’ve never been with a woman who . . . “ He stopped.

“Who what?”

“Commanded so much respect and authority. I know your owner has command of an entire ocean-going vessel, and has countless men and women in her charge, but with Harper there’s an indefinable quality about her that goes beyond rank and status somehow.” He hesitated again, not sure if he wanted to say the next part, nevermind if Brianna wanted to hear it.

But he went on.

“It’s overwhelming to be . . . chosen by her.” He looked down. “Regularly.”

“A tribute to your . . . expertise?” Brianna offered.

“Perhaps.” He waited again, the words coming with difficulty. “The first time she sent for me, I was just in awe of her. The way she held herself, the way she looked at me, the way she approached our union. I had no expectation of seeing her again, of course. I assumed she would want to sample a new acquisition and that would be the end of it.

“When it wasn’t the end of it, I was shocked. I’m not a modest man, Brianna, but even I knew this was something special, somehow. I’m not sure how or why, I just knew it was.”

“She likes the cut of your jib,” Brianna snarked, but immediately ducked her head. “Sorry, that was uncalled for.”

“No, I get it,” Devlin said gently. “I get it, believe me. I sound like I’m so full of myself, but I can’t put it in any other terms. It’s just overwhelming to be . . . a favorite.”

“Are you sure you are?” she asked softly. “Not to be rude, but do you know for a fact that she’s not bringing a few men a day up to see her?”

“I don’t, but the word through the grapevine is I’m it.” He shrugged. “I might be kidding myself but I don’t think so. For whatever reason, it feels . . . real enough.”

Brianna cleared her throat so as not to let the words catch. “Are you in love with her, Sean?”

“No,” he said immediately. “No, not at all. In awe, yes, but not in love.” He shifted away from Brianna and propped himself on an elbow. “As good as the sex is, and it is very good, I’m still her property. That thought never leaves my mind. Or hers, from what I can tell. She owns me, much as it pains me to admit. I don’t expect my status as a slave to last forever, but for now, that is the inescapable fact that defines our relationship, such as it is. I am her property, her slave, and she is my owner. I have no knowledge of the laws and customs of this culture but I imagine they treat slaves the way slaves have been treated for millenia, as property, to be used, to be owned, to be disposed of should the mood strike her. That reality is always present. Always.”

Devlin eyed Brianna carefully as she reacted to his little speech. He hadn’t thought about how he felt until she asked but now it seemed obvious. Even when Harper allowed him to dominate her, it was always performative. She was in control, much as he was back in England when he allowed slaves to have their way with him. The parallels between his two existences, but from opposite perspectives, were unmistakable.

“But surely you experience a similar dynamic with the admiral, Brianna,” he offered, and she nodded.

“It’s different with women,” she said softly. “But I know what you mean. I can’t imagine how it must be for you in this role. And to be new in it as well. It’s a lot, no doubt.”

“It has taken some getting used to,” he admitted. “I’m not complaining. Well, not too much.”

“Does your status with Harper give you any…advantages?”

“None that I can see,” he said with a hint of bitterness. “At first, after she’d asked for me a second and third time, I thought perhaps I would be relieved of my…duties in the pen. But I imagine I’m making her a lot of money and that’s of more importance than the fact that I’m a good lay.” He cocked an eyebrow and Brianna laughed gently.

“Well, you are that, Sean Devlin,” she whispered as she leaned in to kiss his lips gently. “And thanks for this. It was lovely. And a nice pivot.”

“You learn to read the room, I’ve discovered,” he said with his manhood poking Brianna’s belly. “Care to go again?”

“I’d love to.”

And so they did. But even now, as Sean Devlin delivered all the ardor he could muster in his current situation, one might wonder if there was still some part of his mind caught on another female, a young, black-haired slavegirl an ocean away, a girl who surely believed him dead, who had already given up on him, who no longer pined for him, if she ever had.


Chapter 11: Evelyn Schemes

“Evelyn, how are you?” Bertram Cavendish asked over the household radio system, he in his third-storey lair, she in her basement workroom.

“Good, Sir,” Evelyn reported, “just wrapping up measurements for that new transponder housing.”

“Very good,” Cavendish said. “Do you need anything?”

“I have all I need for the project,” Evelyn said, “but may I take my morning’s pleasure now?”

“Yes, give yourself 30 minutes.”

“Thank you, Sir,” Evelyn said, rising and going to the stuffed seat where she recreated, the long chain that fastened her to the floor ringing behind her.

“Do you have what you need in that regard?” Cavendish asked.

“I’ll always cry poverty where that’s concerned,” Evelyn said with a characteristic laugh, “if you’re offering a new treat.”

“I can pick up something for you at St. James this afternoon. What do you want?”

Evelyn peered at the little stand next to her seat, already burdened with a dozen self-pleasuring tools supplied by her owner, or bought with her own allowance.

Cavendish should not be called generous, however, or indulgent. Encouraging his slavegirl’s sexuality increased the likelihood of a good performance during the assignations–and they were frequent–he sent her out on to win the business and government favors Cavendish most needed.

“Can you get me something with a bite to it?” Evelyn said. “Something a little coarse?”

“I can get you another hedgehog,” Cavendish said, “but I’ll not have–”

“Yes, Sir, thicker and longer if they have it in–”

“ But I’ll not have,” Cavendish said again, “you rubbing your insides raw.”

“Oh no, I wouldn’t use it more than a few times a month,” Evelyn said, reaching for one of her smoother tools, a black item whose stimulation derived from its considerable girth. “Sometimes a girl just wants to feel a little more down there.”

“Very good, I’ll see what I can find,” Cavendish said. “By the by, Devlin’s been asking after you.”

“Pardon me, Sir?” Evelyn almost barked. The sound of the surname brought chills, attached as it was to a man who had stirred her like no other.

A lost man. A dead man, perhaps. But Evelyn didn’t believe it. In the same way that words spoken into a microphone could cause a diaphragm to quiver and shake and convey those same words far from their source, so could two hearts be linked through the ether, shaking in unison. Should one stop beating, the other would know. But regardless his fate, she believed she would pine for him the rest of her days.

Sean Devlin was out there, somewhere surely, taken by the winds of Gaia, but not eaten by them, not destroyed by them. And soon enough, if her mad plan came to fruition, Evelyn would find him. Or at least know.

But this was not the Devlin her master was talking about. Sean Devlin had an older brother, Byron, the Earl of Doral himself, very much alive, very much still a resident of England, different from his brother in some ways, alike in others. Evelyn was not in love with the older man, but he commanded respect.

“The earl, not the knave” Cavendish said drily, well aware of the effect the lost younger brother still had on his servant.

“Of course,” Evelyn said, sliding forward in her chair and positioning the rod at her female doorway.

“He wants you again,” Cavendish said.

“Of course.”

“He used you roughly the first time, did he not?”

“You saw the marks he left.”

“Did he break you?”

“I came back continent, as I recall,” Evelyn said, the point of the pleasure tool paused at her opening.

“Evelyn,” Cavendish said wearily, breathing in, “as annoying as I find your spirit, as careless and distracted as it makes you, as much as I despise sending you to the keep, I’ve come to believe that what you have . . . is necessary.”

“All I have is for you, Sir,” Evelyn said earnestly but simply, with an eye on beginning her pleasure and perhaps getting something else important done as well.

“Without your tiresome enthusiasm,” Cavendish continued, “I’m not certain you’d be both the lover I send out and the engineer I keep in my basement.”

Evelyn held her peace, not sure the intent of her owner’s words.

“So I’ll ask again, did the earl break you?”

“He did not,” Evelyn insisted, staring at the speaker that brought her master’s voice to her.

“Then what is troubling you, child?” Cavendish demanded.

“Nothing, Sir?”

“Maybe you’re just maturing, then,” the man said. “But I fear one or the other of those Devlin rascals have tangled you up inside, and I don’t . . . I don’t want to see you lose your spark.”

“Not at all,” Evelyn said, trying to laugh naturally and doing, in her own estimation, a poor job of it. The girl knew what the trouble was, and it was neither Sean nor his older brother Byron, but something else entirely, a plan she’d hatched in a fit of madness, a plan she continued to pursue in a parade of further delusions, an illegal and wrongheaded plan, each transgression worse than the one before, the aggregate of her committed and premeditated crimes enough to get her confiscated by the Ministry of Justice and sent to the coal mines for a decade, if not for life.

Overcome with fear at being found out so close to launch, she stood and searched her work table, littered with diagrams, specification sheets, spare parts, wires and housings, and spied the corner of a manual that had no business there, which had nothing to do with radios, whose cover instead seemed to concern the operations of a large steamboat:

Skipper’s Manual and Guide to

Operations of the Magner-by-Steam.

Clase 32-Aught: Seaworthy Non-Pareil

Including her:

Boiler, Coaling, Rudder and Wheelage

Mr. Cavendish could not see through his in-home radio system, had no way of spying the exposed corner of the ship’s manual. And if he could, he still probably wouldn’t have noticed it. But Evelyn–who had spent hours studying it every day for weeks–nonetheless slid a piece of Turkish pinboard over it, entirely concealing the book.

Evelyn was not good at scheming, at keeping things to herself, and a plan of this magnitude could not help but be worn like a heart on her (usually nonexistent) sleeve. And so, accordingly, had Bertram Cavendish noticed something amiss where his slavegirl was concerned.

This could go badly, she thought, returning to hear pleasure chair, toy still in hand. He might take extra precautions, caging her at night, or adding more chains to the single ankle tether she usually wore to bed.

Blame her urges, she thought, blame science, blame the mysterious connections between the brain, vagina and libido promulgated by certain Viennese scholars.

“I think it might be . . .” Evelyn ventured, forcing her playrod up her hole so her next sound would be entirely sincere. “Uhhh.”

“You haven’t already started, have you?” Cavendish asked, affecting a scandalized voice he probably didn’t feel.

“Sorry, Sir, I thought we were, uh, done,” Evelyn said, her words catching, and she slid the rod out and pushed it back in. “Ohhh . . . And well . . .”

“Well what?”

“I think I’ve been a bit . . . hungrier of late,” she said, trying to sound embarrassed. “The pleasures of the flesh do distract me–have been distracting me for some reason, for a month at least–and I’m afraid that’s what you’re seeing.”

“I thought as much,” Cavendish said. “I’ll buy you that hedgehog, but what else do you need? Longer pleasure breaks? More time with me?”

Evelyn breathed out with relief, closed her eyes and continued pleasuring herself as she spoke.

“I’m not complaining, Sir,” she said, “but you have been a bit absent of late.”

“I know I have been,” Cavendish said, and Evelyn could tell by his voice that he was smiling, that this was exactly the card she should have played. “We can mate twice a week if you think it will bring you ‘round.”

“It would, Sir.”

“And I can send you out for your own pleasure now and then, if there’s a man you’d like to revisit,” Cavendish continued. “It was never my intention to limit your usage to the transactional.”

“Of course, Mr. Cavendish,” Evelyn said. “Whatever you think fit.”

“Very well, then,” the man said. “Take all the time you need this morning, I’ve got errands to run, and I’ll bring you back a beef Welly from the club.”

“That would be delightful, Sir,” Evelyn declared, voice high and drawn as she worked at her sex in earnest.

With a click, the line went dead. Cavendish had no interest in listening to his slave girl relieve herself. The sounds she made toward the end, particularly as conveyed by his domestic radio, could be unsettling for those not similarly engaged.

As soon as he’d signed off, however, Evelyn displayed an interest in something distinctly less sexuallly absorbing. She rose and made her way toward her work desk, reaching for the telephone there with one hand while serving her carnal needs with the other, gripped around the base of her pleasure rod and moving it in and out of herself.

With some effort, she dialed Wapping Dock, got an answer on the third ring.

“I’m calling for E. Cavendish,” she said, somehow affecting her flattest London accent, the tone and cadence of a female shopkeep, a typist, a bored wife.

“Aye, got a shipment for ‘im in yesterday, a ‘ole fleet o’ twin-sided Jim boats.”

“How many, by straight number?” Evelyn asked.

“Four,” said the steward. “And then, three cases of odds and ends.”

“Where are the odds and ends being kept?” Evelyn asked.

“Up in the lockers, I’ll let you in when you come.”

“They’re to be picked up after midnight tonight,” Evelyn said.

“Then I won’t be ‘ere for you. No one will be.”

“It’s the only time we can get them,” Evelyn said, hand between her legs slowing as she concentrated on a minor problem. “Can you give me the key sequence?”

“And ‘oo might you be, Ma’am?”

“I am Mrs. Pilchard,” Evelyn said, doing her best to sound both annoyed and haughty. “I am serving as London agent for the buyers.”

“Very well, it’s 5-8-3, and I’ll thank you to keep it to yourself.”

“Of course, thank you.”

Evelyn hung up, returned to the chair and resumed the project between her legs, but her mind was working at other things while she moved toward a restorative climax.

Two days ago, another English ship had been lost, heading to Africa. The Trident’s engine had failed, and they’d sent a final desperate radio message before the winds blew the craft beyond the reach of any tower. All its more than 30 passengers and crew were presumed lost, including 10 tragically young, innocent Christian missionaries.

But what if they weren’t lost? What if they–like Evelyn knew Sean must be–still alive somewhere, waiting to be rescued? Imagine the joy of those bereft families, including the 10 to whom those Christian innocents belonged, lost in their youth, none of them ever having known love, affection, the comfort of another body.

Evelyn imagined a vast, rock-strewn archipelago, where all the ships from Europe, Africa, and Asia ended up. They would founder and break apart, and their hapless occupants would swim to land and make do with what they could find for the rest of their lives.

Or maybe there were people there too, who took in the refugees, taught them their ways, even loved them?

But in that case, why did no one ever come back?

For more than 500 years, it had all remained a mystery.

Evelyn, even as she grunted through a gushing orgasm, vowed to herself that she would not waver. She was doing the right thing, the necessary thing. Two choices lay before her: live out a comfortable, pleasurable, only occasionally painful life as a female slave . . . or discover the other half of the world.

She knew which path she must take. Tonight, she would slip her foot out of her sleeping tether, dress in common clothing, creep out of the home, make her way to the docks at Wapping, and set out on a great, mad adventure.

Tonight, she would do this, even if it killed her.
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Thank you so much!


Other collaborations by Lena and Badger:
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https://mybook.to/CruiseduKinque1
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https://mybook.to/TheSecondVoyage1
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