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CHAPTER 1







APRIL 9, 2060


I elbow my way to the front, curl my finger around the chain link fence, and gaze at him, trying to ignore the dreadful wails of the people all around me. He glances at the fence a few times before he sees me, looking away at first, then back to me when I keep staring him down. I’d spent all morning in my shared apartment doing my hair and make-up to look like I’m naturally this vibrant and tousled. The top I’m wearing is meant to draw attention.


I picked the biggest, meanest-looking of the six men on the other side of the fence, guarding the gate, helping the bunker’s lucky guests, keeping us plebs outside with the menacing weapons hung over their shoulders and on their belts. The last of the guests are arriving now, and only two men remain, private security hired by the Avinger family to protect them as they enter the bunker and keep order for the four years they’ll be inside.


“Please,” the woman next to me cries, “there must be room for more! We’ll die out here!”


All around me, people push against the fence, screaming and crying, begging and threatening. The guards and guests ignore them.


The man I chose has definitely noticed me by now, his eyes lingering on my exposed torso, the shirt I’m wearing light enough to make my two pierced nipples prominent. He says something to the other guard before walking over to me. I stay silent, trying my best to look scared but serene, as he looks me over. He jerks his head toward the main gate. I give him a small smile and push my way off the fence and through the throngs of sweaty, desperate people. 


He unslings the massive automatic rifle and points it at the people pressing against the gate.“Get the fuck back. This is private property, I have every right to slaughter you. Move.”


As the people back away I push my way through, then wait for him to scan his handprint and retina to open the gate and let me through. 


“Why does she get to live?” someone shouts from the fence next to us.


He snorts and grips my arm, walking towards the garage. Inside are a dozen vehicles, some for pleasure, some for protection. He walks me between two huge armored SUVs and roughly pushes me against one, resting his arm against the window so he’s leaning towards me, looking down at my face.


He’s white, with short brown hair shaved on the sides and longer on the top, and rough stubble that’s just starting to gray. I’m 5’10’ and he still towers over me, his thick biceps visible pressed against the sleeves of his black t-shirt. I resist the urge to inhale deeply. He smells delicious, maybe a bit too much cologne, but he’ll run out of that soon enough in the bunker. One of his eyebrows is pierced, and he has several more piercings along the edge of one ear.


“What do you want,” he says, his eyes flicking down to my chest.


“Four years is a long time to go without pussy.”


His mouth twitches into a quick grin before it returns to stern. “That’s a price I’m willing to pay for survival.”


I reach out and touch his chest, resting my hand between his pecs, then tracing it down his torso. “There’s a lot I’m willing to pay for my own survival.”


“I won’t be able to get you in.”


“So why am I here?”


He taps his finger on the glass next to me, licking his lower lip. “I want you.”


“I want you, too. But I’m here to make a deal.”


“It’ll be nearly impossible, they’re closing the door in—” he looks at his watch “—seven minutes.”


“That’s plenty of time to convince you to get me inside that bunker.”


I run my hand over his crotch, feeling his already semi-hard cock. He grabs my wrist and yanks it up, holding it over my head, pressing me against the car door. I gasp, trying to push him away at first, but giving in quickly, though he seems to enjoy my instinct to struggle.


“I’ll try to get you in. But here’s the deal. I’m going to get shedloads of shit for bringing you in, and you’ll need to work extra hard to prove your value to those people in there. And me…well, I’m gonna fuck you, obviously. But you should know: I don’t fuck vanilla.”


It takes me a moment to realize what he means. I can tell by the amused look on his face that he’d prefer it if I didn’t. Men like him love to educate women, have a blank canvas to blow their load all over. So I play dumb.


“I don’t…does that mean you don’t like white girls? There’s—um—not much I can do about that.”


He laughs. “No, cutie. It means I’m gonna tie you up and make you suffer before I fuck you. Maybe I’ll share you with my friends, or watch while they have you. Maybe I’ll hurt you, or humiliate you.”


I gulp, feeling myself blush. I’ve done kinky things—handcuffs, spanking—but this seems more extreme. Still, it beats having my skin melt off. 


His hand is still gripping my wrist, holding it above my head. I try to wriggle free, giving him a pleading look, but he smirks and holds it tighter. “Give me an answer, we’ve gotta go.”


“Okay,” I whisper. “I’m sure I can handle…most of that.”


He takes my hand, entwining our fingers, and starts walking us out of the garage to the main door, an enormous round piece of steel that looks about two feet thick. We walk through the door into a small chamber, where he presses his hand into a gel pad, then rests his chin on a small shelf. Several sets of lasers scan his entire face, creating a 3D rendering of it next to him. When the rendering turns green, the inner door opens. 


A man in a sharp black suit holds a tablet in front of him. “Names please.”


“Duncan Joshua Madison. And this is my wife.”


I blink, staring at him.


“Tell him your name, sweetheart.”


“S-Sloan. Madison.”


“Your wife isn’t on the list,” Black Suit says. “She’ll have to leave.”


“She was supposed to be in another bunker, but their car was attacked on the way, she has nowhere else to go.”


“That’s not my problem. The door closes in two minutes, you can be on this side or the outside, but she’ll be on the outside.”


Duncan takes a step toward the man in the suit. “Now you listen to me. I love my wife very, very much. If she goes out there, her skin will burn off by nightfall. Take a look at me. Do you really wanna be trapped in this bunker for four years with me after you made me throw my own wife to her death?”


Black Suit looks back and forth between us, then at the door. “I—uh—welcome to Arca Pad, Mrs. Madison. Enjoy your stay.”








CHAPTER 2





DUNCAN HOLDS MY hand tightly as we walk down two flights of stairs and into a small chamber. I jump as a woman appears in front of us. She’s a hologram, but a shockingly realistic one, and with absurd round breasts in a low-cut blue dress. 


“Greetings Duncan!” she says in a sickly sweet voice. “It’s so wonderful to see you again. And…I’m sorry, I don’t have your face in my database.”


“I’m Sloan.”


“Greetings, Sloan! It’s so wonderful to meet you. Welcome to Arca Pad, where you’ll be spending the next four years in the lap of luxury. Bespoke serenity, every convenience, and the best security this planet has to offer await you behind these doors. We’ve—”


“Can we skip this part?” Duncan snaps. “I’ve done the orientation already.”


“I’m afraid not,” she says, flashing him a vibrant smile. “And if you interrupt me again, I’ll be forced to start over from the beginning.”


I stifle a giggle.


“As I was saying before you so rudely cut me off, we’ve gone to great lengths to ensure the next four years will be like a charming vacation. There are 130 residents of Arca Pad. Now 131 with our new, unexpected, but still very welcome guest, Miss Sloan. Please take a look at the floorplan to familiarize yourselves with the layout of this luxury home-away-from-home.”


I jump back as a projected 3D floor plan takes up most of the small chamber.


“There are four residential wings, with the common area in the center. The common area includes the cafeteria, games room, theater, bowling alley, pool, spa, gym, and gun range. Down each of these halls, you’ll find the residential wings. Ten people live in the Presidential Wing, also called the North Wing, including our great leader, Mr. Avinger. The other wings each house 40 people. Yours, the South Wing, will now house 41 people, with our new, unanticipated, but still gladly received guest, Miss Sloan.”


I glance over at Duncan, who is staring vacantly at the hologram’s obscene breasts.


“Please place your finger here,” she gestures to a small pad.


I do as she says, then yelp as the pad pokes my skin.


“Mandatory STD and birth control check,” she says. “Excellent! You’re free of all diseases and your IUD is registered for another eight years. You’ll now be shown to your quarters.”


“Thank you,” I say. “I didn’t catch your name.”


Her eyes brighten. “Thank you for asking! My name is Haven. If you need me, all you have to do is say my name.”


The floorplan disappears and a panel next to the door slides open, allowing Duncan to press his hand into the gel pad. The lasers once again scan his face, then the 3D projection of his head flickers green and the door opens.


We start walking down a long, cylindrical hallway, tastefully lit with warm lights. The walkway lights up as we
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