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HEAVEN



by Oorta

Note from the series editor



This is the first in a series of journals we are publishing which are collectively known as inlex journals.

We chose this one to be the first because it’s an important story which everyone should read.  We are not sure of it’s authenticity.  It may or may not be a work of fiction. It includes a request to publish and we found it compelling enough of a story to include in our publications.

This journal was found attached to a note in an online forum which was unrelated to the content of the journal.  The note only said, “Please help.”  Due to the nature of the content of these documents, we won’t reveal where I found it.

We have done very little editing to the story in order to preserve the authors perspective and style. The only changes I’ve made is to assemble them into this format and slight edits to make it more readable. The content is unchanged.



My name is Jessica Ann Swanson.  I’m originally from Chicago.  I’ve been kidnapped and enslaved somewhere on a luxury resort island, Possibly in the pacific ocean.  I wish I could give more detail about where I am and how I got here, but details of my kidnapping  are not entirely clear.  I will tell you what I experienced and what I know of the details.

As of this writing, I estimate that I have been here for about 2 years.

The residents call this island, Heaven.



I keep trying to establish when I was kidnapped, but it’s hard to pin down.  I believe it started when I was offered a position at a large successful multinational corporation.   The offer was very generous ,and it was where I wanted to go in my career path.  To take the job, I would have to give up everything and fly out to Taiwan.  I figured if nothing else, I would gain the experience of living in another country for a few years, come back with my debts paid, and advance in my career.

Of course, I accepted the position.

I guess you could say I was at a low point in my life.  I had few friends and my family had passed on.  After a string of failed relationships I had taken a break from dating for a few years.  Many of my friends had started families and moved on to other social circles and obligations.  I had a going away party but only a few people showed up.  At the time, it felt like a fresh start was exactly what I needed.

The company arranged to pack up my stuff, ship what I wanted to take with me, and store the rest. After packing my things, I was ready to go.  The movers would take care of the rest.  I was told I didn’t need to take much with me.  I would be given a company credit card to buy new clothes and household items to furnish my new apartment.  I traveled with just a few sets of clothes, my computer, and other travel necessities.  Before I left, I was given a new company phone with numbers of contacts to assist me in getting settled.  Everything felt right.  I felt safe and secure in my decision.

I boarded a flight in Chicago that would take me to a plane in Seattle, where I would transfer to another flight to Taiwan. Everything seemed normal until I reached Taiwan.





After getting off the plane in Taiwan, I was directed to an isolation room.  I was told there were some issues with customs and I’d need to wait in this room to be processed.  I was a little annoyed but the personnel seemed polite and assured me everything would be fine.  I texted my contact number and was again reassured that everything would be fine.  They would send someone to assist me through customs.

After some time, I was taken down a short hall and into another room where I was searched.  My clothes were taken and I was given a jumpsuit.  I asked if this was all necessary and they told me it was standard procedure and please don’t talk unless I was asked a question.  They left with my bags, phone, and passport.  At this point I had no way to contact anyone. It may have been an hour since my plan landed.

After another wait, I was taken to a funny little room with an window ac unit embedded within the wall, which I thought was strange.  There were benches on either side of the room and dividers attached to the walls marking individual seats. Something about the room felt like a prefab building or shipping container. This is where the situation started to feel wrong but there was nothing I could do.  I tried to keep calm.  I knew that my new employer would not leave me here.  Someone was coming for me any minute now.

Over the course of the next hour, others wearing similar jumpsuits were placed in the seats next to me.  After some time, We were all restrained and locked to the bench.  There were 8 of us sitting in this room.  Another person came in and placed bags over our heads.  We were informed that if we talked it would make our situation worse.

A woman began whimpering.



I started to wonder how I got in this situation.  Locked to a bench in a small room with 7 others with a black bag over my head, I thought, this can’t normal.  It certainly can’t be normal procedure for people to be treated like this.  I assumed we were in the hands of the Taiwanese government.  I thought that my employer would arrive soon and get me out of here.  A little later, I was not so sure about either assumption.

A short time after the door was closed, we started moving and I was sure we were inside a shipping container on the back of a truck.

At this point I finally started to worry.  I felt that sinking feeling like I might be sick.  I felt flushed.  Some of the others started crying.  One woman started moaning with fear.  There wasn’t anything I could do to help the situation, so I sat quietly and waited.  I tried to keep my emotions under control.  

I kept thinking that I stepped right into this situation without a fight.  I realized that I wouldn’t have been able to change any of it unless I didn’t enter the airport to get on the plane in the first place.  From that moment I stepped into the Chicago airport security line, I’ve been a prisoner of whatever this is, with increasing threats if I stepped out of line or asked any questions.  I saw another person in the security line try to leave and they threatened her with arrest if she didn’t proceed through the security checkpoint.

I started to realize that we’ve all been living like this for some time.  Trapped in a sort of system that takes us through processes and protocols which we take for granted.  Searched, photographed, watched, and coerced.  Everything we do is monitored by someone.  We can be diverted at any point in our lives into isolated confinement.  

Looking back it seems almost designed intentionally to allow for authorities to divert us into situations where we are isolated, alone, confused, and scared.  Like putting a cat in a bag or pinching the ear of a bull, the process is designed to make us complacent and afraid to struggle.

I can’t remember when this change started, but suddenly I understood that this is what people meant by a police state.  I’ve always thought of a police state as somewhere else.  Something that dictatorships do, but it’s just a point where police have total control over people’s lives and there’s nothing we can do about it.  I hadn’t been afraid of police until this moment.  Now I understood the relationship police have in shaping people’s lives.  There’s no excuse for what they do.

I started to get angry, but again there’s nothing I could do, I was restrained, tied to the bench I was sitting on.  I tried to keep calm.  I wondered how people let it get like this.  I only had to look at my own life to see how people are complacent in allowing oppression to continue and grow.  We’re raised to believe that authorities have our best interests in mind, but they don’t.  We perpetuate this belief because it’s easier than living with the knowledge of our own oppression.



We were driven for what seemed like an hour.  Some of it in stop and go traffic.  Some of the women were crying.  The moaner continued.  I remember thinking there were people not 10 feet away, sitting in their cars, that would be horrified if they could see inside this truck.  If they only knew what situation we were in they would stop the truck and help us in some way.  As soon as I thought this, I knew that they wouldn’t help us.  They would see us and be scared for themselves.  They’d tell themselves it wasn’t their problem, and if they questioned it or got involved, they would end up just like us.  No one would risk that.  I wouldn’t risk that.  Not if I was outside in a car peering into this truck.



The motion stopped and after a few minutes of commotion outside, everything became unstable like we were being lifted into the air.  Some women gasped and couple more more started crying.  I could feel the shipping container swaying slightly the air.  There were whispers, like prayers.  Then there was a quiet stillness.  Everyone inside was trying to hear something, anything that would tell us what was happening. 

Suddenly, there was a jolt and all motion stopped.  The silence continued as if by being quiet our kidnappers might forget about us.

I assumed that we might be on a boat or another truck.  I couldn’t imagine why we’d be taken at customs and locked into a shipping container for some other destination.  I knew it wasn’t good and it certainly wasn’t for our benefit.



I lost all sense of time.  I couldn’t tell how long we’d been like this.  The only time was now, the darkness and restraint.  I could smell the other women.  No one spoke.  Suddenly I started to feel calm and drowsy.  I worried less about what was happening to us and dozed off a bit.  The bench was angled back slightly and there were dividers between us so we were supported in our sitting position.  I rested my head against the divider.



I know we must have been drugged.  When I woke up everything was still and silent. It was noticeably hot in the container. I felt like I needed a shower.  Might right arm was sore from a needle, like I’d been in the hospital.  My crotch was sore, and my underwear was gone.  I thought I’d been raped.  Later, I thought, maybe it was from a catheter.  We must have been in that container for days.

  The doors were opened and we were escorted out one by one.  The black bags remained on our heads.  I was guided by someone rather forceful that grabbed me by my arm and lead me out.  I felt a breeze.  Occasionally someone gave me directions like wait here or sit.  The air was warm, and smelt like the sea.  I could hear sea birds in the distance.





We were taken into a room that was cool relief from the shipping container.  We were directed to sit, and after a few minutes, the bags were taken off our heads.

The room was an atrium open to the sky in the center.  It  was very pleasant and soothing and reminded me of some places that were built in the 60’s and 70’s. The Room was made of concrete with plants and water flowing through the large planters which lined the walls.  There were benches around the planted areas and a large planter in the center with trees growing up through a hole ceiling.  

The men who brought us here left, and a friendly looking young woman in a suit stood in front of us.  

Without any introduction she began, “You are not permitted to talk to anyone here.  Don’t think we won’t hear you, there are microphones everywhere and you will be overheard”.  After a pause, she continued, “Your old life is now over, this will be your new life.  You will serve the guests of this island as needed.  Anything they ask, you will do.  You will start with cleaning and be moved into other service positions as we see fit.  The less trouble you make the better off you’ll be.  Over time, I believe that you’ll find life here can be quite enjoyable as long as you do what’s expected, and don’t cause any trouble.”

She continued to explain to us that, once here, we can never leave.  If we attempt to leave, we will be killed and there will be repercussions that affect those we care about back home.  Then, I’ll never forget, she said, “Remember, there are no second chances.”

When I left Chicago I was at a low point in my life.  I didn’t have any living family and few friends, so I didn’t see how that would affect me.  I immediately felt this was a selfish thought.  I am not alone here, and of course, there are people that I do care about back home.  

After her little intimidation speech, we were fitted with a collar to identify us, then we were released from the handcuffs.  She said there were other implanted devices used to track us, if we somehow managed to take our collars off.

I kept thinking, this is insane. how did I get here?  I started going over what happened in my mind.  It became a loop which continued for some time.  Going over the details, trying to find something I could have done differently.  As if it mattered.  Nothing could change the situation I was in.



We were led out of the atrium, through a lobby with several connecting hallways. The lobby was primarily wood paneling with some large windows with dense tropical vegetation. There were sofas and chairs for waiting.  

Most of the hallways curved away from the main lobby obscuring what might be down them. One wide hallway was short and strait. It had doors off either side and looked like it opens outside at the end.

We were taken down a branching hallway.  After several branches, the hallway changed from wood and stone to concrete with more branches.

Inside a doorway near the end of a hallway we were taken into a sort of dorm.  There was a largish room with a mirror along one wall, lockers on the opposite wall and benches for sitting in the middle.  A room beyond contained bunk beds.



We were introduced to our supervisors and assigned a bunk to sleep.  In the sleeping rooms, sixteen beds were stacked on either side.  The central corridor through the room is lined with low tables that could be used for sitting or setting things. On this table at the end of each bunk were piles of folded clothes.  Each bed had sheets stacked on it.

At the end of the sleeping room was a doorway opening to sinks, toilets, and showers.  We were allowed to shower and dress using the clothes on the table by our assigned bunk.

The wall In the bathroom is reflective like a mirror but something about it didn’t seem like a mirror. It didn’t have the glass depth which a mirror usually has. The reflection was on the surface.  It seemed odd, I never figured out why.



After showering, We were shown the break room where we would attend meetings and eat meals. We were then split into groups and taken to our work assignments.  I was tasked with cleaning bathrooms in mornings and working in the kitchen in afternoons.  Evenings held another round of cleaning and sleep.  I would wake up to another round the next day.  There are no weekends off.  The only breaks we have are walking between shifts with a short ten minute stop at our dorm for freshening up, and meal times, which lasts for twenty minutes.

I settled into my daily routine.  What else could I do?  I don’t know who these people are, where I am, or how I could possibly get off this island.  I have a degree in sociology and I’m being forced to clean toilets.



On the surface this place seems like any tropical resort, however, other than the slave labor, there were other oddities as well.  Most of the rooms are not rectangular, they are either round or hexagonal.  The resort is built somewhat like a maze, there aren’t any long strait corridors.  There is a main complex and a few outer complexes with bungalows and other activity centers.  I have not been outside of the main complex, so I’m not sure what is at these other areas.

After a couple weeks, I noticed there are no older people other than a few kitchen staff.  One would expect an exotic island resort to have some older people as guests.  The official story, we were told in a meeting, is that this is a fancy resort for young wealthy men who are recuperating.  Recuperating from what we were never told and we are not to ask questions about it.  

The Guests are all men in their mid 20s to early 30s.  They act like they own everything.  Rich, entitled boys who command us and never ask for anything.  They seem incapable of asking.  They tell people what to do.  They often get angry if a slave hesitates.  I get the impression that they have always treated people in this way.  They are entitled to a degree I haven’t been subjected to before.  Once, I overheard them talk about having earned their place here somehow.  Like one will say “we’ve all earned our place here.” during argument, as a way to cool things down.

The guests seem to spend all day socializing, playing games, swimming in the pools, or reading in the library.  They go on outings into the island, but slaves are not allowed on these adventures.  There are other rooms which we are not allowed in and I don’t know what goes on there.

There is a dining hall for meals and socializing. Tables seat 4-8 but there are also couches with coffee tables around the edges of the room.  There is no buffet, only orders from a menu.  Slaves use mounted touch screens to enter in the orders, which are delivered by the kitchen.  The dining hall slaves also mix drinks and clean up after the guests.

Opposite the dining hall is a library.  4 walls are lined with books, 2 walls are mostly glass with a jungle forested area outside.  There are similar couches with tables, as in the dining hall, with the addition of large soft reclining chairs.  Free standing book shells divide up the room into pockets of seating areas.  The room is well shaded and gives the impression of a library inside a jungle forest.

The hallway which contains the dinging hall and library ends in a doorway which opens outside into an area with 16 pools of various sizes.  Some are heated.  Some are shaded.  Some seem primarily decorative and contain ocean life or turtles and koi.  Many of the pools have a bar and restroom.

There are open air buildings around the pool area that contain shaded sitting areas, massage tables, or bars.  They look like the typical open air bars at many resorts with tables, chairs, and ceiling fans.  A few have a view of the ocean.

Beyond the pools there’s a beach area with tables, chairs and areas for water sports.  I’m told we’re not allowed out there beyond the pool area.  Apparently there is some sort of defensive perimeter which can identify any of us trying to enter the beach area.  There is a bar just inside the perimeter.  I’m told there’s another beach area on the other side of the complex but I haven’t seen it.

At night there is more socializing, dancing, mostly by slave women, and drinking and drugs for the guests.  We’re expected to serve their needs, whatever they may be.  Much of the night time activity centers on a sort of nightclub called The Playroom.  As far as I can tell, rest of the resort is made up of private rooms and game rooms.  

We’ve been told that there is no internet here.  However, guests have devices that look like tablets and cell phones.  We’re also told the devices have no connection outside the island and they will set off an alarm if we touch them.

There are televisions in some areas that mostly show news reports and stock market information.  We are told that we are to avoid watching them. From what I have seen any dates displayed on the screen are blurred out.

There are rumors that we have chips in us so we can be tracked wherever we are.  Our every action is timed and recorded.  Every room we enter and anything we say is being monitored.  Anything out of the ordinary and we will be investigated and disciplined.  It has never been clear if this is true or not.  I suspect it would be easier to place trackers in our collars, but who knows what they did to us while we were unconscious on the boat.



At first, none of the slaves would talk to each other, other than official needs and instructions.  We are scared with the possibility that there are microphones and cameras hidden everywhere.  Any conversation between staff could be punished.  I thought it silly that they call us staff like it’s some nice holiday job which we were lucky to get.

For the first month or so, my days were fairly monotonous.  I cleaned bathrooms in the main facility and cleaned the kitchen after lunch. In the evenings I would do another round of facility cleaning.  Some slaves clean the guest rooms, some the pool area and there are slaves assigned to the dining area for serving food and cleaning.  Slaves are not allowed in the library, but someone is assigned to clean it daily.  I’m told she cannot read.

Each area has a supervisor who is also a slave that has worked her way into a supervisor position.  They make sure we do our work and don’t break the rules.  The supervisors can be more admonishing than the guests, sometimes.

 

One day, I found some blank paper in a trash can. I hid the paper in our dorm during a shift change.  A week later, I found a pen waiting for me in a hallway.  I picked it up and put it on my cart expecting someone to ask for it.  When I returned my cart to the storage space, I put the pen in my shoe.  Hoping that I wouldn’t set of any alarms.  When I got back to the dorm I put the pen in a slot in my bed frame.  I need to find a better hiding spot.

It took several weeks to build up the courage to start writing notes about my experience here.  I am still not sure what I am going to do with my notes. I worry what will happen if they were found.

I write notes in the toilet stalls that I clean during working hours.  I think up what’s important during the morning shifts and at night, then I write as quickly as possible.  Usually only having moments for a sentence or two before I need to switch stalls.



During this time, I noticed that some of the slaves have different emblems on their collars.  My guess is that it conveys some special status.  I wonder if the collars unlock or open doors in one way or another.



We work three 6 hours shifts.  I was assigned 6 hours cleaning, then 6 hours kitchen cleaning, and 6 hrs in the cleaning restrooms and tables.

Schedules were staggered so 1/3 of us woke up early, 1/3 woke up late, and 1/3 work the night shift.  Someone said the shifts staggered in such a way to allow the supervisors to manage all the slaves.  I also noticed the staggering allowed them to shift people to different sleep and mealtime patterns, either to reduce contact with others or to break us down a bit.  Sometimes there seemed to be various reasons for a shift change, and other times no reason at all.  Later I learned that guests could have us removed or placed on shifts they wanted us in.

The staff room is next to the kitchen.  In this room, we eat and meet for shift instructions.  We are given twenty minutes at the beginning of each shift for a small meal in the staff room, where we would also get any special instructions for our shift.  The meals are served through a service window into the kitchen.  We all eat the same thing, though it does change on a daily basis.



Almost everyone obeys the rules to the letter.  There are no complaints that I’ve heard so far.  People are scared to talk in our dorm.  Everyone believes there are microphones and stare disapprovingly at those who quietly sneak a conversation, as if they’re endangering the rest of us.  Some suspect our collars have microphones.  No one knows for sure.  I’ve never seen anyone punished for talking.



It seems that those slaves who are deemed to be more attractive are given personal service jobs.  This means attending personally to guests needs.  They entertain and serve the guests at the pools and other rooms in the resort.  Some slaves are specially trained for dancing, massage, or games.  One slave leads yoga classes for the guests.

Women who are older or unattractive are given kitchen duty or some other maintenance job which is out of sight.  Many of the older women work in the kitchen.  By older I mean 40’s.  I have not seen any slaves older than maybe 50.

As far as I’ve seen, the landscaping and outdoor maintenance is done mostly by robots.  They trim the lawns, plants, and clean the pools.



Management positions, we call them overseers behind their backs, are staffed by slaves who seem happy to be where they are.  Their job is to make things run smoothly, efficiently, and that everyone behaves properly.  They take great pride in doing their jobs to the best of their ability.  They do their jobs as well as any paid service, if not better.  They are almost always smiling and cheerful.  They come down on us hard when we do something we’re not supposed to.

The overseers wear different uniforms to distinguish them from the rest of us.  The Guests treat them better and go to them first with their needs.  Overseers have separate sleeping quarters and don’t stay in the dorm.

The overseers treat the rest of us with contempt as if they are owners and not slaves themselves.



After a few months, I was assigned as a “personal service assistant”.  My collar emblem was changed.  I was given new clothes, which consisted of a rather skimpy translucent dress, a bikini, and long silky translucent robe which is supposed to protect us from the sun.  I have 20 min after meal time to shave everything, shower, and freshen up.

I’m expected to serve drinks and order food from the kitchen.  Apparently, we’re also expected to sit on their laps and be groped at regular intervals.  When we’re assigned to the pool area, we have time to swim in the pool.  The guests like to watch us swim.  Much of our work consists of being a decorative presence.

This is also the position that gets the most unwanted attention from the guests.  We have to put up with anything they throw at us.  Beatings, rape, shouting, derogatory comments, anything they decide we deserve.  Through it all, we have to maintain our obedience and servitude.  To refuse, brings more punishment.



The pool area is a rather large area of the resort, although you wouldn’t see it as such from the ground.  It is made up of many pools and ponds that are surrounded by bamboo and other tropical plants, which gives the effect that all of the pools seem secluded from each other.  There’s a large, deep pool in the center which is filled with ocean life.  It has an artificial reef and many colorful fish.

Surrounding this pool are pockets of pools designed for socializing.  Most of the smaller pools have a bar area.  Some have stages, though I haven’t seen anyone perform on them.  There are many tables and chairs.  Some have pool tables or other games.  Others have large televisions which display the news or movies.  Restrooms with toilets and showers are tucked behind the bars.

I imagine that from the air the pool area must look like a giant flower, or some other pattern, with paths branching off the main body to other pool areas.  Though, I’m guessing it’s not unlike other resorts.  Hopefully, someone can use this information to narrow down it’s location.



As a personal service assistant, I spend much of my time in the pool area.  It’s nice that I get to swim but the regular abuse is not something I’m used to.  I have never had a service position before.  I’ve always had office jobs.  I worked in a library during college and didn’t have to wait tables like many students.  I had an abusive boyfriend, but I left after he finally hit me, and I didn’t look back.  There is nowhere to go or hide here.  We have to face the abuse and accept it as part of our lives.

At first, I was assigned to a single pool.  My job was to serve any men who came to that pool.  Make them drinks, dry them off, enter their food orders into the order screens, provide conversation if they initiated it, and anything else they requested.

There were usually two women assigned to any given pool at a time.  Some of the guests brought along women from other areas, or those they had requested to attend their needs.

We are expected to spend some time swimming in the pool, and guests encourage us to swim when they are talking sometimes.  There are some heated conversations around the pools.  At these times, it isn’t infrequent that the men rough up a slave or two.  Sometimes they will corner one of us and take turns.  A practice that seems to transcend economic status.



Most of the time we stand around, lie in the sun, both servant and scenery.  We keep watch on drinks and attend the needs of the guests, who are like some strange boys club.  We serve food to the guests.  We take orders and enter them through the touch screen.  The orders are then processed by the kitchen and delivered.  The kitchen has it’s own delivery staff but sometimes we must go fetch an order which hasn’t arrived.  Usually this happens for an impatient guest and not a problem with kitchen staff.  Some guests have us deliver special orders directly to the kitchen.

Much of the organization is the same as any full service hotel.  The only difference being the staff are all slaves.  Kidnapped from their lives and brought here to work and amuse the guests.



At the pools, we hear more of their conversations than in other work around the resort.  They talk as if they’ve known each other for decades but it can’t be more than 5-10 years, I’d imagine.  Maybe they grew up together, went the the same schools.  I don’t know.  The way they talk also sounds, worldly.  I’ve heard discussion of many locations around the world which the guests have traveled to.  They like to compare notes and one up each other, if they can.

In many ways they are just men, like any other.  In other ways, they aren’t quite like any men I’ve met elsewhere.  They are very sure of themselves, very confident.  They certainly seem entitled, like most men, but there is something beyond that, like they own the world and everyone else are just pawns in their game.  They talk like each move leads to another move.  They talk of comprehensive strategies which they have learned and refined over the years.

They address women with a forwardness that most other men don’t exhibit.  Instead of subtle manipulation, they state exactly what they want and expect it to be carried out.  Like no one would ever say no.

Of course we can’t say no.



After I was exposed to more of their leisure conversation, I started getting a growing feeling that something is not normal.  I can’t place what it is, but something about this place doesn’t add up.  If I close my eyes and listen to them banter, I can imagine them to be older, very rich men.  Like out of old movies or some of the older executives I’ve met at dinner parties and the like.

Sometimes they talk about something they call the game.  I’m not sure if it’s some type of sport, a stock market thing, or a game made of people’s lives.  Sometimes it seems to be all three.  Sometimes, it sounds like they refer to everything as the game.

I have noticed they seem to have a special codified language they use when referring to certain things.  Like any subculture which has agreed on special meanings for common words.



(something more)

Working at the pool is where I met Sindy.  We work together on the pool shift.  She’s a little older than me, long brown hair, Gorgeous.  She’s very good at playing with the guests.  She knows what to say to diffuse potentially bad situations.  She predicts when they want something.

I am learning a lot from her.  Of all the slaves I’ve met so far, I gotten to know her the best.



She doesn’t seem to be afraid of the men or our situation.  If I didn’t know she was a slave I’d think she was some sort of beach bunny who lives at resorts and manages to make a living by entertaining guests.





Between slaves, there are very few places we can talk, but there’s a certain set of subtle head tilts and glances which we use to communicate.  A flick of a finger or the brush of an arm can mean a lot when you can’t communicate through speech.  

I’d love to go into specifics, but it’s best if I don’t say much in case these notes are found.  It’s enough to know we can communicate, to a degree, with each other while among the guests.  We look out for each other the best we can.  More so around the pools.  Maybe each area looks out for each other and there’s a coolness between groups.  There is certainly a distrust of new comers, as if a new slave is a spy or something.

Part of the reason we can get away with our signaling is that we are seen to be little more than furniture or pets.  Before they came here, the guests already saw other people as lessor beings.  Their wealth, the seemingly eternal party, and life free from worry makes them somehow superior to the rest of us, in their minds. Sometimes it’s like they’re surprised we are capable of speech or independent thought.

In many ways this assumption of our ignorance benefits us.  Since we are slaves and there is nowhere to escape to, the best we can do is to be judged incapable of critical thought.  It allows us to communicate and get away with certain things.  We play the part.  We apologize profusely every time we make the slightest mistake.  We act dumb because it makes our lives easier.



Not everyone can handle interacting with the guests.  It’s brutal work, which takes a lot of courage and stamina.  All day we’re groped, ogled, and yelled at.  Sometimes, all at the same time.  We are admonished for the slightest mistake.  We are belittled and bullied, pushed and pulled, and our clothes are torn off from time to time.

Some of the women only work in the kitchens and cleaning.  Typically, when a slave causes problems or doesn’t do her job well, she is demoted to cleaning and from there must work her way up again into another position when it becomes available.  Some women prefer these jobs, because they interact less with the guests.

The kitchen might sound nice but it’s under constant surveillance.  It’s said that any language we speak is translated.  There’s a coded language for the kitchen slaves as well but the women are scared it might be seen and deciphered retrospectively.  So it’s used sparingly and not taught to anyone outside of kitchen staff. 

The women in the kitchen seem to be the most scared.  They are quiet, work hard, and keep out of the way.  They don’t want to cause problems and don’t want others to cause problems.  They take few risks.  As a result, they don’t move around to other positions.  Good kitchen staff stay in the kitchen.  For some, the kitchen is a desired position.  It has the least contact with guests.  As long as a slave can cook and doesn’t mess up orders, she can remain working in the kitchen.



The Truth is, we’re all scared.  Every moment of the day, we’re scared to look at people wrong.  Scared of not being pleasing to the guests.  Scared of our supervisors.  Scared of being late or slow or being in the wrong place.  Scared of being raped or beaten or killed.  Scared that another slave might say something out of spite or to protect herself.  We never know what is going to happen, and we often don’t know why something has happened.





It became clear to me why we were taken and enslaved as we are.  Anyone that leaves this place could tell others about it’s existence.  They have to keep us here.  I’m guessing, it also means, we can never leave alive.

I wonder what the world would do if they found out rich people were kidnapping women and forcing them into slavery on a resort island.  Maybe nothing, but maybe it would outrage enough people to take steps toward change.







Sindy and I will, at times, empty bar trash into a dumpster behind the bars.  These dumpsters are in a nook behind the building and opened onto a path which leads to the docks and has a view of the ocean.  It feels secluded and doesn’t appear to have any cameras.  No one can physically listen in on our conversations without us seeing them.  It is a beautiful spot and we sometimes sit for a bit and talk.  Somehow, just seeing the ocean, I feel more free and relaxed.



One day, behind the dumpster, after one of the girls was raped in front of us on a pool table, I told Sindy that I couldn’t believe we lived like this.  I had wanted to stop them, or do something to intervene, but I knew there was nothing I could do.  

Unexpectedly, Sindy said, “You need to stop being so shocked.  Our lives here are not that bad.  My life here is much better from what it was before. I worked two shit jobs for 60 hours a week at min wage.  I struggled every day to pay the bills.  I’ve been bullied and pushed around just as much at those jobs as I am here.  I’ve seen women raped for far less in public spaces.  What does it matter if we’re slaves here on this paradise island or slaves working for McDonald's and Starbucks.  I’d rather be here and not have to pay bills on top of all the other things that still happen to us out there.”

Then she said, “Listen, don’t screw anything up for us.  A lot of women in the world have it much worse that we do.”

I didn’t know what to say.  I had assumed she might be unhappy here like the rest of us.  Afterwards I wondered if she said it because someone might be listening or because she really did have a better life here.  Regardless of why she said it, I thought about what she had said.  Of course, many people would love to have a job like this.  So what, if we are enslaved on a tropical island, we do live rather well.  There’s plenty of healthy food, we have a dry place to sleep.  Does it matter that much, that we have to do little dances around these men and tolerate their abuse.  Women are abused in every work environment, and too often go home to more abuse. 

Some of the slaves seem to enjoy the attention of these men.  So sure of themselves.  So simple.  Sindy’s words made me reevaluate everything I’ve been thinking about this place.  It explained why Sindy was always so care free with the men.  She enjoys her life here as best she can.  She’s also very good at manipulating them.

Still, something in me can’t let go.  We were taken from our lives and forced to be servants and play toys of incredibly rich, selfish men.  I know it is the same in Chicago, NYC, LA, or any other city in the world.  What we do here isn’t any different, we just don’t get paid for it here.

I’ve started to wonder if being paid to do work is really a measure of freedom.  In the city, I worked under similar stresses for a tiny apt and unhealthy food.  I was ogled, groped, heckled and yelled at on the streets of Chicago walking home every day.  I would walk extra miles just to avoid intersections and areas where men congregated.  I was groped and rubbed on while riding trains and buses.  I was always stressed about paying the bills and paying off my student loans, which I HAD to take to become educated, just to get by.  An education which didn’t help in the type of work I ended up in as a career.  The only thing we need from higher education is the piece of paper that entitles us to work for a higher wage in a stable job.  It shows that we can go into debt and jump through the hoops of the education system regardless of the bullshit we face.

The debt from college is the first step to enslavement for all of us.  From then on it’s more debt for cars or housing or children.  Everything we do requires more money than we can afford to pay.

I could never afford a vacation like this.  My free time was spent watching television or cleaning my own place.  On occasion, I went to a bar or out to dinner with friends, but this was also very expensive.

Sindy’s comments made me feel like my suffering was out of place.  I feel like I should try to fit in better.  Try to enjoy being raped by these men.  I became more determined to make the best of it.  I know we all do.  

It also opened my mind to the suffering we face in any civilized society.  We are not free in a market economy.  We are trapped by economic forces and forced into laboring for others whom we don’t respect or admire.  People who treat us like slaves rather than fellow humans.  We are kept at the edge of homelessness, always fearful of losing what little we have.

Life in a market economy may be a different kind of slavery, but it’s still slavery.









I’ve noticed that some women are assigned to a single guest, and have elevated privileges as a result.  Some men have several women they favor.  Others, it seems only one.

On Sindy’s advice, I’m hoping that I can attract the attention of one of the nicer men, and escape some of the advances of the more abusive ones.  I’ve picked out a few of the men which I’m hoping to become more involved with.  

It’s hard to choose. Some of the men are so nice when they first meet you.  Only later to find out they enjoy beating women when it suits them.  The men here have superiority complexes and control issues.  Sometimes they imagine some offense when there was none and use it as an excuse to display their dominance.



There is a guest named Steve who doesn’t hide his animosity.  He doesn’t hang around at my pool, but I see him at others and he comes by from time to time.  Often when he’s had an argument at another pool, he comes by ours to vent.  We just smile and nod, and hope he cools down.  He scares me.

I have seen a few of the men try to scold him when he berates or beats women in front of them.  He doesn’t care.  He tells the other guests that they should have learned how to take charge by now.  Once he said he wished he could have done the same to his employees all those years.  He seemed to think that bullying was the only way to motivate people.

I’ve been trying to get closer to those that do the scolding.  It’s not easy.  We’re not supposed to play favorites, or be involved in anything the men do, other than what they ask us to do.  Still we bend over seductively when handing them drinks and give them smiles when the others aren’t watching.  Showing an interest goes a long way toward gaining attention and building attraction.  Men are simple creatures to seduce.



Sometimes I want to hope that I can gain the fancy of one of the men, he will fall in love, and find a way to get me away from here.  I know this is a fantasy.  It’s funny what hope can do to one’s thinking.  We reach for hope, try to grasp it, even when it doesn’t exist.

Most of the nicer guests seem to already have a slave or two assigned to them.  It would be unwise to try to interfere in any of these relationships.  I’m not sure I could handle a man that had multiple women.  Not out of jealousy, but that there would always be another woman looking over my shoulder and possibly competing for attention.  I can’t take that risk.  The games of playing him and the politics of managing other women would be too much.  I need someone I can focus on.  Someone who I can get to focus on me.  I have to make him want me without him catching on.  He needs to think it’s his decision.  He has to believe he noticed me first and that I responded to his advances affectionately.



Why am I writing this down?  If I’m caught I’ll certainly be killed.  I suppose that isn’t any different than living here the rest of my life.  I guess, I find hope and purpose in making these journal entries.  I feel that someone must document what’s going on here.  I doubt anyone will get to read it, but I continue anyway.  For me, it’s a type of therapy.  It helps me organize my thoughts.  Maybe it’s the sociologist in me, taking notes for an ethnography.

 Certainly, there must be a way off this island.  It’s not like we’re on another planet, this is an island on earth.  Islands are supplied with deliveries.  The trash must go somewhere.  Maybe I can throw a message in a bottle into the ocean or into the trash.

I also worry about what might happen to the other women, if these notes are found.  I try to limit the details about others, so as to not get them in trouble.  I’m constantly worrying about my notes being found.  I wonder if it’s worth all the added stress.



One day, I was talking to Sindy when we were throwing out the trash.  The wind had picked up.  We sat for a bit between the dumpster and the wall.  She had a joint which she had lifted from one of the guests.  She said she can sneak one into her bikini line sometimes.  She tells guests, “maybe it blew away”.  She tries not to do it often enough to be noticed.  Once she was told to swim before she had a chance to smoke it, losing her prize.



I mentioned something about how the men talk like they own the world, but they are only 25.  

She said, “They can’t be 25.  I’ve been here for 10 years and they haven’t aged any.  It’s the same men that have been here all along.  A few new ones show up but no one leaves.  The slave women vanish faster than the guests.”

I was rather astonished.  How could anyone live at a resort for 10 years or more?  I guess if given the choice, maybe some rich retirees live in resorts.  Even then, you’d think they would change scenery and locations.  Why stay in one place?  The way they talk about the world they have obviously enjoyed traveling.



I didn’t get to finish the conversation to find out more.  We had to go back before we were noticed missing and I was so high.  The weed was very strong.  My mind was trying to process what she said.  How could it be they don’t age.  Why live here?  What is going on?  Why do I have anxiety when I think about it?





I think I’ve gained the attentions of a respectable guest.  He doesn’t banter like the others.  He’s quiet.  He likes his drinks and comes by daily to swim and spend time by the pool.  Often he lunches at the pool.  I think he might be there to see me.  We don’t talk much, just pleasantries.  I see him watching me when I mix drinks.

I found out that he often spends late afternoons in the library.  The library is not a place where I can go, but it’s good to know he reads.





Another woman was raped today at the pools.  I don’t.  I don’t think I’ll ever get used to it.  I don’t like to write about it, but our abuse is a regular occurrence.  It happens frequently.  This time it was ken and his buddies.  They cornered Charlotte by the bar.  She is so sweet.  She doesn’t belong here.  None of us do.

One of them came out of the pool and approached her.  He started telling her how perfect she is, asked her if she knew how fine she is.  At first she looked confused and maybe slightly flattered.  The others slowly got out of the pool as well.  Like they could smell what was going on.  Maybe they planned it, who knows.  It happens often enough that everyone knows what is about to happen.

They approached slowly.  Like a pack of animals creeping up on their prey.  Her look turned to fear.   She knew what was happening.  He said he knew she wanted it.  He said he couldn’t resist her perfect ass any longer.  She started saying, no, over and over.

He said, “yes, yes, yes.”  He made shushing sounds and told her it’s ok, she’ll enjoy it.  She was backed up against the bar, there wasn’t anywhere to go.  The others were within reach.  One of them circled around the back of the bar.  She was pleading.  Saying “Please… Please no.”  The one behind the bar reached over and grabbed her breasts and pulled her back over the bar.  He held her arms while the others grabbed her legs and pulled her swimsuit off.  She started screaming.

Myself and the other women faded back into the plants and shadows.  I knew if we tried to stop it, it would turn more violent and we would be next.

I walked away, ashamed that I didn’t do anything to try to help.  I knew I couldn’t do anything but I still felt responsible for not taking some sort of action.  I felt sick.  I grabbed a half full bag of trash and went out to the dumpster, like I had work to do.  Another woman was already there squatting behind the dumpster crying.  We all suffered when one of us was attacked.

Later, in the dorm, we would hold Charlotte and cry together.  It is all we can do.  It’s still not enough.



The guest whom I’ve been trying to attract has been responding to my subtle flirtation.  I often see him looking at me when I’m making drinks or swimming.

One day I think he almost stepped in when I was being harassed by another guest.  Afterwards, he asked me to sit by him.  We sat quietly, not talking, but I knew he was trying to protect me, which I haven’t seen him do with the other women.

A few times, we’ve talked a bit.  Noting meaningful, just small talk.  He commented on the fit of my bikini.  He said it in a polite way.  Not creepy or lusty, just like saying my hair looked nice, though slightly more sensual.  I smiled back and thanked him for the compliment.  We sat together in silence for a while.  He touched my hand and smiled as he got up and walked away.





I’ve spent the night with the guest I was hoping for.  I won’t reveal his name.  The sex was ok.  I felt a little dirty.  I tried to enjoy it, but afterwards I felt used.  Certainly, it was better than being violently raped, but it still feels like rape.  I try to pretend he is someone I would want to be with if the circumstances were different, but our situation is always there reminding me it’s not consensual.

Back in his room it was easier.  Normally, our circumstances are everywhere around us.  In his room it’s different, quiet.  It could be anywhere.  There are fewer reminders of our situation.  No other guests staring at us.  No one to approach and start yelling at me.

In his room, it was just us. The room is like a really fancy apartment or condo.  It’s not like any place I’ve been before.

The next day, I was almost excited.  I felt like this could work out.  It was good enough that I didn’t have to hate it, and with a little work I might be able to train him to get me off so I wouldn’t have to fake it, so much.





His apartment is one large room, which is about two stories in height and dome shaped.  It has a cave or aquatic type quality to it.  There is a ring of porthole type sky lights at the top of the dome and a large windowed area at the far end, which takes up the whole side of the room.  When I stood by the window I couldn’t see any other buildings, just vegetation and sky.  It looked like there was a trail, maybe to the beach.

When entering the room, There is a sunken sitting area on the left, and a kitchen on the right.  A central column holds three large screens facing different areas of the room.

The walls have bookshelves and art.  The art is on some type of screen, as it can be changed.  They’re not like any screens I’ve seen before.  They look like paintings.  Reflective not back lit.  They don't glow in the darkness.

At the far end of the room is a large window that reaches up the side of the dome.  Within this windowed area is a raised platform with a bed.  A table and chairs sit against the window.  A door leads out onto a deck.  A curved stairway leads up to the platform on one side.  Below the platform is a sitting area with a fridge.  A door leads outside to a patio with another table and chairs next to a small pool or hot tub.  This area is partially shaded by the deck above.  The surrounding area is forested enough to block the view of other buildings.

Inside, the doorway to the bathroom is on the ground floor under the stairs.  It is in a room off the main dome.  I’m guessing it fills a space between domes.  It has a a nice deep, wide tub.  There is a sink and toilet, all very posh.  It’s tiled in a dark gray.  There are wooden benches for sitting and hooks and hangers for towels and clothes.  It’s much larger than one would expect from it’s placement. It seems larger than some apartments I’ve lived in.

The kitchen has two counters.  One against the wall and the other free standing and doubles as a sort of bar.  There are the usual kitchen appliances, and a touchscreen for displaying recipes.  There’s also a book shelf on the wall, maybe for books or appliances, but it only had a few small sculptures and decorative bowls.  The stove and oven looked like they have never been used.  I can’t imagine the guests cooking for themselves.  The fridge contains mostly bottles of drinks.  He told me that he could have the fridge stocked with food if I desired to cook.  Groceries can be ordered from the screen.  Each recipe has an order button for ingredients.

Opposite the kitchen is a sunken sitting area with a low table and couches surrounding it.  Around the sitting area along the walls is a counter with cabinets beneath and bookshelves above.  Art is displayed on the walls between shelves.  There’s a tablet and an arrangement of candles on the table.

The electronic devices activate when he enters the room.  If he leaves for some reason I can’t use the screens.  Only the kitchen appliances work.  When I commented on this, he that I can be granted access to some of them when I am in the room alone, but we’ll have to wait and see how it goes.





My new situation has been going well.  I’ve visited with my guest a few times in the last week.  We get along well.  We have a lot of sex.  Not much talking.  It’s all pleasant enough.  At least I’m not at the pools or cleaning toilets during the time we are together.





He has reserved me for several days and we spent the time eating and having sex.  We ordered some recipe ingredients and I made a seafood stir fry.  It felt good to cook again for someone.  I was almost able to forget our situation.  This man who was no longer a stranger and yet still is.  It is almost like a new romance.

It sure beat working in the kitchens or cleaning the toilets.  Sleeping in his comfy bed, next to a warm human was divine.  I’d forgotten what it was like.  Even before I was kidnapped, it had been a while since I’ve spent the night with someone.

At some point, I expected, I would need to go back to work.  For the time being, I would enjoy the food, lounging, and sex as best I could.

Some part of me wants to let go and treat our situation as if it is a real romance, but there is still this feeling that he is treating me like a delicate pet he can have his way with.  I can see now why some of the women seem happy here.  If I could spend most of my time here, with him, I might forget that I’m a slave.



He told me almost in passing that there aren’t any camera’s or recording devices in the rooms of the guests.  I’m not sure why he told me.  It seemed like a slip up at first, but it could have been intentional.  Maybe he wants me to feel more at ease here, with him.  Maybe he wants me to know he has power over me in his room.  Whatever the reason, it is oddly comforting knowing I am not being spied on when I’m with him.

It would make a certain sense that the guests have privacy in their rooms.  No one likes being watched by others.  These men are all about their personal freedom, even from each other.  They just don’t believe in personal freedom for anyone else.

Apparently, the portable maid’s stations used for cleaning had their own cameras in them.  For this reason, the stations don’t enter the residential areas.  They are left in the hallway when slaves came in to clean the rooms.





I found a place to stash my notes, underneath a drawer in the kitchen, while he was away for several hours.  I’m debating moving my notes here.  I might try to gather them and move them here next time he called me to his room.

They would be safer, but I worry about losing access to them if he decides he doesn’t want me anymore.  I’ll have to weigh the options.





Night time activities tend to gravitate toward The Playroom, which is a sort of dance club. It has couches with tables for lounging.  Black lights and other colored lighting.  There’s a long bar that takes up one end of the room.  There’s a dressing room in the back with costumes we can choose from.  The center of the room has elevated platforms and poles for dancing.  There are booths lining the sides and a large bar at the end.

The dance floor opens up at one end onto an outdoor seating area near the pools.  

There are screens for projections.

A few of the slaves manage the music and lights.  Like the managers, they are respected and have special privileges.

Sometimes I wonder if some of us were taken because of our skills from our previous lives.  What makes them choose us to enslave here.  There must be reasons, some selection process.  I feel like I was targeted.  Someone set a trap which I couldn’t resist.



For several months we spent a few days together at a time, maybe once or twice a week.  In between, I’d go back to my normal duties of cleaning and pool servant.  

The other women want to know how it’s going with my new man. Part of me doesn’t want to talk about it.  Partially not to mess it up with gossip, but also I feel protective of the relationship.  I shouldn’t delude myself, I’ve become a fuck toy for a rich man boy.  Never would have guessed I’d end up here.

Other parts of life here go on as usual.  Parties, beatings, rapes, gifts, praise, some of it is cyclic, some periodic, it never ends.

There are so many incidents of abuse I don’t want to list them all.  I’m sure I don’t hear about most of them.  Few of the incidents stand out against the background of it all.  Standing, sitting, at the bar, in the pool, everywhere they grab my breasts, ass, crotch.  They do it with a smile.  Always with that look in their eye like they know they can take it anytime they want.  They know we’re powerless to stop them.  It’s hard to predict what might deter them.  Some men respond to a smile when they grab us, but others enjoy that we’re frightened or disgusted.  It turns them on, and makes the situation worse.

I try to think about the good things.  The sun and the wind.  We are given drinks on occasion.  The men like to see us drunk.  Often we pretend to be drunk more than we feel the intoxication.  It doesn’t help to become too relaxed or intoxicated around here.





It’s been a few months since we hooked up and after weeks of regular private invites, he decided he should step up his claim on me.

Before I left his room today, he attached his emblem to my collar.  It changes my status and gives me access to some areas.  Now he knows where I am at all times.  He can request my services whenever he wishes.  I can enter his room when he is not with me.  The other guests also know that I’m bonded to someone.

Apparently I have new responsibilities too.  I’m to clean his room, so the other cleaning staff don’t need to enter anymore.  I cook meals when he requests.

I still have my dorm bunk, but often sleep in his room with him.  I still have a shift at the pool, but cleaning his room is counted as my morning cleaning shift.  I haven’t done an evening shift in some time since he usually requests my presence in the evenings.  Sometimes, If he’s busy or distant, I’ll spend a shift in the playroom during the evening.







Work at the pool area is somehow different now.  I don’t feel as burdened by it.  I feel I have become more complacent in my situation.  Being favored gives me a sense of belonging.  The others treat me differently, both slaves and guests.  It seems like everyone knows that this change which took place has given me a higher status.  It seems like I am trusted.  Now that I’m wearing his emblem, I’ve been accepted into a higher class of slave.  Everyone, guests and slaves, speak to me differently, more confidentially.

It also means the other men keep their distance.  They were still friendly and flirtatious but there is a line they are hesitant to cross.  The groping has diminished a bit.  The stares have become more knowing and less lustful.

Overall I feel more relaxed.  My work doesn’t seem so oppressive.  Part of me feels as though I could accept this life and maybe even enjoy it.  

I am a slave of a wealthy person, but what woman in my situation anywhere else in the world isn’t bound by the money and power of the men whom they are beholden to?



There are moments when I feel like I could have a life here that isn’t too bad.  It might even be better than any chance of a life I had while living in Chicago.

In many ways, I’m like his personal assistant.  I make his drinks, how he likes them.  I focus on his needs.  I also get to swim and sit in the sun a bit.  The view out of his apartment is beautiful.  There are palm trees, grass and shrubs, peacocks and flamingos all around the grounds and pools.  

In the evenings I go dancing at the playroom, if I want to.  We eat good food.  I can imagine many women would love it here.  And like many of those women, I’m scenery as much as a servant.  I’m expected to lounge around and be sexy.





He gave me access to the kitchen computer for limited tasks.  Mostly so I can work on cooking while he is gone.  The resort has a rather extensive recipe library, which we can add to.  It lists ingredients that are available from the kitchen.  I can even have parts of them prepared by the kitchen, so I just have to mix it together.  Although, I feel bad about having the kitchen slaves do work for me.

I am excited about the computer access.  I need to figure out how to test the limits without setting off alarms.  It may be different while he is in the room, but that is more risky.  I can pretend to be browsing recipes, but he can check anytime he wants, if he gets suspicious.



It didn’t take too long to find access to a text editor through the help system.  I worry that if I save files they will be detected by him or security.  I’ll have to test it.  I don’t know if the computers are private like the rooms are private for the guests.  Some of the computer is connected to others, but it still has local files and programs.

He told me that everything I do on the computer is monitored, but I don’t know if I believe him.  The computer has access to look up some sites.  He says that all web traffic is filtered through proxies so that anything which is considered communication with the outside world, will be flagged and investigated.  I found access to some recipe sites, but the comment sections are blocked out. The browser also seems designed to remove the text edit function of any website, as well as ads and other functions.

He reminded me once again that if I brought shame or unwanted attention to him in any way, he wouldn’t hesitate to have me punished or worse.

Having access to the computer will give me much more freedom to type out what I want to say.  I can type in my paper notes so I can destroy the evidence.  I just have to find a way to save it safely and hide it.



We’ve entered the phase where we talk more.  We have conversations after sex or after meals.  Sometimes we sit in the hot tub, and talk and drink.  I’m his companion.  It feels more like a relationship than it has in the past.  I don’t worry as much anymore.



One day when he was out of the room, I found a box of memory cards in one of the cabinet drawers.  I took two.  I hid them in separate places.  A spare card may come in useful later.  

I found a slot for the cards on the side of the kitchen screen.  I can now store my writing.  

I created an invisible folder to store my writing within.  I also created a fake journal praising my life here, in case someone found one of the cards.  Hopefully, they would read the fake journal and put the card back without saying anything.  I’ll add simplistic boring details from time to time to keep it updated.



He leaves for a time every morning and afternoon, sometimes returning for lunch.  Sometimes, he leaves me in his room so I don’t have to return to my shift.  During this time, I clean up the room.  I also type out what I wrote in my head the day before, and hide the cards again.  I don’t get to write every day.  When I do it needs to count.

Sometimes I’m interrupted by deliveries of food or items which he’s ordered to his room.  My heart always jumps when the door rings.

I have a button ready to switch to a recipe.  It looks like I’m just adjusting the recipe if anyone catches me at it, and I always have food being chopped in front of me, just in case.







For the last several weeks I’ve been typing in my old notes.   We’ve quickly fallen into a regular pattern almost like a normal couple.  

Weeks have gone by without much change.  I would visit his private room every morning to clean up, if I hadn’t spent the night there.  Afternoon I do the shift at the pools and I usually go back to his room with him in the evenings.  Sometimes I cook, sometimes we order in.  



No one here talks about the passage of time.  I want to know how long I’ve been here.  I have  tried to keep track of the the weeks and months.



Living here now is a non stop party.  I’ve been drinking a lot.  I’ve become almost a sort of socialite.  There are always men drinking, swimming, talking.  Often they want us to partake in their festivities.  Some days there are games or special events which rotate around.  Every couple weeks there are days out on boats or a trek out to one of the coves.  I am not allowed on these journeys but I have heard rumors some of the other girls do go.  

Sometimes the guests meet in the library to discuss things which we aren’t allowed to attend.

 We have our own mandatory meetings with the overseers to make sure we are behaving appropriately and tasks are completed.  I still have an overseer while attending to his needs.  My other work has become less frequent, but it is a nice sort of break from servicing him, when I do go.  It gives me a sense of accomplishment.  Like I am doing my job.  How silly is that?



There are any number of recreational things for the guests to do.  Usually smaller groups of guests will go off and do something like golf or water skiing.  

I have begun to notice how certain groups of men spend time with together and though they are friendly with other groups they don’t do too much specifically with them other than when they were all gathered around the a bar or in the playroom.  Sometimes, after an event day, they spend more time together in mixed groups.

In the pool area, the different pools have their own populations as well.  A few guests circulate while others stay at the same pool day after day.  

Sometime a guest would come into a group and ask a question of one of them then leave back to his group.





So far, our relationship has been based around sex.  We’ve had sex on every surface of his room, but sometimes we don’t have sex, and it seems more like he just wants me around.  He often reads his tablet or a book while I watch the clouds go by or cook some snack.  Sometimes he gives me something to read as well.

So to my surprise, it turns out that he likes to talk, so I’ve been encouraging him as much as I can.  On occasion, he seems to be just on the edge of revealing some secret, stopping himself in the middle of a conversation as if he can’t say any more, but wants to.  These moments occur usually during some story about the past where he comes to what the topic of the story has resulted in.  He likes to talk in a linear fashion from past to present.  He never talks about the future.  Maybe that’s where it stops, like we’re all stuck in time and there is no future.  It certainly feels that way, living here.

So far, he has evaded my questions about our life here at the resort as well.  He talks mostly about his previous life.  My thoughts often drift away when he talks, so I only hear half of what he says.  Most of it is just the ramblings of a wealthy egotist.  Though, sometimes, he likes to talk about world events and history.  Most of which is the usual dominant patriarchal history, the great leaders and their actions.  He often talks about the “heroes of the age”, in whichever age he happens to be talking about.  I believe he identifies with all of them.  He talks about great historical achievements as if he or his people were part of them.



At times, he stops talking as if he has said too much, or the conversation went into a direction he couldn’t talk about.  Usually there is a bit of a silence while he regathers his thoughts.  During these moments, I’d try to remember what it was that he last said, then I do my best to redirect the conversation into comfortable topics.  I want to remember where he stops talking so I can figure out what he is not saying.  I don’t quite feel comfortable to pressure him to open up about it.

I asked him what he did before he came here.  He said he was in banking.  A fluke, in his mind, he never liked banking.  However, it turns out he was good at it and made billions for his investors.  At some point, he shielded them, and diverted attention away from catastrophe that would have resulted in a great deal of blame being laid on investors and the banks.  So, he was given the opportunity to retire and move here, instead of going to prison, as a special bonus for his service.  

Once, I said, “Twenty five is a great age to retire.”  He gave me one of those glares like I crossed a line and I became quiet again.  After a moment, I redirected the conversation.



“Were you ever married?”, I asked him.

“Once, but it didn’t last”, he said with almost regret.  

“Did it end badly?”, I asked, hesitantly.

He said calmly, “No, we just grew apart. By the time our daughter, Sarah, was off in college, we realized that we had nothing in common anymore.  We started seeing other people and divorced when it became convenient.”

I knew I shouldn’t have said anything but, I couldn’t stop myself, “How could you have a daughter in college?  You’re not even 30.”

He stopped where he was, like he didn’t know what to say.  There was a long awkward quiet where I thought he almost looked like he wanted to punch something.  I remained quiet.  It was the wrong question to ask.  I couldn’t follow it up with anything frivolous.  He had to know that I knew it was a mistake to ask him.  It was a glaring question that raised other questions in a way that cannot be glossed over.

Finally, I said, “Sorry, I didn’t mean to pry. I shouldn’t have asked.”

I was scared that I screwed up.  I didn’t think he would hit me, but I’ve seen it happen so often to the other girls I wondered when he might.  I tried to keep him talking on safer subjects.  Even so, the rest of the afternoon was uncomfortable.  We continued the pleasantries but there was this unanswered question hanging around in the silences.

Later, he told me that he was not angry at me for raising questions, but he is angry at the rules he is subject to.  He likes me a lot, he trusts me, and there was a great number of things he’d love to discuss, but he can’t.  Such topics are not to be talked about, bound by the contract of living here.

I couldn’t imagine what was to come.







A few more uneventful weeks have passed.  We’ve enjoyed each other. I feel that I am becoming accustomed to living here.

I’ve been reassigned to his room.  I no longer report to the dorm but to his apartment.  I hadn’t slept in the dorms for a couple weeks anyway.  I take care of his cooking and cleaning.

I spend all day catering to him.  We go out more now.  We go swimming and dancing.  I eat meals with him.  We are almost like a couple.

I received another little pendant for my collar and one was removed.

The other day, while he was out and I was cooking, I had this sense of calm and serenity.  It had been a while since I felt anything like it.  I felt safe for the first time in a long time.  I haven’t been attending the pool as much, and the other men have backed off since I’ve been assigned to him.  It’s surprising what we can get used to.

I don’t know if this thing we have will last.  For now, I will enjoy it the best I can.



One night, after we had rather passionate sex, I knew something changed.  It had seemed like he wanted me to enjoy it.  He was attentive.  He went down on me, which hadn’t happened before.  He held me after and ran his fingers through my hair.  I felt at peace.

Later that night, after a few drinks, he started explaining what this island was all about.  He began by talking idly about some of the social dynamics going on between the men and the power plays over some of the women, which I won’t bother writing down.  Eventually, he began explaining what’s going on here and why are there no older people.

“I know you have a lot of questions about our situation here.”  He was hesitant.  “I shouldn’t tell you this, but some of the other girls know.  You will likely here it from them eventually, and I trust that you can keep a secret.  You must not let anyone else know what I tell you.  In fact, from now on, everything we talk about stays in this room.  No exceptions.  Your life depends on it.”

He paused to let that sink in, then continued, “Officially, it is forbidden for the guests to discuss with you, what I’m about to say”

He paused again and it seemed he was collecting his thoughts or having reservations, then he said, “I was born in 1937.  Myself and the other guests here have been taking rejuvenation treatments.  We are, essentially, immortal.  We are all wealthy, powerful people who have retired here to this island.  We may all look like we are 25, but some of us are 130 years old.”

At first, I wasn’t sure I believed him.  I also couldn’t imagine why he would make up such a story.  My body flushed with conflicting emotions.  I waited for him to start laughing and tell me it is a joke.  When he didn’t, I asked him, “How is that possible?”

“We take a rejuvenation treatment which was invented in the 1950s.”, he continued like it was everyday knowledge that he had a casual understanding of.  “It triggers our cells to rebuild themselves.  The treatment repairs our DNA and cell functioning, which in turn rejuvenates our bodies, protects against diseases, and increases healing abilities.”

“You’ve been here since the 50’s?”, I almost laughed when i said it.  

“I have been here for close to 15 years, but others have been here since the 1950’s.  The resort has been on this island since 1952.  This complex was originally built in the 1960s, but has been renovated in recent years.”

I was speechless.  I was still trying to deal with the shock understanding what he was saying.  I couldn’t think of what to say but I must have had a look of astonishment.

After a pause for a drink, he continued in a very serious manner.  “You must understand, we are all very powerful people in the modern world.  Only after we have proven ourselves, are we invited to join the club which manages this island.”  

“Club?”, i asked.  

“The club is made up of those who have shown that they have what it takes to succeed in life and make a difference in the world’s affairs.  We age normally as long as we can, in the outside world.  As masters of industry, we play our roles in society, but when our health suffers or bad publicity overtake us, we fake our deaths, retire here to this island, and begin treatments.”

I don’t know why, but suddenly, I believed him.  I had this sensation of everything I knew about the world changing at once.  Like when you suddenly realize that a relationship which you built your whole life around is suddenly over.  What does my life mean in the face of this change?  How could things be this way?  I felt slightly ill and had the sensation that things were moving for a bit.  It’s good we were sitting down.

I think I became distracted with my own thoughts and forgot some of what he said.  I tried to stay focused.  Next, I remember, he said, “We built this place shortly after the treatment became available.  We needed a place where we could live outside of the public awareness.  Some of us have been here for decades.  We are prepared live here for decades more, or as long as it takes.”

“As long as what takes?”, I asked reflexively.

“The necessary social changes that need to take place before society will accept us”, he said.  “If we were to remain in the public view, someone might notice that we are getting younger.  People could compare videos or pictures.  If the rest of the world were to see that we aren’t aging or getting younger, or if our health problems magically go away, there would be questions.” After a pause he said, “Questions which would expose our situation and disrupt our plans.”

“Once we are invited to join the club and become immortal, we cannot start the rejuvenation treatments until we are officially declared dead.  At which point, we are secluded on this island or at another facility”.

“I don’t understand why people can’t know about this treatment?”, I asked.  “It seems like a very important breakthrough.”

“If rejuvenation were to become common knowledge, we may not be able to control it.  It is impossible for the vast majority of humans to rejuvenate without very severe consequences to society and the environment.  We can’t just give the treatment to anyone.  Rejuvenation and immortality must be earned.”





“How do people earn immortality? How do you decide who becomes immortal?”, I asked.

“There are several initial qualifications to become a member of our club.”, he said.

“First, There must be some type of recognized accomplishment.  On top of being extremely wealthy, the individual must have achieved something, built an industry, solved a major problem, adjusted rules of the game so it functions better for us.  In the process, this individual would work their way into a position of power and wealth.”

“So rich and famous people can become immortal?”, I responded.

“Wealthy, yes, not necessarily famous.  There are many of us who work behind the scenes to maintain wealth and power for all of our kind.”  After a slight pause he continued, “Wealth is not the only factor we consider.  Each one of us has proven in life that we can do what it takes to protect society and promote our place in the world.  We are lawyers, corporate and military leaders, politicians, some celebrities.  We do not become immortal just for being wealthy, but it is an important factor in the decision.  If an individual is successful they will become wealthy, and members of the club are all hand selected from among the wealthiest members of society.”

“Why wealth?”, i asked.

“Wealth is a measure of ambition and responsibility.  Only wealthy people can become immortal, because they have proven themselves to be of superior breeding.  Either they are from a superior family or they have worked their way into a position of power.  However, they still have to prove they don’t have unwanted motivations. For example, Some people in power still have sympathy for the consumers, and that doesn’t sit well for our efforts.  Consumers are inferior.  They lack the ambition, drive, and intelligence to become members of our club.  Empathy and compassion are weaknesses which are inherent in their breeding.  Consumers are only useful as slaves.  For centuries, our culture and breeding practices have kept us separated from inferior people.  We have intentionally bred ourselves to be superior in every way.”

I just thought, wow, what disdain for most of humanity.  The more he talked the crazier it all sounded.  How could they believe such things?.

“Isn’t that a bit egotistical?”, I said more than asked.

“Some people call us greedy, but greed is taking more than your fair share.  We manage everything.  We are responsible for everyone in society.  We only take our due for those services we provide.  Consumers only have what we have given them.”

“Other people call us sociopaths, psychopaths, or narcissists, but they are just ignorant or jealous.  We know how to play the game and win.  We are not burdened by thoughts of guilt or responsibility toward other humans.  We don’t share what we have worked for with those who refuse to work for themselves.  We care little for the consumers, who cannot make their own lives better.  They are like animals to us, livestock, just another inferior species.

“If an individual is deserving and was not born into wealth, they will first become wealthy through their own volition. They will then show their understanding of their position in the world and make the changes required to promote the game.  They will promote the individualism of the future and renounce the collectivism of the past.”



“How do you know you are superior?”

“Throughout nature, predatory animals sit on top of the food chain.  They are the apex of evolution.  Surviving by culling the weaker animals from the herds.  They remove the weak so that the strong can survive.  Predators manage ecosystems with their self interest.  We are the alpha species.  Humans are the top predator of the entire planet.  Even among ourselves we manage humanity, cull the weak and favor the strong.  It is the natural order of life.  Empathy and compassion destroy the natural dynamic of life, they favor the weak and diminish the power of the strong.

His words made me feel very uncomfortable.  Not just because his rhetoric sounded like a fascist who was justifying exterminating large groups of people, but because the things I had learned in college explicitly countered what he said.

Humans are not predators, we evolved as scavengers.  Hunting was never a primary source of food.  It supplemented gathering in times of scarcity.  Scavenging was the primary mode of human existence until agriculture and the rise of civilizations, where hunting became a sport of the elite classes, often becoming illegal for the lower classes.  Empathy and compassion are necessary traits for human existence.  Without them, human society would built on violence and oppression.  





I wanted to shift the conversation.  I wanted to hear more about what he was saying, but I was starting to feel overwhelmed by his distorted sense of reality.  When he speaks, he has a confidence in what he is saying that make me want to believe him even thought I know what he says is some twisted elitist delusional fantasy.

  I tried to skip past the conversation we were about to have.  In hindsight, I wonder if I should have heard him out.  I asked, “What happens when someone is worthy of joining your club?”

“When someone meets our qualifications their name is put on a list of potentials.  At which point, they are investigated by the clubs recruitment committee, then proposed or rejected for membership.  Often, a club member will nominate someone they already know as a potential member.  Most of us already know each other before we join the club.  The processes is just to make sure we don’t overlook anything that might disqualify someone.

“Once the vetting process is complete, the resulting information is made available to the club members and a vote is held on the new member’s invitation.  Any dissenting  member can put a hold on the new membership.  Dissenting members are able to add supporting information to the potential member’s file, if they feel there is evidence to deny membership.  The evidence is reviewed and presented to the club members for further consideration.

“So does anyone get rejected?”, I asked.

“Yes many do get rejected.  Most of the time it’s because some philanthropy of the potential member is not doing enough to favor our position.  There are many reasons to be rejected by the club, we do have very high standards.”



I asked him, “What are the standards for becoming immortal?”

He said, “So we have wealth and achievements which benefit society.  Also, a member has to be a strong supporter of individualism.  It is at the core of our heritage and our culture.  The needs of the individual come before the needs of society.  Self interest and ambition are the driving force of progress, so all decisions must be centered on individualism.”

“What else?”, I asked to keep him going.

“Being unburdened by empathy is an important quality.  Empathy is an unnecessary illusion that keeps humanity from moving forward.  Our members have to prove, in some way, that they are capable of sacrificing others for their own self interest.  This could be as simple as firing a trusted employee, who may have transgressed our standards.  Usually the closer the person, the better the standing.  So, let’s say, if a person sacrifices their own child who doesn’t conform to our standards, particularly in some public demonstration, they are given higher standing in our ranks.  John is a good example, his son went all hippy and tried to expose what little he knew of our plans.  He died in a hunting accident.  John’s son didn’t even hunt, he hated guns, and killing animals.  It was a good way to discredit his reputation among his followers, at the same time eliminating him as a problem.”

“I don’t understand how someone can do that to his own child”, I stated.  I don’t know why I said it.  Maybe it was the drink.

He responded, “That is why you will never be one of us.  You can’t be trusted to do what is necessary to maintain the social order.  Your empathy and emotions get in the way of what must be done in any given situation.  You feel compassion for the son who tried to harm us.  He had to be eliminated as a threat.  He made his own choices that led to his destruction.”

“Long ago, humans evolved these emotions in order to survive as communities.  They are necessary for humans to take care of each other in small like minded groups.  To break free of groups and live as individuals we must shed these emotive responses.  For the most part, these are genetic traits which must be removed from our gene pool.  For centuries, we have worked hard to remove them.  We have largely removed these traits from our own people through our culture and breeding traditions.  The rest of humanity doesn’t see the need to remove these traits, which is why they continue to be inferior.” 



This really set me off.  The idea that compassion and empathy need to be eliminated from humanity was the height of insanity and megalomania.  In the face of global warming, self interest and individualism is not going to help anyone.  It is what brought us so close to the edge of destruction.  Now, I started to see rich people as parasites feeding off of all the poor people.

I remembered from my psychology courses in college, that people who lack empathy and compassion are known as psychopaths, sociopaths, and narcissists.  Classified as untreatable mental disorders, society largely does nothing about them.  Despite their pervasiveness and obviously abusive qualities, these disorders are little understood.  They are mostly inherited and sometimes triggered by conditions within a person’s environment.  Often they are seen as good traits for business leaders and soldiers.  Which is why they are tolerated within society and not seen as an abusive burden, which they are.  I find it hard to believe that anyone would take these mental disorders as a sign of superiority.  And yet, here we are.

I started to understand the differences between us.  His version of humanity was entirely selfish.  To justify his reality, humans needed to be self interested.  They couldn’t abide by humans sharing or caring for one another.  They see it as a weakness or as a disease to be eliminated.

Poor people, to them, are weak and unworthy of evolution and existence, because we take care of each other and share.  I have always felt that our compassion for others is our most human trait.  The classes are truly separate, and not just by wealth.





“Once we are accepted into the club, we pay dues into a fund which pays for our retirement here on the island.  On the surface, it looks like any rather expensive club and retirement fund with special secret clauses in the event of death.  Nothing out of the ordinary to lawyers and other interests.  Don’t worry, our families are well taken care of.  They have trust funds which will provide for them and their descendants.”

“We come here with the knowledge that we cannot leave this island, at least, not for a long time.  Many things need to change in the rest of the world before we can reclaim our position.”

I wanted to ask him what needs to change, but I forgot after he continued on.

“Once we are here, we aren’t allowed any direct contact with the outside world.  On occasion, we pass along information to other club members who may pass it on to our relatives, as wishes we had confessed in private, or letters left behind before we died.  We do monitor the global news outlets, as you’ve seen, and keep up with world events.  Many of the guests like to treat world drama as a sports game, betting on which side will win.  We also receive reports from the club on how our agenda is managing.”

“It must seem restrictive compared to the freedom you are used to.”, I stated, not knowing what else to say.  I need to come up with better questions.

“It’s not all restrictions. There are freedoms we didn’t have before.  We can do anything we want as long as we don’t endanger the island or it’s guests.  We don’t have to worry about some passer by or servant witnessing something they don’t understand.  We have slaves to take care of our needs and desires.  We have food from every part of the world.  Every day is a party, we can drink as much as we want and it doesn’t impact our health.  We can have sex with any girl that we wish.  Though, we respect each others favorites in order to keep the peace.  Anything in the world can be brought here.”

“Most importantly, We aren’t constantly interrupted with some trivial piece of information that should have been dealt with by our staff.  We don’t have to deal with the day to day management anymore.”

“Time for us has changed, a few decades, a century, we no longer have an end date for our lives.  We can wait here for thousands of years if we need to.  In the long run, it is just an extended holiday.”

“Most of us have had lives, full lives, working for society and now we are retired.  We just want to live without worries for a while.  Take a break from the rigors of directing the world.  Just a little pleasure and relaxation.”

“Steve doesn’t seem like he relaxes much”, I slipped.

“There are some of us who have a hard time releasing our need for power, or rather, the practice of power.  We all have an inner need to control and gain advantages, that is part of why we were invited here.  Some continue to practice it through playing games, others by using slaves.”

He said, “I don’t think Steve would ever feel comfortable being entirely relaxed.  He likes being always on, always on the edge, always in control.  He has a strong need to have power over others.  It may be innate, or he may have become addicted to it in his previous life.”

“I think most of us are fine with our retirement.  It is not forever.  It would not be so bad if it were.  We will return when the world is ready for us.

We each took a drink.  I smiled and tried  to look relaxed.  I wanted to keep him engaged so he would keep talking.



I asked, “How do you decide when someone starts the treatment?”

“Members of our club, who get in messes, scandals, or terminal illnesses, will officially commit suicide or die of some complication, and are brought here to begin treatments.  For example, Ken officially died just before his sentencing.  He threatened us actually.  He didn’t want to go to prison.  In the end, we decided there was too much risk of exposure to our interests.  He was already a member and entitled to treatments.  He did not need to threaten us.  Normally we would have dismissed a member who threatens us, but many of our members profited greatly from Enron and Ken warned us before it’s collapse, so our assets were protected and we had time to construct a plausable explanation.”

“What happens when a member is dismissed?”, I asked.

“They usually die shortly after in some accident.  We can’t leave disgruntled ex members to cause problems.  Part of joining the club is the understanding that we can’t back out once the offer is made.”

“What if a member has a terminal illness?”, I asked.

“Members who have cancer or are near death come here before they die from their illness.  The treatments can save them, but they rejuvenate, so they can’t be seen in public.  We can not take that chance.  Steve was dying of cancer.  He was not ready to retire, but there were no other options.  When he became too weak to continue, we brought him here and announced his death.”

“What about emergencies? What if someone is in an accident?”, I asked.

“We have facilities all over the world which can initiate the treatment.  If the emergency isn’t immediately life threatening, we have an emergency number to call, with a phrase that verifies our identity.  We explain that we need to be picked up and arrangements are made.  If a member is already unconscious and can’t make the call, another process is triggered when they are entered into the system by emergency services.  In either case, a scout is sent to the person, who judges the situation and calls in the necessary extraction team.  The team is tailored to clean up whatever mess may have caused the emergency.  It’s all very professional.”

“Sometimes a member has had enough and just wants to retire, no questions asked.  In any case, a plausible cause of their death is arranged and a believable story is released to the public, through lawyers.  The member is brought to a treatment facility.  Once there, the member will spend a few days under observation to make sure the treatment is working.  After that we are transported to this island or one of the other hidden sanctuaries.“ 

“Then you become young again?”, I asked.

“Once the treatment begins, we become young again within a few months.  As you have seen, we rejuvenate to the equivalent of age 25 or so.  We get a booster every 10 years.  Without the booster, we will begin to age normally, however, I believe we are close to finding a more permanent process.”

“How do you mean?”, I asked.

“We think we’ve found a way to implement what the treatment does for us into our DNA so our bodies will restore our cells and stop the aging process.  A lot of testing must take place first.  It has to work perfectly.  We have time to work it out.”



I was getting tired.  There were a few things I wanted to know before we went to sleep.   I couldn’t imagine people would leave their families behind.  “What about your families?”, I asked.  “Where are they?”

“Our families members who are not members of the club, believe we are dead.  The rejuvenation treatment is a secret that we must keep from our families, friends, and servants.  No one must know about the treatments unless they have proven themselves, join our club, and are sworn to secrecy.”

“So, do you all believe the same thing?”, I left the question open to see what he’d say.  They wanted to see themselves as individuals but I see them as a cult.  They work together and tie their survival to each other.  They share the same culture.

“The guests are by no means unified in their beliefs.”, He responded.  “Other than the self preservation of our system, self interest is what defines our superiority.  Making our way in the world, and our legacy.  What we leave behind is of primary importance, both our accomplishments and our descendants.”

This led me to wonder more about their children.  He had mentioned breeding a few times.  He’d also talked about breeding in past discussions, but I had not noticed it’s importance until now.

“So, do your children join your club?”, I asked.

“They do if they can create their own accomplishments.  Even with superior breeding being a big part of our tradition, some of our children don’t use or develop their position.  We cannot automatically accept all of our children into the club.  Too many of our children in the past have rejected our beliefs and practices.  There is a danger that a disgruntled descendant would try to expose us.”

“However”, he continued, “We do have multiple generations of some families here.  Our children are taught about our history and superiority, both in breeding and intellect.  They are taught to live up to our expectations.  They also know that what they do with their gifts are their own responsibility.  We encourage them to accept our culture and make their own mark on the world, but they make their own choices. As everyone does.”

I imagined them throwing their kids into a pit of dogs to test their survival skills.  “Does that explain the superiority complex.”, I drunkenly teased.

“Well, we are superior. It is not a fantasy”, he said, like it was a fact which everyone knew. “All of us have either been bred for centuries in elite families, or worked our way up, through our actions and self interest.  We are superior to other people in the world, both through breeding and accomplishments. Our economic system ensures that the best rise to the top and gain power and advantages along the way.  People without superior genetics cannot achieve what we achieve.  They would squander it all by sharing their wealth with others who don’t deserve it.”

He went on about the superiority of the rich for some time, all the while blaming poor people for their inability to measure up.  By this point, I couldn’t believe what I was hearing, in the sense that, he really believed in the biological superiority of rich people.  It was like the science and understanding of the last 100 years was idly dismissed as a delusional fancy of the poor.  I thought social Darwinism had gone away long ago.  Apparently it’s been alive and well all this time.  They teach it to their children.  Of course they are going to resent people who are poor.

I was becoming angry, but I also felt very scared and didn’t want to continue on with the conversation.  Still, a part of me had to know more.  I didn’t know if he would continue talking about these things.  I began seeing him as a dangerous person.

I tried to regain my focus.  Just to keep him talking and shift the conversation, I asked him, “How long has the club existed?”

“The club was started in 1892, but the traditions go back for thousands of years.  The club itself was founded to gain control of the market and secure our place in the world.  Later, sometime after 1910, we began to fund research into life extension.  At the time, there was a need to stabilize and better control the market economy.  The club works officially with other organizations globally to promote and maintain the market.  Privately, we use that position to promote and maintain our agenda.  Our club is just a small group among other groups, within wealthy communities, which work to maintain society.  There is a lot of overlap between our efforts.”

“What do you mean that your traditions go back thousands of years?”, I asked.

“Our families have worked together in industry and government for a long time, and before that in royal houses and parliaments.  Some of our families go back to the great houses of Egypt, Rome, and Greece, but the traditions go all the way back to the dawn of civilization.”

“Is it like some sort of large royal family?”, I asked.

“Well, the royal families are primarily puppets.  We do share ancestry, and they are part of the tradition, but they are largely a sacrificial offshoot.  People who do the real work don’t get into those types of positions.  Public leaders must be expendable.  Most of us like to keep our names out of newspapers.  There are exceptions, of course.  Some feel they have more power in public positions, and use them to their advantage.”

“Are there immortals that dislike running things?”

“No” he says, “They would never become immortals, if they did.  A large part of our superiority is our ability to manage and plan ahead.  We have to plan for all of society.  It’s a big responsibility which not many are qualified for.  It’s what motivates us to seek the power which we attain.”



“Is this like the new world order or something?”, I asked, half jokingly.

“The New World Order was a vision created by socialists in the early decades of the 20th century.  It was promoted by H. G. Wells to envision a global socialist state that would provide for everyone’s needs.

“Before World War II, people were demanding that this vision be implemented.  There was a lot of resentment toward the market economy for the global depression and the resulting world war.  After the war the demand became an expectation among those who fought and suffered in the war.

“We managed to gain control of the vision and direct it into a free market development program.  We created what later became the OECD.”  I looked at him questioningly. He restated, “The Organization for Economic Cooperation and Development.  It was originally created after World War II to organize and direct the rebuilding of Europe after the war.  Later, it’s mission expanded to develop the market economy in every country and culture around the world.  It’s purpose is to create the new world order in the image of capitalism.”

“The united nations was also created to manage and direct the organization of nation states within a global market economy.  The World Bank and the International Monetary Fund were created to develop market economies in nation states where the market was weak or non existent.  Later, the World Trade Organization was created to manage trade disputes and set rules for market expansion so that nations would not try to influence the global market economy through national laws or court systems.

“All of these organizations are overseen by the OECD.”



(stated later?)When he says we, I don’t know who he means sometimes. It seems to refer to his club and the guests here, or upper classes in general, sometimes it’s historical accomplishments. He identifies with all of it.



I had vaguely heard of the OECD.  I believe they publish statistics on poverty and life expectancy.  Now, I imagined the OECD to be some sort of mothership for capitalism.  Organized and built by the fascists who won World War II.  So it’s mission is to subvert the hopes and dreams of millions of people, who only want to work out a better way for humanity which is fair and takes care of everyone.  I thought later about the statistics on poverty.  By defining the global population in relationship to poverty, they can establish the idea that people must have money to have a better life.

I started see how these people would never allow people to work out a better life for everyone.  It would go against their whole self interest is the rule of nature thing.  Any proof it could work would be a threat.

The utopian vision.  A dream of a better life.  A part of so many religions and cultures around the world.  These are the people who have been subverting that vision.  It doesn’t work out because these people don’t allow it to work out.  Now they’re immortal.  They will continue to disrupt the vision and any progress made toward it.



At this point, he had been talking for a couple of hours.  It had certainly been educational.  I feel like I had more questions than answers.  I also felt like the questions would lead to things I didn’t want to hear.  Hopefully, we’ll discuss these topics more and I will find out what their agenda is.  He kept hinting toward something more.  Some plan.

Finally, he said, “I’ve said enough on such topics.”
 For a second I thought he could tell how exhausted I was, but then he said, “We should get back to sex.”  I wanted to reward him for being so open with me, so I gathered my energy for another round.  My mind was spinning trying to reconcile what he said with what I’ve known all my life.  I certainly wouldn’t be able to sleep soon.  I no longer doubted anything he said.  It all made sense and supported everything I’d seen on the island so far.  However, when I tried to integrate what he told me with everything I have known, all that came before seemed a elaborate series of fabrications and half truths.  My reality was crumbling.  I could tell it would take a while to sort out the pieces.  Right then I had to perform.

The sex was good.  It helped me relax a bit.  He was invigorated from having this kind of discussion with me, so I didn’t have to work so much.  I know he felt we were closer now.  I, however, felt much more distant and used, again.  At one point, I felt like some demon was using my body for it’s pleasure.

Lying in bed, with a sense of confusion and conflicting beliefs, I asked, “How does the whole world not know about this?”

“We control the information.”, he replied.

“So, what happens if people find out?”, I asked.

“The consumers would demand rejuvenation treatments, which they can’t have.  We might lose control of society and wars would result in the destruction of everything we have built.”

“Why can’t everyone be rejuvenated?”, I asked. 

“The earth can’t support the population it has now. The treatment cures most diseases, rejuvenates, and restores humans to peak reproductive capacity.  If everyone had access to the treatment, then in a short time, 7 billion people would become 100 billion people.  In a few years, we wouldn’t have enough food to feed the population and it would crash horrendously.  Not just the human population, but the global ecosystem would also be devastated.  People would consume every edible plant and animal in their vicinity in an attempt to survive.”

“You see, for most of life, death is a necessary part of life’s balance.  If people don’t die the population grows as fast as the birth rate.  Under ideal circumstances births are offset by deaths, maintaining a stable population size.  By reducing or eliminating the death rate, we throw that balance and stability out the window.  Reduction in the death rate is why we have overpopulation now.  These things need to be staged and controlled.  The earth is already grossly overpopulated.”

He left this hanging.  I was afraid to nudge him forward to continue what he was saying.



The next day, I went back to work at the pool.  Everything had changed.  I see the guests differently.  I see their conversations differently.  That strangeness about them I see more clearly.  They are old men in young men’s bodies.  They don’t worry about anything harming them, I doubt they ever have.  They are the invincible masters of the world.

I felt a growth in the divide between the guests and the slaves.  It seems more apparent how we are toys in their hands.  Our lives mean very little.  

And yet, everything continue on, just as they have since I arrived here.  We make and serve drinks.  The daily or hourly slap on the ass with finger wiggling in search of our lips.  Stroking, groping, squeezing, the smiles, and the looks.  Knowing they can have what they want at any time.  The thought in their minds that they are special.  The rules of society don’t apply to them.

At the same time, they couldn’t survive without us.  We take care of them and all their needs.  Without us, they couldn’t take care of themselves.



I thought about rich people as narcissists taking over the world to create a humanity in their own image.  Is this what they wanted to do?

It seemed crazy to me that anyone would see a mental dysfunction as a trait of superiority.  If they have been favoring narcissists and sociopaths for centuries that drastically changes the foundations of society.  It means society has been organized by insane people for some time.

I have thought a lot about what it means to be a slave since I arrived here.  I always thought, in my previous life, that slavery was an insane situation that existed in the past.  I couldn’t imagine how people would tolerate being forced into slavery or watching others being enslaved.

Now I saw it very differently.  People accept slavery as the state of normalcy.  They make justifications for it’s existence and their role in it, on both sides.

The more time I spend here the more I feel like this is somehow something I deserve.  It’s a feeling more than a thought process.  I can feel myself going to lengths to accept my situation.



He now spends mornings in meetings, and I have gone back to work in the kitchen in the mornings.  He meets me at the pool in the afternoons and we return to his room in the evenings.  Sometimes we go out dancing at the playroom but it’s less frequent than it used to be.  Maybe he doesn’t need to show me off as much anymore.

When I returned to the kitchen I found that one of my favorite cooks, Janet, was gone.  They told me she died of pneumonia.  She had kept working even though she was sick.  It’s not like she had a choice.  It seems the guests don’t worry about sick food workers.

When we went back to his room that evening, I was still upset about her passing.  

He asked me what was wrong and I told him one of the cooks died.  I had been fond of her, she gave me bits of food to taste and helped me understand the needs of the kitchen.  I was also angry that her death could have easily been prevented if we had adequate health care.

After a weak attempt at consoling me, he said, “Slaves are disposable.  We don’t need the burden of taking care of old aged mortals.  If they can’t do their work, they are a useless burden.”

At the time, I really couldn’t believe he said this as if he was talking about an old horse that needed to be put down.  I must have had a look of shock on my face because he said, “This shouldn’t disturb you as it is the same thing that happens in the rest of the world.  Only there, slaves are given enough money to survive, considering they work hard enough to carry them into old age.  When they run out of money, they die.”

I was furious, I didn’t want to talk to him anymore.  He is such a heartless piece of shit.  It was clear to me he saw us as animals.  He was trying to explain his twisted reality in the face of my grief.  He has no empathy or compassion.





A day later, he was reading a book.  Something on history I’m guessing because he stopped and said, “We have breed slaves for thousands of years.  The Greeks and Romans bred slaves for servants, sport, and pleasure.  Their descendants became the peasant farmers of Europe.  From the beginning of the earliest civilizations, we have bred slaves to do the necessary labor for building civilization.

“By having a slave population we can more easily keep the rest of the population in line.  They are made up of another class of slave, sometimes called the middle class, which believes itself to be free.”

“This managerial class of slave oversees the other slaves.  They are given power over the lower slave class so that they can feel superior in their position and are more obedient to their masters.  They live with the knowledge that they can be demoted to the lower slave class anytime they don’t conform and work efficiently.”

“Another special class of slaves are made up of the privileged servants of the elite class.  For centuries we have hand picked special slaves from the lower classes of slaves.” 

“It is a rather beautiful system when one thinks about it.  The different classes of slaves playing off each other, incentivising the other slaves to work hard and be obedient.  Also, By having different classes of slaves, they are more easily bred for specific purposes.”

I felt he was leaving this open for me to ask questions about it, so, I asked him, “What purposes? How do you breed slaves?”

“It is very much like how farmers selectively breed livestock.  We selectively breed humans as servants, entertainment, and labor.  Like any animal, we would favor the docile obedient slaves and kill off the trouble makers.  We would select and breed slaves for the qualities we want and need.  Some are bred as servants, some as gladiators, some as artists.  We still do it now, but instead of choosing directly, the slaves selectively breed themselves.”

I asked him, “How do slaves breed themselves?

He responded, “We designed a culture where they admire certain values like beauty, hard work, athleticism, and suffering as desired values.  The culture favors obedient alpha males that keep the others in line.  We set beauty standards which we desire, and encourage creativity within limits.  We train people to recognize suffering as individual responsibility.  Then, We use social pressures to direct their selections and limit their choices.  No one wants to have a child with someone who is strange or different or ugly.  We define the standards which people live by.  We define success and failure through television, marketing, and publishing.  Humans will naturally encourage others to adopt their own culture, through promotion and discouragement.  When necessary, we imprison those we want to remove from the breeding populations.”

“So prisons are a form of population control?”

“Oh yes, they always have been.  It is their primary purpose.  If we imprison someone during their primary reproductive years, it is much less likely they will have offspring.”

I hadn’t thought about this aspect of prison before.  I always thought of it as a form of punishment, but of course people can’t reproduce in a prison environment.  We’ve known some time that the punishment and reform aspects don’t work.  The aspect of pouplation control explains the persistence and expansion of the prison industry in the face of it’s failures.

I thought about society and how people, particularly parents and those close to a person, will use any means they can to push someone they care about to adopt their own cultural standards.  

I thought about how rich men like to marry models and movie stars and how the slave women here are all rather beautiful.  I’ve suspected our selection to be brought here was not random.  I was at a low point in my life when I was offered the job.  Did they manipulate that too?  I felt like the whole reason I was brought here was to be raped by these men.

“If slaves are so far beneath you, why do you have babies with them?” I didn’t know how else to ask, but I wanted to know.

“It is a way for us to avoid inbreeding.  We need enough genetic diversity to keep our population healthy.  So we have children with slaves from time to time.  We learned from certain royal families that inbreeding could lead to rather eccentric and unpredictable behaviors, and degraded health over time.”

He paused as if he were thinking about something, then said, “Also, we don’t just breed with any consumer.  We choose the beautiful ones, creative ones, the intelligent ones.  Slaves that show qualities that are important to us.  We select for the qualities which we would like to integrate into our own population.”

I had noticed before that he uses consumer and slave interchangeably.  Just to confirm my suspicions I asked him, “What’s the difference between a slave and a consumer?”



“There is no difference, Consumers are slaves.  Workers, laborers, consumers, it is what we call them since the transformation of slavery from direct ownership to debt ownership.  Consumer is the name given to them since debt became widespread.  You can think of it as a form branding.”

“You see, slavery never really ended, it only transformed into more manageable forms.  The slavery of the 18th century became unpopular.  At the time we had two competing forms of slavery.  Debt slavery and propertied slavery.  Even though functionally there is not a difference, people got upset about the lifetime ownership of people as property.  The resistance to slavery was growing, but the resistance to it was not the same for indentured servants.  People didn’t like capturing people for slaves but they had no problem with people being forced into slavery through debt.  This form of slavery was seen as a result of their own choices and not forced upon them.  It was deemed socially palatable.

“So our people devised a plan to expand debt slavery to the rest of the population.  Debt slavery was favored by the growing industrialism at the time.  It was much easier to pay people a minimal wage and let them find food and shelter with their earnings than to provide all the necessities to keep slaves as property.”

“With debt slavery, we could also extract wealth through selling food and housing to slaves rather than their cost of living being part of our overhead.  We paid them a wage, but their money just came back to us through rent, goods, and services.

“We set rent prices at a rate which people would be required to work and could not escape.  In the 1940s, we found that people felt more free if they owned their own home, so, after the war, we created cheap housing and extracted their money through property taxes and bank loans.  The rates were set to make home ownership popular, in order to establish a new cultural standard, the nuclear family.  It also put them into long term debt.”

“The nuclear family also allowed us to further maximize profits from each family unit.  It set up a competitive edge between families in order to sell more products and discourage sharing.  It created a generational divide.  People started putting their parents in service homes instead of taking care of them at home.  It greatly expanded the number of homes, which we could sell and service.”

“Through the later half of the 20th century, we inflated the cost of housing so that it required large bank loans to own a house.  Credit cards were added to put people further into debt.  During this time, we also inflated college tuition so that people went into debt to receive an education.

“We insured that consumers would have to take out loans to survive.  Once an individual is in debt they must work to pay their debt.  If they do not pay their debts, they lose everything and become homeless or go to prison.  The debts then grow over time rather than diminish due to interest, inflation, and the cost of living.”

“So, effectively, slavery is the same as it always has been.  People just think they are free because they are paid a wage and have choices, within defined limits, of how to spend their money.”

I asked, “can’t people still get out of debt? And be free?”

“Sure, they can get out of debt.  It is possible.  It is not likely.  Consumer society is designed to keep them in debt.  However, if they are smart enough, they will stay out of debt.”

“So you see, consumers are what we once called slaves.  It’s a term marketing came up with to help people identify with their slavery in a way that uplifts them with thoughts of choices and freedom.  The freedom to consume what we sell them.”  He was so happy with himself and what his people had achieved.

I started to understand consumerism in a whole new light.  I had also identified as a consumer.  I think of everyone in society as consumers.  I think most people identify as consumers, living their lives and contributing to society.  Of course now I could see that consumer society is a fantasy that people live in.  It’s an identity, a cultural brand which people identify with and use to uphold the standards of their culture.  

Of course, it is a manufactured culture.  Everything we know about consumer culture has come from marketing and public relations.  It is distributed through advertising, television, movies, word of mouth and internet memes.  It is so strange how things become clear once we step outside a situation, and it is explained to us.



Later I asked more about debt slavery and how it functioned in society.  I wanted to know how we got where we are from his perspective.

“Consumer culture as a strategy began in earnest after World War II”, he said.  “The propagandist Edward Bernays, you know him here as Eddie, helped build the image of the ideal consumer.  The focus was on the nuclear family and individualism.  He helped devise the modern debt system as it is now.”

“Are you saying that the debt so many people are in is intentional?”, I asked.

After a pause, he continued, “Yes, if your average person is not deeply in debt by the age of 30, the game is not working properly.  We’ve designed it to maintain slavery and expand in such a way as to make the slaves believe they are free and have choices.”

I asked, “If that’s true then how and why do people believe in it.  Why would anyone go along with it.”  

He said. “They do, because it is a social taboo to be in debt.  People consider it a private matter.  No one wants to admit that they are in debt.  It is the same as admitting to some social flaw or failure, and they also believe it is a temporary situation.” 

“People want to believe they can work hard, make a living, and leave something to their children. That’s the story of the ideal consumer.  They feel ashamed when they can’t meet their social expectations.  They feel ashamed that their parents could not leave an inheritance.  They feel that they are failing by societies standards.  It is shameful to admit that their parents couldn’t pay their own bills, or that their parents didn’t leave them enough money.  People don’t want to discuss it.”

He went on, “It works, because it is the story we tell them in all of the marketing, advertising, and television shows, which they consume.  The story of happy people that can give a better life to their kids.  In reality, if they aren’t in debt from college tuition, they are in debt from easy to acquire credit cards, or the need to buy a car or house.  Debt is advertised to them as a solution to their problems, until they take the bait.

“It sounds like a trap.”, I said.

He agreed, “It is a trap, but if they were smart, they wouldn’t fall into it.  They deserve to be in debt because they aren’t smart enough to recognize the trap and stay out of debt.

”What about retirement? Is it the same sort of trap?”

“Retirement is just a lure.  Like heaven or paradise, it is a promise that people hope for. Many people never reach retirement.  People pay into retirement funds which we control.  We can take them away for any number of reasons.  We also make profits from the interest on their funds.  Many investment funds are handed over to corporations in the form of stock investment.  We have tied it all to the health of the economy, so that a decline in the economy results in a loss of retirement benefits.  As a result, consumers see a healthy economy as their future.  Since their future depends on the it, they won’t question the economy in other ways.”

He said, “The story we tell is that retirement means people who work hard can finally stop working and enjoy the fruits of their labor.  The reality is, retirement for consumers is the last phase of a person’s life where they hand over their remaining wealth.”

He took a drink and continued, “During retirement, the last remaining wealth is extracted from an individual.  This is done mostly through the medical industry, but also through recreation and retirement homes, mortuary and funeral expenses, and all of the assisted technologies.  If it’s done right, all of an individuals’s wealth is extracted and their descendants are left further debt.”  He said, “If a consumer leaves any wealth to their descendants, then the game is failing in it’s responsibilities.”

“Isn’t life insurance supposed to protect people from passing debt onto their descendants?”, I asked.

“Insurance, any kind of insurance, doesn’t pay any more than it absolutely needs to in order to keep people from revolting.  It does this, like all businesses, through the maximization of profit.  It gives consumers a sense of security, while they are alive.

“The process of filing claims leaves consumers so exhausted that, in the end, they often feel lucky to get what little money they did from the insurance industry.  They feel relieved that they aren’t more in debt than they are.  

“The insurance industry’s only role is to harvest as much wealth as it can.  That is it’s purpose from the very beginning.  To make money off of people’s hopes, fears, and dreams.  Ensuring that as much wealth as possible is extracted from them and that the absolute minimum is paid out.”

“So then health insurance isn’t designed to keep people healthy?”, I asked.

He said with a laugh, “Of course not.  It exists to maintain illness for profit.  It is a way to control treatments and access to health care.  Maintenance is always cheaper and more profitable than a cure.  Insurance won’t pay for a cure.  The medical industry would go out of business if it cured people or kept them healthy.”

“The medical industry has it’s own insurance program for extracting wealth.  Of course it wouldn’t work if it was only one part of the industry extracting money, so there’s general medicine, surgery, pharmaceuticals, elderly care, hospice, and all the rest.  Each part of the industry is extracting as much wealth as it can from every single person.“

“It’s not just medicine, all laws exist to extract wealth.  Medical standards, insurance, licensing, fees, building codes, all of it exists to extract wealth and control the industry.  These things exist to restrict start ups from entering into the market and control what people do.  It controls what services are provided and who profits from them.”

“Where does all this money go?”, I asked.

“That wealth eventually ends up in our hands.  It feeds our empires and maintains the balance.  It bolsters the game.”

“Why don’t you end up in this trap?”, I asked.

“We are more intelligent than the consumers.  We don’t use insurance or high interest loans.  When we invest money, we get interest.  When we use services like insurance, we have different routes and lawyers that ensure we get what we paid for.  We pay up front for services.  We have our own doctors that tend to our needs.  We pay them a salary instead of per visit.  This means that they don’t have the same incentives as the rest of the industry.  Their only job is to keep us healthy and happy, instead of making money from our illnesses.”

“We keep our money and pass it on to our children.  That’s one of the signs of superior intellect and breeding, not falling into the trap of debt.”



I must have expressed some disdain or something which he picked up on because he said, "You should know that you are rather lucky to be here.  We have rescued you from a wretched life.  Now you won't have to suffer with the rest of them.  You can live out your life here.  You have good food, sun, fresh air, private time with me.  You have fun at our parties.  You serve in the house of immortals.  It's the second best position to be in.”

He felt very convincing. I thought he had a point and maybe I could believe enough to be happy here.  It's certainly a common belief among other of the slaves.  I felt a desire to believe in it, even in the face of what he told me about their manipulation of humanity.



One day I asked him, “Why are there no women guests?”

“The women’s resort is on the other side of the island.  There’s also another resort for couples.  There aren’t many couples, they often split up and come to the respective resorts during the day.  John is one of them. He comes to visit us often.

“Does the women’s resort have male slaves?”

“It does in fact.  They are screened for temperament beforehand.  They are also neutered.  Easy enough to remove them if they continue to cause problems. They also have female slaves.











I couldn’t help but feel every time he confided in me, he owned me a little more in some way.  Every piece of information was another bit that could get me killed, and he knew it.  They wouldn’t harm him if someone found out, but they would certainly kill me and think nothing of it.  Just another misbehaving animal.  They would say that I should have known better than to let him confide in me.

These people are always looking for ways to gain the upper hand over others.  They’ve spent their entire lives learning how to manipulate others for advantages and profit.  Everything they do is calclulated to increase their position relative to others.  How he treated me was no different.



It has been a couple weeks since we did anything social in the evenings.  Last night, when we returned to the room, he told me to get ready to go out.  He wanted me looking my best.  I wondered what he had in mind.

When we got to the playroom it was already full of people.  The dance floor was crowded.  Sam was mixing music, as she often does.  Women were dancing on the poles.  There were groups of men sitting with women in the lounge area, drinking and talking.

The open air seating was also occupied.  We found a table in the back under the trees.  It is one of my favorite spots to sit and watch the activities around the playroom.  It’s shaded and almost secluded, but with a good view of the playroom and the area around it.

Shortly after we sat down, Walter joined us with a woman I hadn’t met.  They sat down without an invitation as if this was a planned meeting and not a chance encounter.  Drinks arrived at our table.  The woman smiled at me but didn’t say anything.

“Walter here is one of the greatest propagandists of the last century.”, he said with a smile.  He indicated Walter with a raised drink almost as if he was toasting him.

Walter looked surprised, amused, and annoyed.  I’ve heard these type of provocative comments before, but not in close company of slaves.  At least, not when we are in a situation where a couple of slaves are obviously expected to participate in the conversation.  I wondered what he was playing at.  Maybe he was testing me in public.  It seemed to me like Walter also wondered about the break in social standards.

Walter replied with a return compliment, “And you saved the market from devastation.  You made a major financial collapse look inconsequential and boosted all our profits in doing so.  Our plans would have been ruined without you.”

Now, I really wondered what was happening.  Walter pushed the conversation further into forbidden territory.  Maybe they were a signaling to each other or to us that we all know the story behind Heaven’s residents.

He replied, “I only did what was necessary.  There was no other path to take.”

Walter said, “Don’t act so humble, you really saved us.  I am not the only one who believes so.”  He turned to me and said, “You’ve got yourself a good one here.  I can only guess that you are special too.”  He winked and smiled.  They all do that, it’s an invitation to flirtation.  He was flirting with me in front of both of our dates. (not dates. why do we have no word for this type of coercive relationship.  It is not uncommon.)

At this point I didn’t know if there was some arranged group sex expectation or they were trying to feel me out for my reaction.  I felt more like this is about our recent discussions than it is about sex, but you never know with these people.  It’s much easier to go willingly than to be forced into it.  Whatever it is.

He saved me from responding by saying, “She is very special.  She makes life here more bearable.”  He looked at me and said with all sincerity, “I don’t know what I’d do without her.”

I thought I’ve never had a more romantic moment in my life and it’s in the middle of a crazy, fucked up situation such as this.  I was too busy trying to assess what was happening here to take it to heart.  I also didn’t believe him.  He doesn’t say things like that in private.  He’s showing off.

Walter said, “George isn’t going to be happy about it.  You know he wanted her for himself.”  What the fuck did that mean?

He replied, “Well, George isn’t here yet.  His timing is off, again.  I don’t know what we can do about it.”

Walter replied, “I don’t know either.  Carter is supposed to be taking care of it.  Maybe we need a meeting to discuss the next moves in case he doesn’t come through.”

He said in a distracted manner, “Maybe so.  We can discuss it at the next meeting.”, indicating that the subject should be changed.

Reflexively, I pretended to be distracted from what they were saying and watched the dancers on the dance floor.  The lights and motion were pretty.  There’s something about people having fun that helps me feel calm and relaxed.  It certainly looks like everyone is having a good time on the dance floor.  I do when I’m dancing too.  It’s like we could be anywhere in the world, dancing in a resort club.  The gentle breeze flowing through the crowed, adding a refreshing feeling to the heat of all the bodies moving together.  It iss one of the few escapes we have as slaves here.

I started thinking maybe I can go dance to get out of whatever this is going on at our table.  I turned back to the conversation after I noticed one of the girls was being fucked from behind on the couch in front of the dance floor.  Our table had been quiet for a moment, I realized they were looking at me.

“What?”, I said with a smile.  I hoped this wasn’t something creepy.

“Why don’t you and Molly go dance?”, he said.  

I looked at her and smiled.  She smiled back.  We got up.  She took my hand and we made our way to the dance floor.  I couldn’t see a way onto the dance floor, but she just plunged in and took me with her.

We danced together in a tight space where we had to rub against each other just to move.  It was very erotic and exciting.  She smiled into my eyes and began caressing my body as we danced.

I felt the music flow through me.  It directed my motion and emotions.  The rest of the world went away.  Just me and her dancing in sensuous proximity.  Touching, teasing, flowing with the music.  

It’s the small moments that make life worth living.  The looks and caresses that bond us together.  I felt I could dance here for the rest of the night and be happy.

She felt me up, and I wondered who this woman is.  She’s so enticing and beautiful.  Some women just ooze with seduction.  They don’t even have to try, you just feel it radiate off of them.  She is so cute, red hair, freckles everywhere, big blue eyes that you can get lost in.  She looks like she’s drawn or sculpted, almost like a cartoon.  She caressed me in a way that drew me in rather than put me off.  Her smile is intoxicating.

She pulled me into her and we kissed, long and slow.  I returned the pull and gave her my tongue to let her know I was into it.  Her hand moved down my back.  She held my ass in her hands as she worked her tongue inside my mouth.  Our breasts were touching.  I was aware of my body and hers, no one else mattered in that moment.

I could feel my passion for her growing by the second.  I wanted to go down on her.  I still want to go down on her when I think about it.

We broke from the kiss and laughed with a smile.  She grabbed my breast and pulled my pelvis into hers while staring into my eyes with a lustful smile.  She began working herself against my leg.  I did the same, grabbing her ass to pull her into me.  I leaned in and began licking her neck. The music changed but we just kept grinding together.  I wanted her inside me.  I felt like we could merge into one being.

We continued to move to the music, rubbing against each other, while kissing and licking, fondling and squeezing.  The dancers flowed around us.

When we finally went back to the table I wondered if this had been planned by the two of them.  They were all smiles as we returned.  I waited for the comment.

“So you two seem to be getting along.”, he said with a smile.  It sure seemed planned.

At one end of the dance floor is a lounge area with chairs, couches, and low tables.  It was full much of the evening, but a couple couches opened up and we moved toward them.  The men sat down first on the same couch, so we sat down on the couch across from them.  Molly and I fell into an embrace on the couch and soon started making out again.  My guess is that this is what they wanted, to watch us get worked up together.  She massaged my breast while I ran my hand up her leg.  No panties.  She was wet, like I was.  I rubbed her lips and slipped my finger inside her.  So slippery, so warm.  She moaned and said yes as she stared into my eyes.

I smelled her on my figures as I pulled back and licked them.  The taste and scent of her lit up my senses.  I could feel a surge through my body.  I felt alive.  She smiled at me and her eyes seemed to glow.  We both wanted each other.  I felt like I hadn’t wanted anyone so much as I wanted her right then.

I pushed her back and pulled up her legs onto the couch as I scooted back.  Her skirt fell back and I put my head between her legs.  The smell was intoxicating.  I looked at her beautiful lips and short red hairs for a moment before I went in.  I touched her clit with my tongue, gently at first, teasing.  Then I plunged my tongue into her and sucked on her lips.  I wanted every drop of her sweet nectar.  I put my fingers insider her as I sucked and tongued her clit.  She wiggled and moaned while pressing herself into my face.  I felt inside her and moved my fingers gently in and out as I licked her clit.  She squeezed my head between her thighs as she climaxed.

I came up for air and she motioned to me to turn around.  She stopped me while I was turning and pulled my panties off.  She brought them to her face and inhaled.  She scooted down into a better position and we went down on each other simultaneously.  As soon as she licked my clit and I felt another rush through my body.  After a minute of licking, she plunged her figures into me and I moaned.  I hadn’t felt this kind of pleasure in a long time, and it was very welcome.  She knew exactly where to touch and lick.  I could feel her vibrating her tongue against my clit.  Just when I thought I was going to burst, she would plunge her tongue inside me and I’d moan with pleasure.

I glanced over at the men.  Part of me hoping that they were also licking on each other, but they were just talking as if they were in some business meeting, while watching us.  It was strange to know we had an audience.  I had been completely lost within our love making.  I didn’t care.  This was a moment I would not want to pass up regardless of who was watching.

She was massaging my ass while she went down on me.  We continued licking, rubbing and probing for some time.  It seemed like forever, but I didn’t want it to stop.  I came several times.  I believe we both did.  At one point I gushed all over her face but she drank it up and cleaned me up with her tongue and kept going.

I want to relive that moment with her again and again.  



We went back to his room and the men continued talking.  I made drinks for all of us.  Molly and I sat next to each other and talked of our past lives.  She was an anthropologist who was traveling the world before she was kidnapped.  The talking was almost as good as the sex.  I felt like I was falling in love.  I wish I had known her before this place.  I know we would have a lot of fun together.  I wish I could discuss the things I talk about with him.  I believe she would have enlightening insight into our situation.

The men were talking excitedly about some historical events and their relation to modern world events.  I should have been listening but my attention was focused on Molly.  I did hear them say something about commies being beaten back and rising again in different forms.  Walter said that the end was near and they’d finally “remove capitalist trends from human society.”

From what I had gathered, Walter seemed obsessed with defeating communism.  His belief was that actively promoting individualism would combat any development of communism.  Many of the men talked as if communism was the greatest threat to all life.  I also noticed they have a very broad definition of communism.  Anything related to sharing or that indicated people should be taken care of is considered communist.  If it doesn’t promote individualism and the market It’s communism.

Later, after Walter and Molly left, he told me, “Walter had recognized that the children are the future and that messages could be inserted into films aimed at children to instill values which they would carry their whole lives.  He inserted subtle messages into children’s cartoons that are wholesome and entertaining to families.  He built an industry around rewriting folk tales and updating them to promote modern consumerism.  By inserting capitalist messages into the folk tales, he made it seem like these ideas were part of inherited traditions.  Generations of children grew up believing in the values he promoted.  They believe that these values are the culmination of a struggle throughout civilization to become better organized and efficient.  They believe that people fought and died to defend individualism and consumer society.”

The thought of millions of children being indoctrinated through cartoons was very disturbing.  Of course we know that corporations target children at very early ages.  They pressure their parents to buy toys and such, but I haven’t seen much about how children are manipulated ideologically.  Now that I think about it, it would have made a good course of study to expose the wide scale indoctrination and manipulation of children.



Yesterday, He was talking about family estates, how the most prestigious families have land that’s been in their families for many generations.  He said, “It is a sign of weakness when a wealthy family has to sell an estate. It is a tremendous failure. Old money should be perpetual.”

I thought the distinctions between old money and new money had gone away some time ago.  When I thought about it in the context of what he’s told me so far, I can’t imagine that distinction ever going away.  Their ancestry and selective breeding are too important to them.  I imagine that the loss of the estate translated into a failure in the selective breeding of the rich.

I thought about my family and the families of people I knew before coming here.  I can’t think of anyone who has owned land going back generations.  Most people I know rent flats, not full houses or anything with land.  If a family has enough money they will buy a house but even then they often move in 10 years or so due to rising property taxes, cost of upkeep, or job relocation.  For those of us that rent, we have to move every few years just to stay within our budgets.  I asked him if there was a purpose behind people needing to move so often.

“There are several reasons”, He replied.  “We keep consumers moving around so they can’t form lasting bonds.   It is one of the best incentives for individualism the game has produced so far.  When people move every few years, they can’t form stable long term communities.  They are more likely to live as individuals.  They spend more money.  They buy more things, consume more media, eat more prepared food.  They contribute more to the economy.  It also allows for redevelopment of areas that are aging and transfers land ownership into the hands of people who can develop it.”

“It’s important for the whole market economy and human progress.  If people stayed in one place among the same people, they would revert to outdated forms of human settlement, by forming communities, working together, and sharing resources.  It is the opposite of the interests of the market and individualism.  When people keep moving and live alone, they spend more money and diversify their own particular lifestyles.  This leads to greater consumption and further drives society toward individualism.  People who live separately need their own things and rely on professionals rather than sharing goods and services with others.”

Personal cultural differences.  I remember a student who talked about the expanding diversity of personal cultural differences and how this was leading to a break down in trust and community.  He said it was happening around the world, mostly in cities, and at accelerated rates in developed nation states with market driven economies.  The result of the growth of individualism and consumerism.  Apparently, the diversity of education and media consumption are leading to greater cultural differences between individuals.  I remember other students disagreeing with him.  They said the internet was bringing people together.  He said that was only an illusion.  He said that social media gives people the feeling of keeping in touch with others without the interaction.  I felt he had a good point.  I’ve known many people who feel alone and disconnected even in relationships, or with hundreds of friends on social media.  I felt his explanation had some merit to it.  Even more so now that I see it’s an intentional social pattern, created by those who want to control large populations of people.

I thought about how children are expected to move out after high school, go to college or work for several years in a dead end job, where they make new friends and cut ties with old ones.  After they do get a more permanent job, the career moves and transfers kick in.  With every move, people grow, change, and adopt new cultural values from those they meet, which makes the old friendships harder to maintain.  The cultural differences they bring with them make it harder to integrate into the new social environments.  The cycle repeats every time a person goes off to work in another place, with new people again.  Leaving the relationships they have established behind.

When I accepted the new job in Taiwan, I was ready for one of those changes.  I felt like my career had stagnated, like I was expected to leave work and have children.  It was made clear to me that I wouldn’t be promoted anymore where I was.  The only way I could advance in my career was to change companies.

This led me to think about how people in modern cities often run away from problematic situations rather than trying to resolve misunderstandings and broken relationships.  Many of the people I know are lonely even when they are in stable relationships.  It’s like all these failed relationships and lost friends build up over time, and cause people to be more distrustful and feel isolated.  Many seem to think they just can’t be around other people and consider themselves introverts.



I know that statistically by the time people reach the age of thirty they become more likely to be alone for the rest of their lives, if they are not already married.  The increase in isolation grows with age among the population.  Health problems increase for those who are alone, as well as suicides.  People with families and communities live longer, healthier lives.

I felt a lot of what I was once passionate about coming back to me.  It became apparent to me that my career has been stagnating my interests in social dynamics, which I had been so interested in during college.  There were so many things I wanted to ask him, since this topic was along the lines of my field of study.  However I have to maintain the appearance of ignorance and complicity in understanding what he says.  I felt my questions would trigger a negative reaction and instigate suspicion.  Narcissists have a switch that when activated spirals downward into paranoia and resentment which once started, cannot be stopped.  I have to be careful.



“How do you encourage people to keep moving?”, I asked, wanting to know more about the process.

“Mostly through property taxes and rent increases we keep consumers moving every few years.  It also helps with city wide development plans.  It’s a sort of synergy between the need to renew areas of cities and the need to keep people from settling for too long.  Those that understand how to live as individual consumers are rewarded with new buildings and homes, new shops and recreation.  Those that hold on to their old communities will eventually be forced out and dispersed.  Progress has no place for people who do not accept individualism.”

The more he talks about individualism the more I see it as a social experiment that has failed to support people’s needs and created further suffering.  He talks about individualism but really he wants his culture to be the only culture.  I was very annoyed with him and he saw it on my face.

“Don’t look at me like that”, he said.  “People are perfectly capable of investing their money wisely in land”, he said.  “Everyone has the same opportunities.  Consumers sabotage themselves, because they share with others.  If people saved their money and invested it in property and companies, they would have enough money to own a home and pass it onto their children.  It’s one of the qualities we look for in our club members.  They must demonstrate that they understand how to use money wisely and take care of their families.  Our families carry on our legacies.  Corporations may extend our legacies but it’s our families that maintain them.”

Rich people really can’t understand how poor people live.  Some of the things he says are so ignorant and outlandish.  Poor people don’t have money to save and invest.  Sharing is the only way many people get by.  Without support from their friends and families, they would be homeless and starving.

“It is a natural consequence of the market.”, he continued.  “When property values go up, property taxes go up, rents go up, so people have to move.  If people are smart, they will never rent a home.  Renting is just throwing away money.  It is a trap to weed out the weaker humans.  A smart person buys property, even if they have to take out a loan to do so.  They research the tax rates and find property which they can hold and maintain.  Once they own property they can use it, rent it, or sell it as their needs require.  The money they invest in it will be returned to them when they sell it.”

“Don’t people lose money on property?  What about paying property taxes?”, I asked.

“Smart people don’t lose money on property.  It’s a very hard investment to screw up.  Property taxes can be avoided.  We create holding companies to minimize property taxes.  There are various forms of legal entities that can be used for reducing property taxes.  Some places reduce taxes for businesses, farming, or wildlife areas.  It’s also possible to create non profits or land trusts which can hold onto the land.  Intelligent people don’t pay taxes, if we can avoid it.  There are many ways to avoid paying, depending on the circumstances.”

This reminded me of a movement I had read about where people are buying land collectively and taking it out of the market through creating legal entities to own the land.  I wish I had done more research into the subject.  Not like I could help anything from here.  Still it seems like some hope for the future.  People are finding ways to live outside of the market economy.

“Why is it so important?”, I asked him.

“Stress is very important to keep people moving toward individualism”, he responded.  “If we relax the stresses, people tend to revert back to their primitive lazy ways.”

“Families and individuals tend to look inward when they are under stress.  Once families start settling down in stable households and feel comfortable, they start organizing with their neighbors and working together on shared projects.  Projects which could be better done by professionals and contribute to the market.  The stress encourages them to reduce sharing and networking with their neighbors.  It becomes easier for them to hire a professional than bother people to help them.”

“We alter this behavior by putting pressure on people to move frequently, along with other stresses.  They are encouraged to settle during child bearing years in suburbs which are kept at a level of diversity which keeps consumers uncomfortable enough with their neighbors to stop them from sharing.  They will tend to end up fighting among themselves over personal and cultural differences before they can organize anything meaningful.”

“The suburban culture then pushes them out after the kids turn 18.  Adults without children are not welcome in the suburbs.  Older people without kids are pressured to leave.  If the suburban communities are organized well, having children in grade school is the only thing that suburbanites have in common.”

“The suburban culture also strongly favors consumerism and punishes any troubling behavior or beliefs among it’s citizens.  It becomes increasingly difficult for those who don’t assimilate into consumer culture.  Eventually, kids who who continue to resist consumerism will end up in prison or in mental health care, which will either help them to conform or remove them from the population.”

I thought of suburbs are incubators for manufacturing consumers.  The whole system of suburban homes, public schools, shopping centers is designed to produce consumers.  When children grow up in the suburbs, they return as adults to have their own children and the cycle continues.

For the next day, I thought about how often people move and what kinds of effect this has on relationships.  People move for work, relationships beginning and ending, any major transition in consumer life involves a move.  Work is placed away from the home so that people meet others from other parts of the city and spend less time around those they live near.

For people without children it’s even easier to keep them unsettled.  With a diverse enough population, no one can get to know each other close enough to form lasting meaningful relationships.  The differences in lifestyle choices and cultural beliefs make it impossible for people to get close enough to create strong social connections.

People move to different groups between grades in school, between schools, between work and play.  Each person being different and unique enough so that others find something problematic.  To organize properly, people have to have a common belief system, a common goal, a common social framework for explaining the world.  Much like they have here on this island.  I started to see how double sided his words are.  They practice a social cohesion among their own people that they don’t allow others to have.

I asked him about this later and he said, “We are superior to other humans, we don’t need to be trained or guided to promote individualism.  We know we’re superior and we know what qualities to look for in a superior person.  It may look like we’re united but we are all individuals with our own wealth and power, which we have built ourselves.”

After a while he started explaining again how important it is to promote individualism among the masses, “Promoting individualism starts with diversity in close proximity.  The greater the diversity of people around an individual means they are less likely to relate to those around them.  They feel it is better to be alone than to try to form close bonds with people who hold different cultural values and expectations.  In another generation people will be so mistrusting of groups of people that they will embrace individualism and blame groups for all the bad things in the world.  It will be individualism at it’s finest.  Everyone working in their own self interest.”

When he said this last bit, I was surprised at myself for how I was looking at everything he said before.  I saw him controlling people to disrupt, to oppress them.  He sees it as liberating them.  It was here that I started to see everything that I thought was bad in the world, he saw as good.  The ultimate good.  Doing God’s will, as he says sometimes.  Now I know he means it.  They see themselves as godly, sitting here in heaven and directing the actions of the world.

I thought of the idea of God’s chosen people.  From what little I know about human conflicts it often seems like those attacking others believe in some form of god’s chosen people.  The conflict wasn’t between groups of people, but between groups who believe that their specific group is the only one that should exist.  His tribe of individualists are no different than any other religious faction that believes in one true god that must dominate the world.  His war was passive and underhanded rather than overt and bloody.  Although, it certainly is bloody as we see in all the military conflicts around the world.  Those conflicts exist to force people into societies reliant on market based individualism.

He was talking about converting communities into individuals.  The market economy changes the rules of social interactions and relationships.  It favors self interest and individualism over community and taking care of each other. 

His world view was based on the foundation that humans should promote self interest above all else.  He believes that humans are naturally self interested and that the market economy encourages people to be more human.

I always chose not to use the term tribalism as I saw it as derogatory toward tribal people’s.  It implies a state inter tribal conflict and warfare, which doesn’t dominate in tribal cultures.  Rather the opposite is true where tribal people share and trade with other tribal people in a way that benefits all tribes.  They also take care of their environment far better than any civilized culture ever has.  

I also realized later that diversity between groups of people is good, but diversity of individuals is not.  It may be the cause of many mental disorders and certainly for the struggle of the poor to survive.  From the little I have studied of indigenous tribal cultures, I have learned that they don’t suffer from loneliness, isolation, or mental disorders like people in market driven cultures based on individualism.

I thought about how I felt for many years that I didn’t fit in anywhere.  I felt isolated and alone.  I thought about all the people who I’ve talked to that expressed similar sympathies.  We have needs as humans to live in groups which help and support us.  Not just through childhood years but for our entire lives.  We need other people to feel safe, secure, and know that we have a place where we belong.  A place where we feel needed, wanted, and respected.  I’ve been searching for this through my career, but I should have been searching for it in my home life.  I should have prioritized community over career.  I have a tendency to blame myself for being in the situation I have been in.  Maybe part of it is my fault, but it is also the culture of individualism which put me in that position.  I see now there is nothing more cruel than isolating people so that they become individuals.  It causes great amounts of stress on humanity.  It disrupts the whole social fabric in a way that causes long term lasting damage to society.

If I could only go back to school to do my dissertation on the social damage of individualism.





Sindy vanished.  I wanted to tell her about my experiences and get her advice.  Maybe she knows something about Molly.  I want to know more about her.  I haven’t seen her since our night together.  I can’t stop thinking about her.



After a couple days of searching, it became clear that Sindy wasn’t around.  I asked around about her as much as I could without drawing attention.  I felt bad that I hadn’t noticed her disappearance immediately.  It made me wonder how many others had disappeared and I hadn’t noticed.  Although it is not uncommon for slaves to disappear for a few days or a week.  Sometimes I spend days in his room without leaving too.

However, over a week has passed and she hasn’t came back.  I always had a sense that she was into something a little more than many of us.  She rarely slept in the slave quarters, and when she did she didn’t look so great.  Sick or beaten up, sometimes it was hard to tell which.  She wouldn’t say.  Officially, the health of another slave was not our concern.  We were supposed to report any inconstancy to our supervisors, but of course, we never did.  It might mean punishment or worse.  We never knew for sure.  We couldn’t risk it.

Even though she has worked with me in the kitchen and at the pools, I can’t quite say that I know Sindy.  It is nearly impossible to get to know anyone here.  Still, I feel a sort of attachment to her, since we have worked in the same area, and we did sneak away with a joint from time to time.

I am worried.  No one speaks about her absence.  Of course, they wouldn’t.

Finally I asked him.  I was frightened of what he might say, but I couldn’t let it go.  At first, he acted like he didn’t know who I was talking about.  Later, he told me that she was murdered by Steve.  “Steve likes to take some of the slave girls for what he calls a workout,  Which is his way of saying he tortures them to see how much they can take.  They don’t come back.”

“He bestows girls with gifts and special privileges sometimes, but even then they don’t often last more than a few months after he’s taken a fancy to them.  After he gains familiarity and control over them he uses them for his amusement.  I’m not sure he even fucks them.  I think he just likes to torture them to watch them suffer at his hands.”

He said, “Many of the others don’t want a girl back after he spends time alone with her, if she is still alive.  The passion for life drains from their eyes and they are never quite the same.”

“Your friend was a favorite of Bob’s.  He’s not happy about it.”  That’s how they think of us.  In relation to who's pet we are.

I thought about her body.  Did they just throw her in the trash.  How do they dispose of slaves?  I couldn’t ask that question.  Part of me didn’t want to know.  I thought there must be an incinerator on the island.  Certainly they don’t bury us.  They must destroy the evidence somehow.

I wondered if her murder had to do with one incident, maybe a week before she disappeared, where Sindy accidentally spilled half a drink on Steve at the pool.  It was obviously an accident, she had tripped, but he wouldn’t accept her apology.  He admonished her for being so careless and humiliated her in front of everyone.  One of the other guests took her away from the area.  He continued to make comments about it all afternoon after she had left.  Another guest told him to let it go and he left in a cursing rage.

“Doesn’t his behavior cause problems?”, I asked.  I was furious, but tried to keep my cool.

He replied, “We can’t tell him what to do anymore than he can tell us.  Unless it endangers out position here, which it doesn’t.”

“Steve gets off on his power over others.  It’s not just the slaves, he’s always looking for an advantage.  He finds ways to belittle other people and bully them.  He has a few supporters who think he is the ideal immortal, for his lack of compassion and obvious self interest.  However, many of them would never do what he does.  It takes a particularly sadistic person to bully people that consistently and to the ends he takes it.  He has an addiction.  Over time, his brain has learned to produce molecules that he has a need to refresh or he feels a sort of withdrawal.

A moment later, he said, “Steve is largely disliked, but tolerated.”

I remembered, Sindy had told me, “Most of the slaves don’t live much beyond 30.  The few that do grow older are those that do what is expected of them and don’t get into trouble.  They are favored by more than one guest, They have supporters and refuge, or they cook well and stay in the kitchen.”

She told me to find a guest I liked and get closer to him.  “It is the only way to get some protection”, she had said.



Control



One day when I felt he was in a good mood and wanted to talk, I asked him a question which I had been pondering for some time, “What is the game?”

He smiled as if he were waiting for this question and was impressed that I finally asked it.

“In it’s current form, you know it as capitalism”, he explained.  “Historically, it’s the game humans play that created the great civilizations of the world.  It has been carefully crafted and refined over millennia.”

He paused to give it some thought, then continued, “The game is how we manage society.  It’s foundation is the market economy and the practice of exchange.  The system of perfect self interest.”

“What does that mean?”, I asked.

“The act of exchange favors self interest.  It alters motivations and incentives to promote self interest while reducing altruism and sharing.  It allows us to favor those who are self interested and to better manage those who are not.”

“Are you saying the rich manage the poor?”, I asked.

“Maybe I should explain that the game, as we know it, is not what you have known.  People who you refer to as rich and poor have always lived in separate societies.  From the beginning of civilization, those who are superior have always managed humanity.  Capitalism is just the latest tool for organizing and managing large populations of people.  To us, it is a game.  Like a board game, we control the moves of pieces.  Every human, who is not moving the pieces, is a piece on the board.“ 

“The rules have changed over the years as technologies have changed, in order to maintain the balance necessary to drive the whole of society forward.  Occasionally we refine the rules to stabilize society or gain more benefit for ourselves.  These changes have become more subtle over the years as techniques are refined.”

“What do you mean by technologies changing? How does technological change affect society?”

“For example, when people started mass producing rifles, in the late 16th century, we could no longer control the population through force and slavery, as we were used to, so things changed.  Warfare changed, governments changed, society changed.  The rule of law became dominant as kings and slavery went out of fashion.  Governments became democratic.  The market took priority in controlling people’s lives.”

“Similarly, as the printing press became ubiquitous, dissent increased but so did advertising.  We then used economics to control the publishing industry.  We allowed people to print what they wanted but distribution would be limited without support from a major distributor. 

“The internet gave people greater possibilities in communication it also gave us greater surveillance and control through social networking.  In each instance we’ve had to change the rules of society to better manage the changes created by new technologies.  It has been this way since the beginning.”



“In the beginning of civilization we controlled agricultural production and distrobution of food.  After the first revolt, which happened over control of the food stores, we took command of the gods.  We created standing armies and made alliances with the priests.  They became the first figure heads.  People listened to them because it was believed that the gods spoke through them.  The gods controlled the weather and the seasons.  

“In practice, the priests were the keepers of the calendar.  They kept the stories about the movement of the stars and the seasons, and knew when to plant and when to wait.”

“Our growing armies, allied with the priests and gods, meant we were unstoppable.  To go against us was to invoke the wrath of the gods.  Our armies would destroy anyone who opposed us.  We began conquering territory and increasing the dominance of civilization.  Thus began the global conquest of civilization over the primitive cultures of the earth.”

“For thousands of years this worked well for all civilizations.  People contributed their labor to building civilization.  Those that would not help willingly were enslaved.  The stronger civilizations conquered the weak.  Eventually, the leaders of the standing army became the dictators, replacing the priests.  They became the supreme rulers which the gods favored over all others.”

“Later, the dictator became, for us, a sacrificial figure.  It gave us an easy scapegoat when the population turned against us.  If things went bad, we could sacrifice the dictator and replace him with a new one to maintain our control over the population.”

“Later, out of the Roman empire, came the monotheistic christian god of everything.  The benevolent dictator in the sky who cannot be questioned or defeated.  This brought our authoritarian standards into all things, man made and natural.  Instead of blaming the dictator, or the priests, if the weather turned bad, people could only blame themselves for not living up to God’s expectations.  Humans would work to please God.  The kings and lords and clergy were to keep order in God’s name.  To question them, was to question God’s will.  The late Roman civilization fused all the popular forms of social control into one system.”

“Christianity worked well for us.  The weak minded believed in it.  The elites saw through the bullshit and learned how to use it in their favor.  We still sacrificed our puppet leaders when necessary, but it happened less frequently and they became less important to the stability of civilization.”

“By the end of the 16th century, we were replacing god and kings with the market economy.  We now had the rule of law which superseded kings and dictators.  It’s foundation codified our economy and laws in a way which could not be questioned or countered.  We directed the only redress through courts, which we control, but which have the illusion of objectivity and fairness.  Lawyers became the keepers of the social structure, working in their own self interest to maintain order and stability.”

“The corporation became our primary mediator in development and services.  Corporations could do what goverments were unable or unwilling to do.  Built as dictatorships, we controlled them through the board of trustees.  The head of the company took the place of our sacrificial king.”

“Previously, during the monotheistic phase, the monotheistic religions believed that their own god was the only true god.  There were many conflicts over who’s god was the one true god.  The genius of the last couple centuries was slowly replacing these gods with the market.  The market created a bridge for the major religions.  It was easy to make the leap from god in the sky to god in the market.  Which in turn means that everyone participating in the market is doing God’s will.  Those who have become wealthy through the market are favored by God.  How could it be otherwise.  God wouldn’t let people suffer in poverty if they are exceptional.”

“With one true god expressed through the market, each religion became a sect worshiping the same market god.  Each a subculture of the same market culture.  No longer was a particular religion opposed to any other god.  They were all the one true god expressed through the will of the market.”

“Questioning the superiority of the market is equivalent to questioning the superiority of God.  Now, the consumers will kill to defend the market and it’s principles, whether they are religious or not.  Those that continue religious conflicts today are largely those who reject the market god.  They will know little other than suffering, because the market enacts God’s judgment.”

“With the introduction of evolution, the market became the pinnacle of the evolution of humanity and civilization.  Darwinism allowed the wealthy to be properly known as the more evolved species, which we are.”

“The market has created all the freedoms and technology that people use today.  It created a higher standard of living for everyone, including slaves.  At the same time, it allowed us to better manage and control society as a whole.  It has allowed us to expand into cultures which would never have accepted our superiority directly.”

“The market filters out people based on belief and potential.  Only a well rounded, intelligent person, who embodies self interest, can succeed in the market.  It has been designed and refined as such.  Every day it measures people and promotes or demotes them based on their beliefs, actions, and relationships.  It favors self interest and excludes primitive practices like sharing and compassion.  Only degenerates and terrorists oppose the market and anyone who favors community and tribalism over individualism fails to succeed.”





He spoke with such passion that I didn’t know what to say after all that.

I started to see how they changed their own story over time to maintain their superiority within it.  To him it was a natural progression but I saw their need to center themselves within the story of humanity.

There may be some truth to what he says but it’s clouded in a delusional prominence of the rich.  He sees the whole of human progress as favoring his own narcissistic traits over the rest of humanity.  He talks about the market as if it’s responsible for everything humans have created since the dawn of civilization.  It is such an oversimplification of human creativity that I don’t know where to start deconstructing it.

The market doesn’t create products, people do.  The market only directs how and what is created.  For the most part, creative people are not motivated by money or self interest.  There have been many social studies on this topic.  For someone that reads a lot I don’t know how he could pass up the research and studies of the last century.  It’s likely he ignores them as irrelevant because they don’t add to his idea of superiority and dominance as the driving force behind human achievements.

I wish I had more time to deconstruct and counter his arguments.  Sometimes I have difficulty keeping quiet while I listen to him.  He’s wrong in so many ways.  It scares me to think that people like him are managing society.  I know there’s nothing I could to do influence him.  Even if I could it wouldn’t change the path we’re on.  I’d have to change the minds of everyone here and it’s clear to me that would never happen.  They all reinforce each other’s beliefs that they are the true masters of humanity.



I thought about what he’d said about religion as a tool of domination.  I could see that in the earlier pre-christian religions and certainly the old testament was all about social control, but Jesus preached things differently, and his teachings were the basis of Christianity.  Continuing our conversation, I asked, “Doesn’t Christianity preach against self interest?”

“Ah yes, you see, that’s the beauty of the religion.  Since it has been continuously refined over time, and combining many other religions into one, the bible is packed with conflicting stories and morals.  Each sect can pick and choose the parts which they follow.  It allows us to separate those who believe in compassion and those who promote self interest.  By tying Christianity to capitalism, we’ve created a conduit for people who are self interested.  The religious sects separate themselves purely based on how the religion is taught.  It acts as a filter which the market can use to promote or demote people.”

“For example, the old testament god is a self interested god.  A patriarchal role model.  The new testament god, which Jesus preached, is a compassionate god.  A god for the slaves.  Different sects emphasized different aspects of the bible, some focus on Jesus, some prioritize the god and the old testament.  Much of what is currently taught and believed as Christianity isn’t even in the Bible.  Furthermore, Christians can choose to emphasize parts of Jesus’ teachings over others.  Some focus on his humility and obedience rather than his defiance to markets and domination.”

When I thought about it, the whole war between good and evil is laid out in the biblical stories.  Self interest is obviously evil throughout Jesus’ teachings and much of the old testament.  Revaluations refers to a final showdown between self interested factions and altruistic believers in Christ.

When I asked about good and evil in the bible, he said “That is one of the ways our kind come to know the bible is just a story and understand how it functions in society.  The wealthy can’t be evil, because we’re superior.  God favors us.  The story exists to separate the weak from the strong.  The weak gather around it because they believe that they will win in the end.  Only wealth and power win the game.”

So he believes that self interest is good and altruism is evil.  I wonder how much of social conflict centers around this reversal.  Two societies believing in opposite forces of good and evil, intertwined into one society forced into cultural roles of dominance and submission.



“What a devious system.”, I said playfully.  I started to see religion in a whole new light.  Any feelings I had that there might be a god out there somewhere, went away.  I saw that the whole thing is a scam created to control people from the very beginning.  I thought about the fading of religious beliefs and how fanatics feel threatened by the new cultural standards being accepted in societies around the world.  I asked him, “How will you maintain control as religion continues to decline?”

“The market is now in a position to replace god and religion.  Atheists still believe in market forces,” he paused for reflection.  “People don’t have much of a choice anymore.  Currently, human society can not function or survive without corporate services.  People are dependent on corporations and the market for nearly every aspect of their lives.  Consumers will not attack those institutions which they depend on for survival.  They don’t know how to grow their own food or build and repair houses.”

“We will continue to control corporations through our family relationships and traditions.  We've structured society, rituals, and language around maintaining our power over industry and production.  We own and control all the media outlets, from news to entertainment to education.  Through publishing and social media, we control what people know, and how they react.”

“Public school systems were designed from the start to indoctrinate and socialize people into capitalist society.  It defines their expectations and labels them for advancement or imprisonment.  The entire foundation of what people know about the world is grounded in capitalism and the market.”

“Over the course of the 20th century, social control has become a science.  Through advertising, marketing, and psychology, we’ve been able to manipulate consumer expectations with increased granularity.  Advertising reinforces what people learn in public school.  People have a natural tendency to reject information that conflicts with what they already know to be true.  Once people can be convinced that something is true, by hearing it from an authoritative source or by hearing it from more than one source, they will defend the truth which they now believe.”

“Social media has made this even more acute and pervasive.  It is very easy to influence individuals when you know everything about them.  We make sure that the dissenters are pushed out and isolate, persuaded to support our world view, or punished.  Information can be custom tailored to be presented in a way that reinforces what people believe they know to be true.  New information can be inserted into their beliefs by targeting what they already believe.”

“Most of those who have grown up in consumer capitalism believe in it’s principles and structure.  They don't know anything beyond what the television and socializing education has told them.  Others have forgotten the things they have learned outside of our standardized explanations.  Our messages are constantly reinforced through all forms of media.  Those that continue to hold onto other beliefs are labeled as crazy outsiders or terrorists, and suffer for it.”

“What about written history?  Won’t people look at history books and see the changes?”, I asked.

“We change the story as needed.  History is fluid. History books are continuously rewritten.  We can change what we want and people believe the new story.  The old story is removed or dismissed as inaccurate.”

“We tell them that all the good things in life, health care, food, housing, technology wouldn’t exist without corporations, capitalism, and the market.  They believe it.  What else can they do?  It is much easier to belive in the offical stories than to reject them.  Those that don’t believe in it, sound crazy or treasonous to those that do.  They sounds like they are threatening the foundation of society, which they are.  People get very offended when you threaten the foundation of their society.”

I began to see how the market economy takes over the means of survival.  It takes over communication in order to control society.  It creates stories and mythologies, and controls the publication and distribution of those stories.  Taking over the means of survival and communication is what the market does.  It takes over all aspects of life, putting a price on everything and making profit for those who run the game.



“Is it really so easy to manage the expectations of people?”, I Asked.  He began to expand on what he said before.

“Yes it is. It has been for some time.  Not just through market incentives, but also through newspapers, television, and textbooks.  We have shaped the information and culture that people are exposed to.  They believe they are making their own choices about how to live, but we’ve presented it all to them through the media.”

“Now with social networking, it’s become much easier to manage expectations.  People have a rather short memory.  When we feed them with information that changes the past, they are much more willing to go along with the new story than try to hold onto what they remember through their own experience.  Patterns of social reinforcement enhances this trend.  People would rather believe the official story than feel like they may be crazy or worse.  The threat of exile from family and friends is too much for most people.  They would rather believe what the people around them believe than to face ostrisizing”

“The messages we create are tested on focus groups and sample populations.  By the time a story is created, we know what words to emphasize and what associations to make so that people believe the message without question.  We have shaped language to reinforce the messages and solidify the beliefs.”

It was becoming clearer to me how easy it is to manipulate people.  I head learned some of this in college but he made it sound much simpler than my professors had.  

He must have interpreted the look on my face and my silence as confusion, because he sighed and started giving me an example.  He often assumed that I didn’t understand what he’s talking about.

“In America, during the early 1970s, the Vietnam war was brought to an end by a massive bombing campaign within the United States.  The anti war movement felt it had run out of peaceful options and began bombing banks, recruitment offices, and police stations.  Very few people were killed by the bombs, but the property damage and loss of services were enough to force the administration to bring and end to the war.  There was very little that could be done without starting a civil war within the American population.  The government at the time would have had to escalate the infiltration and visibly hunt down the people placing bombs.  Focus groups, at the time, found that most Americans would not accept the full scale disruption of anti war groups.  There was too much distrust of the government over the expansion of the war in Vietnam.  There was a good chance we would have lost control of the general population.  So the decision was made to end the war.

I told him, “I don’t remember anything about large scale bombing, just the weather underground, but they blew themselves up.”

He said, “You don’t remember this because, We effectively erased it from history simply by not talking about it.  We led people to believe that peaceful protests ended the war, or that it became too costly.  We dismissed the bombings as a failed attempt by a few radicals who killed themselves.” 

“We couldn’t allow people to understand that it was the bombing which was most effective.  We were on the brink losing control to a global revolution.  Our studies showed that any civil war in America would lead to a cascade effect around the world.  Other countries would have supplied arms and money to the American revolutionaries.  Many other governments would have been overthrown in favor of socialist and communist regimes.  We couldn’t let people realize the effects of the bombings, because it would make them too powerful.  They would continue bombing until they brought an end to our society.”

“Instead of directly attacking the radicals, we used infiltrators to disrupt their groups and relationshipos.  Along with television and newspapers which ridiculed their tactics and described them as ineffective, we turned them against each other socially.  We encouraged people to turn in family members only to the degree that it would cause conflict within their families, if such topics were discussed.  This lead to the radicals feeling isolated and alone.  Isolating radicals is a tactic we’ve used ever since to keep the social order.  After the government was barred from infiltrating radical groups, we set up corporations specifically to infiltrate groups, isolate radical people, and eject them from their communities and support networks.”

“Private security corporations have kept up surveillance and disruption of dissenters ever since.  They use with the latest tools and have access to military intelligence and social media platforms.”

“Now, with tools like Google and Facebook, it has become much easier.  We know all about people. What they want, what they desire.  Who they are connected to.  We know where they go, who they talk to, what they believe in.  We flag them when they move into troubling beliefs, practices, or friendships.  We know when people are becoming radicalized before they do.”

“We can easily place information in the hands of an individuals friends or relatives to pressure them to change their plans or beliefs.  If that’s not an option or fails to work, we can isolate them without anyone knowing.  We can hide any positive feedback others offer and direct negative feedback their way until they feel ashamed of their beliefs and practices.  We can make it impossible to find work or housing.  Once a person becomes homeless, there is too much stress on their survival. They become ineffective at doing just about anything.”

“We know what people are searching for and can alter the results to suit our needs.  We can make people believe anything we want, feel anything we want.  We can make them or break them both internally and socially.”

“If necessary, we can insert fake friends that will push and influence them, either to passivity or prison.  If all else fails, we can send in an operative specifically designed to their desires.  The operative will work with them until they are broken and alone, in prison, or suicide.

“There is no need for physical threats or violence anymore.”





“I thought the internet is empowering and liberating people”, I said.

“That’s what we want people to believe so that they embrace it in their lives and trust it with their information, locations, and relationships.  It is essential that people trust handing over their data to corporations that work with data brokers.  We rely on this data to maintain control of society.  However, there was a moment where we nearly lost control.  The internet did have the potential for empowering people.”

“How so?”, I asked.

“In the early days of the internet, people gained control of the new digital communications tools and were able to speak freely to each other without corporate mediation.  The design of the internet itself allowed for everyone connected to it to be equal in their abilities to communicate.  Every computer could be a server.  People were in a position to take advantage of this, because we didn’t have corporations in place to control the situation.  Programmers built tools that people could run on their own computers in order to particpate in publishing and communication.”

“By 2000 we were well under way to regaining control of communication.  We had implemented emergency strategies like dynamic IP addresses for all consumer connection services, so consumers could not map a DNS name to a static address.  With their internet address changing by the day or week, consumers could not reliably publish web pages or take advantage of any other communication services from their internet connections, like hosting email.  They would have to buy or use free publishing services from a company, where they could be monitored and controlled.  Corporations centralized email services through Hotmail and Gmail so that consumers would associate email access with corporate services.  At the same time, this gave us a new window into people’s lives, which could be collected, collated, and searched.  The corporations didn’t have to charge money because they could sell the information in consumers communications.  By building these services through the web protocols we could both gather more information and restrict usage.  The programs would no longer run directly on individual computers.”

“By 2010 the vast majority of people joined our corporate infrastructure rather than creating their own.  Social networks like Facebook insured that consumers did not explore any alternatives.  It became easier to use the corporate service than to research alternatives.  We directed them toward streaming services we could control and collect data from, and away from downloads and decentralized tools.  We re-centered consumer technology on phones and other devices which were designed from the ground up for corporate control.  By controlling what people can install on their mobile devices, we ensure that some types of software cannot be utilized.  We spread stories that the general purpose computers are out of fashion and declining in use in favor of better controlled mobile technologies.  Those that continue to build on decentralized technologies become increasingly isolated and disconnected.  Social pressures force people to adopt the new corporate technologies and services.”

“I wasn’t directly involved in the processes, but I was rather impressed with the whole thing.  All of the decentralized tools were replaced with centralized services, which collected information on people.  We also had the services written with planned obsolescence in their design.  Instead of designing hardware to fail, limit the life of the software which supports any given device.  People could continue to use their old hardware but they would not get updates for their software.  Overt time the old systemd become increasinly incompatable with the new software requirements.  This way, as better data collection and increases in dependence are created, it becomes easier to implement and replace the old systems.  Now, the whole design of technological advancement makes people more dependent on corporate services over time.”

“Similarly, social norms can be planned in the same way”, he said.  “Each generation becomes easier to guide people into channels that we desire.  We built upon a generational distrust of older people.  Their experience becomes something to be rejected by younger generations.  Anything we don’t want is labeled old and outdated.  Not only tools, but also ideas and people can be rejected in this way.”

“The younger generations don’t understand why things were built they way they were.  If it seems old to them, they won’t even look into it.  It is much easier to get the younger people to accept the new corporate standards.  They don’t know anything else.  We also promote the idea that change is good, no matter what that change may be.” After a short pause, he said, “Of course, we control the changes.

“I still find it hard to believe that people can be so easily manipulated.”, I said.

“That’s part of the manipulation.  We make it hard to believe, but it is very easy in practice.  We’ve had well over 100 years of science and research into how to manipulate people through advertising and storytelling.  Part of it is making people believe that they aren’t being manipulated.  In general, people don’t want to believe they are manipulated.  It destabilizes their reality.”

“The generational split has also allowed us to better disrupt the left.  We used to send in enforcers and assassins to disrupt the organizing of the leftist factions.  It was a very ugly business.  Now, we disrupt the leftist organizations through funding pro market groups who introduce the market economy as a leftist ideal, or they reject the left entirely and embrace the market.  Today, the younger generations do not understand that the left’s central organizing principle is the abolition of private property.  Our disruptors call themselves market leftists and introduce individualism and market principles into ideologies that are inherently communist and collectivist.  We build on individualistic tendencies.  We target the younger people and influence them directly.  In this way, the younger generations disrupt political organizing for us by rejecting the standards of older generations.  It creates infighting which further discredits the old leftists.  Most of the younger generation go on to become capitalists and consumers themselves.

He paused, he was clearly very proud of their accomplishments in disruption.  He had a sort of glow that one gets when discussing some great achievement which they identify with.  Like a sports fan boasting about their teams win.

“The leftists are truly pathetic”, He continued.  “If they were smart, they would see through all the these tactics.  They could build their own social networks, but they don’t.  They could organize a whole separate society if they truly wanted to.  Instead they rely on the ones we gave them, with the purpose of disrupting their movements.”  

“Aren’t you on the same social networks?”, I asked.

He replied, “No, or course not, we don’t use Google or Facebook or any social network built for consumers.  We never have.  We have our own social networking infrastructure, which we maintain separate from the general population.  We charge high subscription fees just in case any consumer stumbled onto them.  The data we generate remains private, contained within our own private servers.”

“The radicals and consumers don’t even understand that the technological changes that would allow them freedom from the game already exist, we use them ourselves.  We are now independent of the physical and social infrastructure which is starting to collapse.”



“What do you mean by the technology that can free people?”, I asked.  This I wanted to know.  I perked up and paid attention.  If there is any way to create alternatives stop these people’s control over society, I want to know.

“Technology is not neutral.  It influences the existence of possibilities and the direction of society.  Losing control during the early internet era scared some our people.  They were worried that we would lose control to a revolution if everyone could communicate freely.  And, to a degree, we did lose control.  There were large protests that hadn’t been seen since the 1970’s.  People started using the internet to organize against us.  I don’t think we were ever in a position to lose control of society, but we did lapse a bit, and it took a lot of effort to regain control of communications.  Since then, we’ve seen that we need to be more careful with physical technologies which can liberate people in ways that would be much more difficult to correct.”

“Like what?”, I asked.  I was excited.

“Like the mobile devices”, he replied.  “We had to craete them in such a way that users didn’t have control over the software that runs on the device.  This was done in the name of security, but it’s purpose is to stop users from participaing in peer to peer technologies and turning their phones into servers.” 

“We also need to maintain things like centralized energy production.  The widespread use of solar panels and fuel cell systems would be a problem for us.  In the 70’s the oil industry was able to buy up the solar power companies, which set back solar development by 30 years.  Today we are focusing on centralized solar farms which will eventually be replaced with large scale centralized fusion energy.  Hydrogen technologies have been stalled through the subsidizing of battery technologies which are more expensive in the long run and won’t scale far beyond what we have now.  Batteries are large and depreciate in value immediately after sale.  10 years on, people own a large mess, which they have to find a way to dispose of.  Fuel cells can be easily upgraded and have their membranes replaced with new ones at very little cost.  Once adopted hydrogen fuel cells would be very difficult to replace with centralized infrastructure.”

“We created a coordinated social media campaign to discredit hydrogen fuel cells as a solution.  Honestly, this has been the most effective strategy to stalling fuel cell implementation.  We can still fund the fuel cell companies for out own needs, but no one will adopt them for mass production because it is an unpopular technology.”

He paused to reflect.  “Sorry where was I?”, he asked.

“Threats to society.”, I reminded him.

“Oh, yes.  In general, decentralization is bad for society.  It makes it more difficult for us to maintain control.  It gives too much power to individuals and groups.  It allows them to remove themselves from the corporate dependency that modern civilization relies on.”

I wanted to know more.  It gives me hope to think these people have a weakness that can be used to disrupt their control over society.  I asked him what other types of technologies were so dangerous.

He said, “Self publishing, 3D printing, location based solar power, and hydrogen fuel cell systems, these are technologies that threaten our society by their very existence.”

“How so?”, I questioned.	

“The implementation of these technologies means people generate their own power, manufacture their own products, produce their own food, recycle their water, communicate independently of corporate infrastructure, and educate themselves according to their own standards.  They empower people to live and organize collectively instead of as individuals.  If these things happen, our society falls apart.  Order cannot be maintained.”

It all sounded good to me.  I think I understood what he was saying, but I wanted him to elaborate and to find out more of their use of these technologies.  Hydrogen fuel cells are used on the island and he had mentioned developing such technologies before.  So I asked him, "Isn’t everything here powered by solar and hydrogen? And aren’t the buildings 3d printed?"

He said, “Of course, we use the best technology available to us.  For the wealthy, it is how we build everything we use.  With solar technology, we collect energy from the sun.  We use that electricity to separate water into hydrogen and oxygen.  We use the hydrogen for fuel and recombine the hydrogen with oxygen in fuel cells to produce pure, hot water and electricity.  One system produces clean water, electricity, and heat all at once.  It is a beautiful set of technologies which allow us to cut our reliance on public infrastructure.  It also has an organic beauty.  The system mimics how plants collect and store sunlight.”

“With solar and hydrogen we have yachts that can travel the oceans for months or years without any need to refuel.  They purify sea water as they produce energy.  We have built off the grid emergency survival compounds around the world, both shared and private.  There is a facility built within the island that acts as a sort of bunker and life boat in case something were to threaten the island.

“3D printing is revolutionizing manufacturing.  We’re not limited to the old designs anymore, and can create stronger, lighter materials by printing them.  This room was printed, as is much of the resort.  Highly efficient solar panels can also be printed.”

“If consumers had these energy systems and other technologies, they would not be dependent on corporations for their survival.  The technologies have a cascading effect.  For example, hydrogen fuel cell systems do not just produce energy off the grid, they recycle water.  Autonomous power generation and water purification allow for communications and manufacturing which cannot be controlled by market forces.

“We use these technologies because they gives us advantages, and we can live separated from the collapsing infrastructure.  If consumers had these technologies they would also survive the collapse.”

“On this island we use these technologies because it gives us a certain independence.  This way we don’t need a regular fuel delivery.  We recycle our water.  Our heated pools and saunas use the water from the fuel cells after some heat is collected for other uses.  These technologies allow us to be independent of the old infrastructure.  One day our sanctuaries will print everything they need out of local resources and recycled materials.  We have a another resort facility on the island that is dedicated to researching and building new technologies that can be 3d printed and recycled.”

“It seems like everyone would benefit from these technologies.”, I said.  “Maybe they could reverse global warming.”

He agreed, “Yes, of course, they will be instrumental in reversing global warming.  They’ll end the need for most resource extraction too.  The only reasons they cannot be implemented now are all social.”  

“The electrical grid exists the way it does because it is easier to control large numbers of people.  If they start rioting or getting out of hand, we can contain them and cut off their power until they become more complacent.  If solar and hydrogen systems were adopted publicly, people would contribute extra energy to the grid instead of being dependent on it.  They would support each other and we would lose the control mechanism of the electrical grid and centralized power production.  They would also purify their waste water instead of being dependent on a centralized water delivery systems.”

“Fortunately, consumers don’t have the intelligence or foresight to implement these technologies on their own.  The wealthy have always had better technology because we’re willing to pay for the development and creation of superior techonlogies.  The consumers don’t care, they’ll buy anything that’s available to them, no matter how limited or disposable it is.  The technologies they use restrict their freedom and they don’t see it.  It is pathetic.  They could spend the extra money and buy the technology to free themselves, but they won’t.  They don’t have the capacity to understand the differences or the implications in what they use.”



I’ve heard similar comments around the pool.  I can’t believe the disconnect these people seem to have in their understanding of the world.  He repeatedly talks how poor people have every opportunity to do better in life, at the same time, he tells me about all the oppressive control mechanisms they’ve enacted to keep people from organizing and living better lives.  The way he sees it, these are traps which everyone should be able to recognize and avoid.

He talks about these things with such sureness, certainty, and contempt.  I think it is foundational to their belief systems and how they center themselves in history.  I’ve seen him dismiss my attempts at humor as if nothing could shake his reality.  

These people have forced and manipulated most of humanity into a system of willful slavery, then look down on them because they go along with it.

 



I must have not been hiding my emotions very well because he said, “Don’t look so disgusted.

“I understand that you’ve been raised to believe you have had independent thoughts and decisions.  It’s not an easy concept to let go of, that’s why it’s so effective as a management tool.  Now, you understand that people like you are our pets.  I do love you dearly and I trust you.”

“Pets?” 

“It’s not some new concept, your people have been our pets for many thousands of years.  Even before we became immortal, we were always superior to your people.  For thousands of years we’ve kept our population separated through economy, custom, and tradition. We’ve applied selective breeding to your people and ourselves.”

“We created civilization.  We ruled it in one way or another since it’s beginning.  We created everything you’ve known in your lifetime, everything in your history books, everything on your television.  We created your people.”

“With each generation we’ve made it easier for your population as we’ve become more adept at managing desires and expectations.”



I began to see how it is like a game.  One where the rich people know and define the rules and poor people are left to guess at the rules of the game which they are trapped in, and don’t know they are playing.

He obviously doesn’t see the advantages that the simple fact of knowing the rules of this game give him and his kind.  To him it is a level playing field which anyone can succeed in.  At the same time, it is rigged, but people should be able to figure that out and take advantage of it.  How could they, when their whole understanding is made up of lies manufactured to keep them ignorant, docile, and subservient.

The more time I spend here and talk to him, the more I feel like everything I have known about the world is a lie.  I have been living in ignorance.  My mind is racing with all the changes to my understanding that I have to integrate.

I began to see events in my life differently.  The relationships I had were no longer what I thought they were.

Part of me wants to shut down and dismiss it as something I can’t do anything about.  Focus on my survival.  Just worry about simpler things.  Ignore it, deny it, anything that would make it easier than reconstructing everything that I know.



I can’t believe I’ve been so complacent.  These people are monsters.  If any of what he’s said is true, their families have been manipulating large populations of people for thousands of years.

I can’t believe I was starting to feel comfortable here.  I’ve known humans can get used to anything, but I’m amazed at myself for how I’ve felt I could fit into this life.  It’s hard to admit to myself now, but I was having fun.  I know I could enjoy my life here if I let go of the context.  I can’t.   It keeps coming back.  I feel out of place.  As far as I can tell the others seem to enjoy their slavery.  However, they could be faking it just like I do.

I hate these rich bastards.  I can’t believe I participated in building and maintaining their power before I came here.









Other things he has told me in our conversations:



Sales taxes are a way to tie the health of a city to the health of the economy.  Cities and states become dependent on sales to get their funding.  In this way the state will always put business interests over human interests.

In the same way property taxes made cities dependent on businesses and property development.  They create a dependency on the market for city and other regional services.

Property taxes are a way to keep people moving around.  When people settle in groups for long periods of time they work together more readily.  Property taxes gives them a way to keep people from settling for too long.

He said, “We get exemptions by placing our property in a non profit trusts.”



“It is the natural order of life to dominate or be dominated.”,  He said a few times.

“For millennia, humans of superior breeding have maintained organization power over those who are short sited and less intelligent.”



“Do you have any idea how easy it is to control people if you process their personal communications.  Between what they say to each other about each other and making associations between the content in those communications, our systems know everything about people.





“Marketing creates the cultures people live in.  Jocks, Stoners, Nerds those are marketing groups that businesses use to target specific consumer markets.  Children are taught to identify with these markets when they are teenagers so that they can be directed into manageable consumer groups.





One day, I was wondering about Bitcoin.  From what I had read, before I was kidnapped, it seemed that some people believed these technologies would disrupt or replace the capitalist economy, much like the other technologies he had talked about.  So, I asked him, “Is decentralized money a threat?”

He said, “No, money cannot be decentralized.  It exists to centralize everything it touches.  It is a property inherent in the act of exchange.  

“How so?”, I asked.

“The act of exchange creates incentives for self interest, and self interest is a centralizing force.  Any alternative currency system becomes integrated through exchange rates into the global monetary systems.”

I thought I saw another weakness in his game, so I asked him, “What happens if the monetary system collapses.”

He laughed and said, “Without money, social incentives will return to favoring sharing and cooperation.  It is one of the reasons why we are so adamant about disrupting and abolishing leftist ideologies.  The absence of private property alters the fundamental nature of society.  However, we have taken precautions.”

“The market economy will continue in one form or another”, he continued.  “Even if money disappeared overnight, we still manage the corporations and everything else.  People can no longer survive without corporate services.”

I saw that the only way out from this oppression was to end dependency on corporate services.  When I thought about how people are so dependent on the grocery store for food, I was a bit shocked that society would accept this dependency without a second thought.  In a crisis the grocery store is not going to provide food for people.  Store owners are not going to open their doors to people who can’t afford to pay and even if they did, how long would it last?  I’ve read that a grocery store only has 3 days of food on hand.  When the food runs out they will simply shut down and stop operating.  They have no moral obligation to provide food for people during sustained emergencies.





Today, after I asked another question, he breathed a heavy sigh and said, “I’ll most likely have to kill you one day if someone finds out all the things that I’ve told you.  They will ask me to clean up my mistake.  It will be my responsibility.  If I don’t kill you, I will be punished for betraying them and they will kill you after they play with you first.”

“If anyone catches on that you understand what they’re talking about during a random conversation in the bar or somewhere, you’ll be killed as a precaution.  Your life is extremely expendable.  Anything, no matter how small, could tip them off, a smile, a glance away or at me, anything.  You must be very careful. “

He says these things when he’s not in the mood to talk.  I need to let him start the conversation.  If he thinks I want to talk he shuts me down like this.



Yesterday, I ended up tending the bar at the other end of the pool area, near the beach.  It is a large covered area with tables and a long bar along one end.  There is a television behind the bar.  It was busier than I had seen before.  Many of the guests were talking and glancing at the screen.  I felt that whatever was going on was related to what they were watching.  

I couldn’t see the screen unless I turned around and looked up.  I didn’t want to be noticed looking at the screen so when the opportunity arose, I went around to the front of the bar and started wiping it down.  On the screen were images of masked men with machine guns shooting at police officers in what looked like the inside of a police station.  The videos were from security cameras placed around the station.

They went in so fast that many of the officers didn’t have time to draw their weapons.  For those that did, it didn’t seem to matter.  They didn’t hold out long before they were shot.  There were bodies all over.  Those that were struggling were shot in the head by the masked men.

At first I felt shaken from the brutality of the act itself, the quickness and sureness of their actions, but after that faded, I felt hope.  Someone was fighting back.

The raid on the station was followed by images of police being shot in their patrol cars.  A van rolled up next to a police car and started firing into it.  A person walks up from behind a police car and fires 3 shots into the officer reading a tablet.  Another pair of officers are gunned down exiting a conveniences store.  A dash cam view of a police car is run off the road into a pole.  A pickup truck stops in front, someone in a mask gets out, and fires shots into the windshield of the police car.  Blood spatters on the windshield.



After going back behind the bar, I felt the world changing.  I don’t see the news very often.  We don’t have screens at the pools I attend to.  This bar is not one I visit frequently and we can’t be caught staring at the screen when we are there.  In his room, the screens are usually off, unless we’re watching something together, usually a movie.  I know he keeps up with world events but I don’t know how or where.

“Show us your tits”, a guest with a raspy voice was standing at the bar in front of me. “I need to see some tits”, he stated.  I didn’t notice him approach.  He was smiling with an empty glass in his hand.  He looked like he expected to see what he wanted.  He wasn’t going to take no for an answer.  I didn’t hesitate either.  I pulled back my bikini top and shook my tits at him.  He said, “yeah like that.”, and handed me his glass before I could cover myself back up.

I made his drink.  He didn’t look at my face the entire time.  Just stared at my chest and smiled with glassy eyes of intoxication.  After I handed him his drink he turned around and went back to his group.  I covered myself again and cleaned the spill he’d left behind.  He was obviously drunk and I wondered if it was related to the news.  I wondered what they thought about the news.

His demand didn’t bring me down, I was high on hope.  Some organized group of people were fighting back against oppressors.  The people who have defended this lecherous asshole were being attacked, openly, publicly, in force.  I’ve seen police brutalize people all my life.  They kill at the slightest provocation whenever someone questions their authority.  Now, some group fought back.  A planned attack. It felt good.  It lifted my mood for the rest of the day.

I couldn’t tell what the guests thought about it.  Sometimes they looked concerned, mostly they looked neutral, like it was some curiosity that was expected.

I wish I could talk to someone about it.  Someone who would be thrilled like I was.  I wonder what people back home are saying.  I hope it will lead to more actions against the police.



The Future



Apparently something in their sterilization process failed.  I am pregnant.  I am sure this will be the death of me.  I have never seen any children on the island and shudder to think of the conditions they are in if there were.  

I know I can’t hide it long.

I have waited a couple weeks to think things over.  I have been too scared to write it down.  I thought about how I might terminate the pregnancy myself, but we don’t have access to abortive medicines, and I couldn’t think of a way to do it.  I don’t have the knowledge, and there’s no one I can ask.

It didn’t take long for the worry to become too much for me to deal with.  I walk around in a cloud of worry.  I have decided I must tell him and accept whatever they decide to do to me.



I wasn’t sure how to approach the subject with him.  I figured any questions I asked about children and the island would tip him off immediately. So I just told him.  The baby is certainly his, and if anyone could help me it would be him.

He was amused more than anything.  He didn’t think it could happen.  “We take precautions with the staff, you are all sterilized on the way here.  So far we haven’t had any cases of staff becoming pregnant, that I know of.”

He said that there are guidelines for such cases.  He wasn’t sure what they were, he would have to check on it.  I think he wants to keep the child.  He told me not to worry.

I am emotionally torn.  I had always wanted a child someday.  I don’t want a child to grow up among these people.  I can’t imagine they would let me keep a baby.



The next day, He told me that if he chose to do so, the child would be brought to term.  Sometime shortly before the pregnancy becomes apparent, I would have to be kept away from the other slaves for the duration of the pregnancy.  I would get regular check ups from a doctor.  I would recieve anything I need.



Later I found out that I would be confined to his room.

“They don’t want a pregnant woman walking around the grounds.”, he said.  “It would disturb the order of things, and the social stability among the staff.”

Afterwards, I thought how, as women, we tend to care more about other women when they are carrying a child, almost as if it was our own.  It could create a solidarity among the slaves.  I know I would start questioning our position here if I saw a pregnant slave.

I wish Sindy was here.  I need someone to talk to.  Maybe I can ask if Molly can visit, for support.



Later he went into more detail of their procedures, “If it was the child of two staff members, the child would be killed along with the parents, but since it is the child of a guest, the child deserves to have a chance to grow up and take their place, like any of our children.”

“A program was devised where children of an immortal could be taken to live with the relatives of the immortal.”  They would be given a life as any wealthy child would.  Suitable parents, within a family of status, are chosen and the child is raised by them as their own.  “The child will never know it’s origins, but they will be well cared for.”

He said that I will be allowed to live and continue my work here after the birth, on the condition that I will not talk about it.  I will have to stay confined for the duration of my recovery.  I will be assigned a position away from people that I knew previously.

For some reason, I wondered if my future will be relatively secure, how long that will be, and why I even care to try to have a future.  How many other children will be taken from me?  Perhaps, they will attempt to sterilize me again.





My mind sometimes fantasizes of being rescued.  I think some military will invade the island and liberate us from slavery.  I know how silly this seems.  These people own the military.  No nation would go against them.  Even if word got out about this islands existence it would be dismissed and buried.  I think they might even kill those that discover or talk about it.

Still, I can’t seem to let go of this question of where we are.  I’ve been here over a year now and there’s been no serious storms.  No hurricanes/typhoons.  Some rainy days, often it rains in the afternoon.  Just enough to keep things cool and moist.  There are no seasons that I’ve been able to determine.  I wish I knew more about global weather patterns.

Occasionally there will be planes high in the sky.  They don’t fly directly over the island.  I’ve never seen a boat, but then I don’t get to see the ocean very often.  I do look every time I take out the trash.

I have heard talk of a lagoon somewhere on the island, but I have not seen it.

I’ve never felt more of a need to know where I am.  You’d think after a year I’d let it go.  It’s not like I can escape here.  In the city I sometimes didn’t know where in the city I was, but I was still in the city.  I could find my way home.



Somehow we got on the subject of global warming.  I think he had said something about climate change making certain things impossible.

I asked him in reference to global warming, “Can’t we reduce the impact on the earth?”

“It’s not so simple.  If we had a long period of time, it would be possible, but large populations of people won’t do something unless incentives are put in place to encourage them to change.  People are inherently selfish.  They do not change of their own free will.  They need to be manipulated into doing good things.”

For me, inherently selfish, is a trigger.  We had had this debate in college on several occasions.  There is no proof that humans are inherently selfish.  It is an idea that has permeated society, but research has not found this human quality unless certain conditions are met, primarily scarcity and capitalism creates artificial scarcity.  Some cultures seem to be more selfish than others but that can be accounted for by cultural expectations and upbringing and effects of the environment.  My own conclusion was that people who believe everyone is selfish are justifying their own selfishness.  It is also a trait of narcissistic people to project their own selfishness onto everyone else.  Now, I saw how it benefited the rich and capitalism for people to believe this fallacy.  It justifies everything they do to people.  It justifies not caring.

I know that people are very willing to change their lifestyles in order to reduce the impact of global warming.  Before I was kidnapped, solar energy adoption was ahead of projected rates based on incentives.  People want solar power instead of using fossil fuels, and not because they are selfish or manipulated into doing so.

He continued, “There is also a correlation between standards of living and impact on the environment.  The overpopulation problem isn’t a result of too many children being born, it is primarily a result of people living longer and using more resources.  It is the use of vaccines, antibiotics, heart surgery, and other life extending medications and procedures, which are leading people to live longer lives, combined with higher standards of living and the subsequent increase in resource usage.”

“The consumer population doesn’t want to recognize that there is an overpopulation problem.  Partially because, the only solution they can imagine is a form of active extermination, forced sterilization, or giving up their life extending medications.  They can’t even contemplate reducing their own lifespans.  That would go against their selfish nature.”

“They could change if they knew what was happening.”, I said.

“Consumers won’t recognize the problem because they are the problem.  It’s the consumer populations of the Americas, Europe, and Japan, who have the greatest impact.  India and China are now consumerizing, and their populations are becoming more problematic as well.  The problem is getting worse and there is no way to stop it without drastic measures.”

“Overpopulation, combined with high standards of living, have led to climate change.  The vast majority of the human population cannot have a higher standard of living without pushing the climate into devastation.  A few people can have a high standard of living while most people cannot.  However, even now, we are far beyond a sustainable human population.  Humans would have to grow their own food and give up most technological conveniences, like air travel, electricity, cell phones, and cars to live sustainability with the population we have now.  Which, is not an acceptable solution to consumers.”

I started to understand his position.  In his mind individual humans can not possibly do with less.  He really believes that.  He doesn’t seem to understand the implications of what he said to his position in the world.  He stated that the more some have the less others have.  Of course he believes that taking more than other people was natural, good, and responsible, for those that deserve it.  His people certainly would not to do anything to reduce their own impact so they must reduce everyone else’s.

Sometimes I want to strangle him.  I think I would enjoy it.

I felt like provoking him a little so I said, “I think people would be happy to reduce their impact a if it meant a healthier environment.”

He said, “You obviously do not understand human nature.  People cannot make those changes because they are selfish.  It doesn’t matter what they want.  They cannot plan beyond their immediate needs.  If they could we would not have these problems.”

I have had enough of his consumers are stupid, rich people are superior lectures, so I tried to bring us back on the subject of global warming.  I was curious what he knew about the subject, so I asked, “Can’t anything be done to stop global warming?”

“Climate change is not a problem itself, it is a symptom of other problems.  No problem can be fixed by treating the symptoms.  The problems leading to climate change are systemic and needs to be dealt with as a whole.”

“Technologically we could stop climate change.  We could have stopped carbon emissions decades ago.  You and I have talked about some of the technological solutions and their limitations in society.  However, we can’t implement those changes without a corresponding decrease in population.”

“You see, beyond the science and numbers, there is also will.”, he paused to gather his thoughts.  “People need to both want change and be capable of implementing it.  If a person has a problem they won't face there's nothing anyone can do to fix that problem or the issues that results from it.  The core problem will continue to perpetuate other problems.  This tendency expands exponentially with societies.”

“I don’t understand.”, I said. 

“Let’s use Steve as an example.  He has a problem which he believes is a strength.  In the business world, it is a strength.  He manipulated his way into a position of power where he could influence the direction of his entire industry.  He was able to bully and intimidate everyone around him until they did what he wanted.  He is still revered as a master of his industry.”

“Here, in Heaven, his gift is not so much a strength, because we are all equal.  We have few to rule over.  He can bully and torture the slaves all he wants but it does not get him anything more than the chemical rush which he is addicted to.  After a period of time he needs another rush to satisfy his addition.  It causes problems for the rest of us because we have to deal with the consequences of his actions.  We can't just keep taking new slaves because he feels the need to periodically kill someone inferior.  We can tell him to calm down, or stop killing the help, but that just turns his resentment on us.  It has caused him to lose some of his supporters in recent years.”

“Steve will never recognize he has a problem.  He cannot change, because he identifies with his behavior.  It has brought him great success.  He does not want to give it up.  It would be giving up who he is.”

“People must want to recognize and solve the problem if they intend to fix it.  If they do not, there is nothing anyone can do.  It is the same on a personal level and a social one.  On a social level, solutions become more difficult.  People have to agree on what the problem is and then agree on how to solve it.  In the same way that Steve will not recognize he has a problem, consumers will not recognize that they are causing climate change.  They will not give up their lifestyle to make the necessary changes which need to take place.  In fact, they are not capable of recognizing that there is a problem related to their consumption.  Consumers do not want take the steps to solve the climate change problem, because they are the problem.  At best, they believe that they can consume better options.  However, any products they buy are still produced from resources the earth provides.  Consumers cannot continue to consume products and resources and become sustainable, and they cannot stop consuming.  Consumers would have to give up all of their conveniences and services.  They would have to stop being consumers, which would mean giving up their core identity.”

“Didn’t you say you created consumers?”, I asked.  I’d hope I’d show him some flaw in his logic, but again I was defeated by his delusion.

“Yes, we did create consumers.  We are responsible for the creation of their culture and their existences as a people.  Since consumers won’t take responsibility for themselves and deal with the problems, we have taken it upon ourselves to solve the problem.  Of course, it is always much easier for a small number of people to agree on a solution, especially when we are not directly invested in maintaining the problem.  We also have both the will and ability to fix the problem.  Our solution may not be pretty or moral or just but we have come together to recognize the problem and taken action to fix it.  We do have plans to fix climate change once the overpopulation and other underlying problems are dealt with.



“If the earth is so overpopulated then why do scientists not publish studies?”, I asked.

“The scientists do study and publish about overpopulation.  It is not discussed publicly in the media for obvious reasons.  It would cause more problems.  They report to us their findings.”

The subject had come up in college and I remembered discussions that the population would reach 10 billion people.  At the time, people generally agreed that there are enough resources for everyone, and population is a non issue.  Some saw overpopulation as a justification for genocide.  So, I asked him, “Why do people say we have plenty of resources for 10 billion people?”

“The studies that feature 10 billion people are published to put people at ease.  It is a distraction to move discussion away from population issues.  We also use social media to enhance the resistance to discussion of overpopulation.  We have a solution, there’s no need to discuss it publicly.”

“The earth can feed more people than the environment can support.  We could produce food for 10 billion people.  Under ideal climate conditions, the earth can feed 10 billion people, if we use most of the arable land using industrial agriculture.  10 billion is also where the human population is expected to peak if we don’t make changes before then.  However, 10 billion is not a sustainable population.  2 billion is not a sustainable population within the limits of the earths resources and ecosystems.”

“Basing estimates on food production does not take into account other limitations like pollution, deforestation, plastics, and resource extraction that degrade the natural environment.  The earth needs a large natural environment to maintain the ecosystem we depend on.  We need forests, bees and oceans full of life, just to maintain a healthy environment.  Our current estimates show that we need to reserve two thirds of the earth for environmental stability.  Much of that area is the most desirable for growing food.”

“Population estimates also ignore resource limitations like copper and cobalt that are required for our technologies.  We don’t have enough copper on the planet to supply everyone with computing technology and connect them to the internet.”

“On top of all that, global warming is rapidly reducing the number of people that can be fed.  Soils are depleting.  Fresh water supplies are dwindling.  The future holds less food, not more.”

“There are also estimates that the earth could support 10 billion people, if everyone lived like indigenous horticulturalists.  Surviving off the land they live on.  No manufacturing, no shipping, no electricity, no computers, no plane, or phones, or shopping.  Other options would mean that we’d have to continue industrial agriculture, and make it more intensive somehow, but it is already on the decline.”



“Industrial agriculture has reached it’s limit.  It is beginning to decline, which will accelerate in coming years.  There is nothing we can replace it with which would be more intensive for food production.  Industrial agriculture is dependent on oil production, and water in areas that do not have water.  Right now, much of the world’s food is grown in deserts using water pumped from rivers and aquifers, and using nutrients and fertilizers obtained from fossil fuels.”

“Those rivers and aquifers are depleting rapidly.  The glacial sources of the rivers are melting from global warming and not being replenished.  The rivers are being polluted by runoff from industrial processes including agriculture, which further harms the soils and the oceans.

“What about genetic modification?”, I asked.  “I’ve read that it can be used to grow food in harsh environments and use less water.”

“Genetic modification is a way to control the farmers and the food supply.  The promise of more and better food is just marketing to make it socially acceptable.”

“Industrial agriculture is the peak of intensive food production.  It is also a large part of the global warming problem.  It is the reason the earth is so polluted and why ecosystems are being destroyed.  It is the reason we have so many people, and it’s failing.” 

“Currently, If we used all the arable land to produce food, we could only produce enough food for 2 billion people using sustainable organic farming.  However, we can’t use all the arable land because nature needs at least two thirds of it to sustain the environment we depend on.

“So, we are left with under 1 billion people eating organic food, at the current standard of living.  The current standard of living isn’t good enough for most people so we have to raise it, which reduces the number of people to under 500 million to reach a sustainable population.”





At this point my head was spinning and I was tired.  The baby was still tiny, but I could feel the energy draining from me lately.  I grabbed a snack and went to bed.  I still had trouble getting to sleep.  His talk of global warming and overpopulation makes me wonder what their plan is.

500 million people is so small compared to the current population.  To reach that goal 7 billion people would have to die.  I can’t imagine that is their solution.  I can’t imagine how humanity would deal with that many dead people.



Today he is away in meetings. So I’m writing down the conversation and cleaning up around here.

Later I’ll ask him what the solutions are.  Part of me doesn’t want to know, but I feel like I must find out.  Some part of me knows that my fears are real.  I suspect I know what their plan is, but more than anything, I want to be wrong.





I am beginning to see how these rich people manipulate reality to suit their needs.  For example, he would say something like the problem is systemic and people don’t have the will to change, but he also tells me that capitalism is a game to control people.  It creates incentives toward self interest, which in his mind is good.  He also sees humanity as naturally self interested, so in his reality, they are encouraging natural tendencies to surface.

Since self interest is good, capitalism can’t be the problem leading to global warming, it’s the lack of human will to change.  They believe that the will to change stems from self interest and not empathy or compassion for other humans or the environment.  That will and attention is being redirected toward consumption, but they won’t see the disconnect because it goes against their belief that self interest and capitalism are good.

From our discussions, I can see it so clearly now that capitalism and the market economy are the driving forces which are destroying the planet and enslaving people.  The market creates incentives for people to ignore the problems, which it creates.  It creates incentives for pollution, planned obsolescence, externalizing costs, stealing resources.  It extends the suffering people go through in order to profit from them.  It creates incentives for short term gains over long term health.

It’s true that People become wrapped up in consumerism and don’t look outside the fictional reality which they envelope themselves in, but it’s his people who are creating that reality for the consumers.  They don’t know anything else.  They don’t want to know anything else.  They exist on immediate gratification.

I try not to blame consumers or myself, but he’s not entirely wrong.  We have the ability to see through the fantasy that is created for us to live in.  We choose not to, because it’s easier.  Every time we see a homeless person on the street, we redirect the issue into not our problem, or they brought it on themselves.  We’re all responsible for that homeless person.  Our lifestyles and the society we participate in put that person in that situation.  In the same way, we ignore the causes of global warming as not our problem, or dismiss it as too big to deal with.  We are to blame as much as the rich people who manipulate us.  Everyone is responsible for global warming and societies problems.  The future generations will suffer horrendously for our inaction.  Our consumption is already leading to the suffering of billions of people.  All the migrations and wars are a result of consumption, whether directly in taking resources for business interests or indirectly through global warming.

We are all responsible.



A couple days later, I was working at the pool, it was evening, near the end of my shift.  I didn’t see what happened.  I was facing away, while entering a food order at the bar.  I’d heard Steve start shouting something derogatory toward one of us, like he often did, but then I was startled by a crash and a thud.  I slowly turned around with the fear of what I might see, and saw that Steve had broken a champagne bottle on Charlene’s head.  She was lying on the ground by the pool surrounded by blood.  

The shock made me forget what I was doing.  I instinctivly went to clean up the bottle while she was lying there dying of horribly disturbing head wound and soaked in champagne.

I couldn’t believe what I was doing even while I was doing it.  I’ve become so submissive.  I thought, Charlene had been laughing just a moment ago now she may be dead.  I was kneeling down next to her cleaning up pieces of bottle, but I couldn’t look at her.  I was avoiding the blood like it was vomit or some other normal mess I didn’t want to step in.

Steve was laughing about it.  Making jokes to his friend about how she went down, the sound of the crack her skull made.  He was proud of himself.

Something switched inside me.  I had picked up the neck of the bottle that was still intact and had a rather sharp end on it.  I examined the sharpness of the edge as I felt a disconnected rage build inside me, working it’s way to burst out.  All of the anger over our situation, all of the abuse we suffered, came together inside me and I knew immediately what I had to do.  It seemed at the time that there was no other option.  It was so clear to me.  Steve had to be stopped.

Steve was yelling at no one. Ranting about the incompetent slaves.  How they can’t even get his drink right.  It was all so petty.  

He came over and yelled in my face.  About how he should kill me too and we aren’t worthy of his presence.  I’m not even sure what he said.  By this time I wasn’t processing his abuse.  I wasn’t scared or angry.  Time slowed down.  My attention and action were focused.  Everything was in slow motion.  I was still crouched down with the bottle and I knew I just had to wait till the right moment.

He turned away from me, and I sprang onto his back grabbing the top of his head and stabbed the bottle as hard as I could into his neck.  I felt his body go down below me and I rode him to the ground.  There was so much blood pouring out of him, more than Charlene.  Their blood began mixing and spilling into the pool.  

I sat there on top of him for a moment, trying to contemplate the consequences of what I’d done, but all I could do is look at this scene and think how just a moment ago everything was normal.  Now everything had changed.  

I felt relief even though I didn’t know if he would die.  I feared they would fix him and he’d have his revenge on me.  Even so, the stress was released.  I felt liberated in a sense I can’t describe.  I had taken action.

A couple of the guests came running at me.  I don’t know where the bottle went, it wasn’t in my hand anymore.  I crouched and covered my head instinctively but they only grabbed me and led me away from the scene.  They put me in a bathroom and told me to stay until someone came to get me.  

I had blood all over me.  After a moment of shock at the image of myself in the mirror, I began quietly washing up.  My actions were automatic, I saw something that needed to be done and my body started doing it, but I felt like I wasn’t controlling my actions.  My mind was in turmoil at the same time I felt calm and decisive.



It seemed like I was in there for hours.  I didn’t know what was going on outside.  I thought maybe they had forgotten about me.  I didn’t dare leave.  I wanted to, I tried to, but I couldn’t bring myself to open the door.  

I didn’t know if Steve survived or if they could repair the damage I did.  I know that severe accidents here don’t seem to kill them.   Jonathan got torn up in a horrible boating accident, but a few months later he was drinking by the pool like nothing had happened.

I worried about the horrible things Steve would do to me if he survived.  I doubted anyone would defend me from him.  Certainly not now, I had attacked one of them.  An animal that attacks a human must be put down.

They led us to believe it was more difficult, if not impossible, to kill them.  Many believed it, but these people say anything to manipulate us and get their way.  They craft reality to enslave people.  They can’t survive all accidents.  If someone loses enough blood, they die.  Their treatment alone can’t bring someone back from the dead.

For a moment, I was sure I was going to see Steve suddenly at the door.  I heard the door open and I turned around expecting to see Steve bleeding and furious, but it was my lover.  Standing in the doorway, with an almost smile, a sympathetic smile, he motioned for me to come with him.  It was the most warming almost smile I’d ever seen on him.  I thought there was a possibility that he was going to be the one to kill me, but the smile said no.  He seemed amused.  I felt like a child that did wrong but knew that I would avoid punishment today.

He said, “Don’t worry.”  I know he cares more than he should.  He took me back to his room.

Later I found out that due to my pregnancy they were going to be lenient on me, for now.  I would be confined to his room for the duration of the pregnancy now instead of later.



I was left alone for most of the day.  I spent a lot of time lying in bed watching the clouds outside the window.  I cleaned up the mess we had left the day before.  Threw away what was left of my bloody clothes.  Eventually he came back.  After he closed the door, he walked over to me and said, “Steve is dead.”

The relief burst out inside me.  I tried not to smile and keep my cool.  I felt like I had won something.  It was a strange feeling which had to do with taking the life of an oppressive asshole.  For a moment I felt invincible, then a wave of fear washed over me.  I wondered what would they would do to me.

Then he said, “You didn’t kill him, not directly.  We chose not to treat his injuries before he died.  He lost a lot of blood and his artery was severed.  Some of us requested that he not be saved.  At which point it was brought to a vote.  The first vote against him was overwhelming so we let him die.  Ultimately, it is our responsibility, not yours.

“However you did attack him and that must be punished in some way.  We have not determined what that punishment will be.  I told them that I felt very strongly that you could be valuable to us.  Steve had killed so much of our good help.  In a way, you did us a favor.  You have other supporters now.  Many of the other guests have suffered the loss of a favored slave.  They know that Steve has pushed the slaves too far.  One of you were going to lash out eventually, out of anger or fear.”

“So, due to your pregnancy, punishment is postponed.  You’re in my custody until the baby is born and you can prove yourself again.  You won’t be able to associate with the other slaves for quite some time.  Understand that anything you do now comes back to me.  I’m responsible.  

“I’ve given you another chance.  I really think if you can learn to fit in, you might even be happy here.  We’ve had some nice times.  I enjoy my time with you very much.  I hope you have enjoyed it too.

I nodded in agreement and smiled.  I didn’t know what to say.

He continued, “You live in an island resort.  We have and always will have plenty of food.  If you prove yourself, we can slowly allow you other privileges again.

I can tell, he is happy, I killed Steve.



I did everything he asked.  It was easy since I was confined to his room.  I didn’t have to interact with other guests or see their faces, after my actions.  The room had always been a sort of refuge away from the abuse of the other guests.  I feel comfortable here.

During this phase, we became much closer.  He was tender in ways I hadn’t seen before.  He became more open about what was going on here.  

I took time to organize my notes in my head and anytime I have a chance I make corrections and add things that seem more relevant now.



The child grows inside me and I grow with it.  As a result, my feelings become less stable and changed in ways that are hard to describe.  I have grown a strange sort of determination I hadn’t really felt before.  Some decisions become easier, more certain.



We continued our little talks about the state of the world.  There were some questions I have to work my way around to.  I don’t want to seem like I am pushing or focused on specific answers.

One night we ended up talking about capitalism again.  He had mentioned how perfect it is.  So I asked him, “How does capitalism become sustainable?”

“Oh, it can not become sustainable”, he replied.  “Capitalism is just a game we created to better manage the slave population.  We don’t need it.  It has been useful because it allows for people like us to rise to the top, but it will soon be obsolete.  Every game must have an end, where the winners are rewarded.  Capitalism was never designed to last forever.  It’s need for continued growth makes that impossible.  We have always known that.  We have used it to our advantage.  Soon it will be over.  We have entered the final phase.”





“What about money, isn’t it necessary for a functioning society?”, I asked.

“We do not need money.  No one really does.  Humans could have accomplished everything in the last 500 years without money.  We invented money because it keeps people complacent.  We use money because it translates into power.  It is a way to control large uncoordinated groups of people so that they become more dependent and do not revolt.  It also favors self interested people, so it helps in our agenda.”

“People are still slaves, money just gives the the illusion of freedom.  People would still do things without money, of course, but it would be more difficult to guide them into what we want done.  They would refuse work that was unappealing or somehow immoral.  Human creativity and production would not diminish without money.  It only alters how things are produced and how people interact with each other.  Money favors centralization and self interest.  Money is a means of control, a way to shift blame away from owners and managers, and encourage people to do what we want rather than what they want.”

“Look at it this way, if we produce less food, people get angry at us for food shortages.  If the price of food goes up to the point where people can’t afford it, they blame themselves for not working hard enough to afford the food they need, or they blame each other, or some part of the food distribution system, or market forces which they cannot control.  They do not blame the owners who are reducing food supplies.”

“We control the market.  We control the prices for things, so we determine who gets to eat.  The effect is the same as direct control, only the blame is shifted.  We can force people to move from their homes, or make them homeless, by raising housing prices.  We can shorten their lives by raising health care costs.  The whole game is designed to shift blame back onto the consumer.  We can target populations or individuals through market forces.”

“Money is just an efficient way to concentrate power and control”, he said.



“Then, How will consumers survive without capitalism and money?”, I didn’t want to ask, but i did.

“We used to be concerned over a consumer revolt.  That they would stop participating in the game or actively destroy it.”  I felt he was evading the question.

“Over the centuries we’ve shaped the culture and bred the consumer population to be both docile and competitive.  We’ve bred people for submission to authority.  We’ve encouraged competition so that consumers do not coordinate with each other.  We favor alpha males for breeding both as highly competitive authority figures and a way to control populations.  If some of them succeed in the market, uphold our values, and join our club, all the better for us.”

“Consumers are simple minded humans.  They don’t have the capacity for understanding.  If a consumer figures out the rules of the game, we buy them off or eliminate them.  99% of those accept our buy out.  The rest are labeled as terrorists and criminals.”

“Some consumers go on to help us and join our ranks.  There are a few here already that were born into the consumer population.  If they mass wealth and prove that they conform to our standards, they are invited here just like the others who have been born into wealth.”

“Most consumers aren’t worth the time or money put into raising them.  They couldn’t take care of themselves if they tried.  They don’t even try to make their lives better.  There is no future for consumers, they have become obsolete.”



“Technologies are changing again.  Consumers have traditionally existed as labor.  With the rise of automation and robotics, consumer labor is now becoming obsolete.  Robots can now take on most of the day to day production of goods.  Soon they will replace the service workers and the rest.

I was startled to hear it.  It’s been something that was talked about, but it always seemd father in the future.  I asked “what about management and creative tasks?  Don’t you need people to do those things?”  I had read something about how robots wouldn’t be able replace managers or creative people anytime soon.

“Managers are already being replaced.  By taking humans out of our management structures, we reduce the possibilities of sabotage, disgruntled and inefficient decision making, and redundancy.  The new automated systems have the benefits of being centralized.  They are also more precise than human management.  The new systems find a way to implement what we want without refusing, asking questions, or showing favoritism.  Automation does not care if someone has been loyal and productive for a long time at a company.  As soon as the numbers show they cost more than they bring in, they are gone.  Automation has no empathy or compassion.  It does what needs to be done based on facts and figures.  We already use automation successfully in hiring new employees.  Placement, promotions, and terminations are now being automated as well.

“Creative people are a little different.  We will continue to provide for artists whom we enjoy.  They will not become immortal, but we would like to keep them around and continue breeding with them sometimes.  We have always kept artists as pets.  I suspect that won’t change.”

“Many scientists and researchers will also have a place with us.  We will create communities where they can thrive and continue their research, at least until artificial intelligence can replace them.”

“The new order will allow us to cherry pick the best of humanity.  Selective breeding of humans was never so precise as we can make it now.  Maybe in 100 years we will do away with physical breeding entirely and just produce humans at a regular rate based on the traits we desire.  

Then he said, “There’s just no place in the world anymore for the genetically inferior consumer population.  Robots will replace human labor in a matter of years.”



“Why not use robots here?  Why continue to use slaves?”

“First, we don’t have room for the necessary support infrastructure, and it might be noticed if we did.  Maybe in a few years we will have more robots.

“We also like our pets.  If we didn’t have you, who would we play with?  Robots are programmed and rather predictable.  We don’t want sex robots.  There’s no fun in domination over something that is completely obedient.”

He looked at me as if I should be flattered.

“As you’ve seen, we do use robots for some maintenance tasks, like cleaning the pools and maintaining the lawns.  These are small and becoming widespread at other resorts.  So they look normal from the air.”

“For practical purposes, we need the cover of human servants, just in case someone happened to observe the island.  It would be suspicious if there was an island full of rich people and robot servants.

“Also, We like women and we need real people to interact with.  We need some form of entertainment, and there’s a bit of prestige involved in being able to manage real humans.  There has always been status in owning slaves.”

I thought about rich people displaying their wealth through their luxurious constructions, servants, and expensive toys.  Of course they won’t want to give that up entirely.  They use it for ranking and display, like strange birds.

Then, he continued, “The robotic systems are still in development and need testing.  We started with manufacturing, which is progressing well.   We are developing robots to replace security and armies which are effective and stable.  The global wars are finalizing the development and testing on those.

I asked, “security?”

“As capitalism comes to a close, and human labor is phased out, we won’t be able to rely on human security forces as we have in the past.  They have families and needs as well and won’t be reliable.  They could even turn on us.  The robots are more effective and loyal.  There is nothing a human can do to appeal for mercy from, bribe, or sympathize with, a robot.  We expect much more compliance within in the face of our security forces, after the human enforcers are replaced.”

“We also need better AI to streamline the design process for robotics.  Humans can do it over time but AI will allow us to do it faster, with more precision.”

“The switch to automation must be incremental.  Both to work out the bugs and for consumers to accept the changes.  Human laborers must believe that they are not efficient enough, not skilled enough to compete with their robot replacements.  They will be angry about it, but they will blame advances in technology, which they believe no one can control.



“Won’t this create a backlash among consumers?”, I asked.  “What will they do without jobs?”

“Some of them will revolt.  We’ve taken that into consideration.  In many ways, the wars of the last century have been by people resisting the changes which are happening globally.  We expect, these conflicts will escalate in number and size from where they are now.”

“These wars are nothing new.  The story of human civilization has been a story of war.  Nearly all the wars have been a part of the same conflict between self interest and altruism.  Civilization has always had to fight for it’s right to exist.  People want to tear it down.

“As the more evolved subset of the species, we’ve been at war with altruism and sharing communities for thousands of years.  Granted, altruistic people haven’t known we were at war.  They are too stupid.  They are simple minded people, who have largely accepted enslavement and selective breeding to become docile servants, because they can’t think for themselves or take charge of their lives.  Their sharing keeps them in poverty.  Any one of them could rise up to join our ranks if they would only give up their empathy and compassion for others and stop helping each other.  They drag each other down.  Just as they’ve dragged down humanity for millennia.  It’s pathetic and I can’t wait to be rid of them.  We must sacrifice any altruism, as it is the enemy of our humanity.”

“Soon that will all be over.  The role of capitalism and money is coming to and end.  We just need to put a new plan in place to control what little remains of the consumer population without it.”



I was a little surprised by the viciousness with which he spoke.  He started sounding like some sort of fanatical.  Sharing is the basis of all human societies.  Without sharing, we have no foundation for families or friendships to grow.  Every person would be a single unit in competition with all other people.

Now I know he sees our differences, the social and cultural differences between rich and poor, not just as a game, but as a war that he needs to win.  I feel that I am in a position to ask what I am reaching toward.  The question of what is going to happen to the consumers once this war of his is complete.

However, I wanted him to calm down.  He was so worked up that I was scared of what he might do if we continued the discussion.  I left it where it was and started making dinner.

A little while later, he said, “Since you are under my care, I am responsible for your actions.  If you endangered us I would have to exact punishment.  Kill you if necessary to maintain my own standing and the peace we have achieved on this island.

“Would you do that?”

“Yes, I would.  It’s the only way to maintain our way of life.  You and I can care for each other, and provide for each others needs but that must never come before the social order.  Anyone who is a threat to the social order must be eliminated so that humanity does not revert back to it’s simple minded and emotional ways.

Again, he said, “God chose us to be rich and intelligent because we are superior.  It is the natural order of things.”

These threats and belittlement feel like a form of abuse.  The constant reminders that I can never be good enough to be one of them.  His need to put me in my place to justify his own superiority.  The relationship between rich and poor is one of constant abuse.

The next day he was in a better mood.  He kissed me when he came back from his meetings.  I couldn’t think of any lead in to continue our discussion from the day before.

“What do you plan to do with the consumer population since it is obsolete?”, I asked with as much innocence and timidity as I could project.  

He replied, “As we have discussed, there are too many people on this planet.  The only solution is to depopulate.  There is no other way to move forward from our current position.”









Before he launched into how they plan to depopulate, I wanted to know why.  I wasn’t sure where we’d end up, and he might get worked up again.  So I asked him, “How did you determine that overpopulation is the problem?

“Overpopulation became recognized as a problem in the 1960s.  A global study on the effects of population growth was commissioned in 1970.  By that time, the global human population had been increasing exponentially, due to changes in food production after World War II, the consequences of new fertilizers, herbicides, and the growing use of antibiotics and vaccines.  We could feed many more people than in the past, at the same time, the death rate was declining globally.”

“The report stated the main issues and offered some potential solutions.  The authors of the report noted in their interviews after the study that there were no humane solutions to overpopulation.  Of course, they left out the inhumane solutions from the report, but still included expanding abortion worldwide and further limiting birth rates in key areas.”

“After some debate, we decided in the mid 1970s that public discussion of overpopulation would hinder any sort of solutions which we determined to be necessary.  We moved to private discussions that were not publicized or recorded.  We removed overpopulation from public discussions and the general public forgot about the issue.”

I asked, “Why can’t people publicly discuss population issues?”

“Maybe, one billion people could discuss overpopulation and deal with the causes.  Seven billion people will never deal with it, because the root cause is overpopulation/ There are too many people who will deny the facts.  No one wants to volunteer themselves, their child or potential children to reduce the population.  It is also much more difficult to deal with problems if half the population will not make an effort.  If 3 billion do not make an effort, those who do, will not have any impact.”

“Under the current rules of the game, consumers feel they are entitled to participation in decisions that affect them.  To a large degree we give them the illusion of participation through representative democracy.  In practice, any decisions like this would not work within the democratic framework.  At best it would go nowhere causing more social division, at worst, the political system would be exposed for the illusion that it is, and collapse.  So, It is not a debate which we want in the public sphere.  It also might bring to light any actions we decide to take, hindering our plans.”

“Did you decide what actions to take?”, I asked.

“We did, later on.  It took some time.  Experiments were made and tested.  More studies were commissioned.  Reducing the population by billions of people is no simple task.  Out of the solutions which we discussed, most of them could not be carried out effectively.”

“Like what?”, I asked.

“For example, a mass sterilizing event would have to happen quickly before people caught on and figured it out.  It might make a slight correction for the future, but the problem isn’t necessarily births, it’s deaths.  People aren’t dying the way they used to.  More children are living to adulthood and adults are living longer.  Death, for consumers, is currently a long slow process.  The market economy depends on a slow decline of an individual’s health toward death in order to keep the market functioning.  The market is only healthy with a growing number of consumers and their wealth must be extracted before they die.  So limiting the birth rate or increasing the death rate, both go against market needs.  Our whole system of control would come to an end.”

“So, Reducing the human population either though births or deaths would mean ending capitalism.  In order to minimize the risk to us and the environment, we would have to reduce the population in a short period of time and end the game at the same time.  Solutions that would take generations were removed from discussion.”

“Some of the remaining solutions would be too damaging to the earth and the surviving population.  Diseases would leave a large mess to clean up.  Even an engineered disease can be unpredictable once it starts evolving.  We could immunize ourselves against any disease we created, but it could evolve to counter our resistance, particularly, if it was as aggressive as it needs to be to reduce the population and spread in the required time span.

“Similarly, there is no way to physically murder billions of people.  The Nazis had one of the most efficient systems for human extermination and it took them years to kill millions of people.  We need to reduce the population by billions within a 5-10 year time frame.  I think the projections for this solution came to something like 8-12 decades to reduce the population, and that was if we build large scale factories to exterminate people.  It would also direct aggression toward us.  There is no way to explain it away, or blame consumers for it, even if we used dictators and other puppets.  It is just not feasible.  Afterwards, humans would be too disturbed and distrustful to function as a society.  Our estimates showed that over half the remaining population would commit suicide because they would feel guilty for surviving.”



“So what’s the plan to reduce the population?”, I finally asked, reluctantly.  I was doing everything I could to keep my emotions under control.  I was afraid I would start crying or lashing out before he finished.

“We call it an orchestrated collapse.” He explained, “We have to reduce the population before the use of fossil fuels and capitalist consumption destroys the planet, in a way that protects our legacy.”

“All the factors involved can all be calculated.  There is a time limit set by our pollution and based on population growth.  By factoring in technological advancement and use of resources, we have come up with targets to meet.”

“We also needed human labor to produce the things we need.  So the plan was devised in the 80’s to use the human population to the point where technology could develop and survive on it’s own.  Robots would replace human labor and ultimately do the research necessary to advance technology.  We are also reaching the limits of human capacity for understanding in regards to technological complexity.  Which is where artificial intelligence comes in.”

“We began implementing some mitigation processes.  We introduced a partial sterilization program distributed through vaccines in Africa, in an attempt to slow the population growth.  The vaccines didn’t sterilize people outright, just reduce fertility rates.  At first this increased miscarriages and some people noticed.  After refinement and testing, the use of these vaccines expanded across the globe.”

“We started to discourage hope in the future by funding fundamentalist extremists and creating economic uncertainty.  We created a sense that full scale war was just a few years away.  In the west, media campaigns, like the nuclear threat of the cold war, kept people focused on the present and deterred them from having children.  After the cold war, terrorism became the threat to consumers.

“We began raising awareness of the benefits of capitalism and consumerism.  We tried to ensure that no one questioned the market economy.  If someone did question it they would sound crazy.”

“At the end of the 1990s, we assessed our efforts and found that our experiments were not enough to reduce the population on the necessary timescale.”

“In 2000 we finalized a new plan.  The population would be reduced by 6-7 billion people in a relatively short amount of time.  To do this, We had to stage many events and processes to make the reduction palatable to the public as well as distract from our desired goals.

“Our studies found that only starvation can reduce the population within the necessary time frame.  It also gives us the deniability we need.  Reducing the food supply would lead to wars and disease that would supplement the population reduction.  By coordinating wars and disease dispersal with a reduction in the food supply, we can enhance the decline.  Climate change and resource depletion give us a nice cover story, Although, climate change would lead depopulation on it’s own eventually, the longer we wait to depopulate the more severe the consequences become.  We have to depopulate before the damage becomes irreversible, which it would, if the collapse were allowed to happen naturally.  Our orchestrated collapse also mimics the collapse of other civilizations, so people who study these things will see it as a natural collapse due to human failures.

“Our studies had shown that if the general public were to gain knowledge of the situation, they would likely turn on us, and any hope of managing the population decline would be lost.  Leading again to irreversible damage to the environment.”

“What does your timeline look like?”, I asked.

“Based on the pollution limits, population growth numbers and extinction rates we figured on a time shortly after 2025 as the turning point for capitalist consumerism.  After this, we will begin reducing the food supply.  By then, automation will be in place to pick up the decline in human labor, and it will be easy to blame global warming, water shortages, and drought for the collapse in population.

“If all goes well, we’ll see 2/3 of the human population starve in the first two to five years.  At which point the pollution levels will begin dropping and the strain on our resources will release.  

“In the decade after, the human population will continue to collapse.  We’ll use the resulting wars to target those individuals and nations that will resist our plans and superiority over any remaining mortal human populations.  We will close down most of the remaining coastal cities and consolidate the survivors in a few smart cities.”

“Our projections estimate that the human population will be reduced by 6-7 billion people in the first 10 years.  After that, the decline will continue, but slow down until we reach the target population size.”

“Many of the earth’s extracted resources will run out in the years leading up to the starvation.  The quality of life for the remaining humans will continue to decline until they revert to hunting and gathering, or live in our remaining cities, where they can be managed properly.”

“We expect it will take about 30 years for things to settle down before we can reclaim our position.  However we’re prepared to wait for many thousands of years, if necessary.  We have other places to live in underground shelters with fresh water and food production, if the environment becomes too hostile.”

“Afterward, the natural environment will be restored.  The robots will replant the forests and nature will maintain them.  Food production for us will be largely automated.  Any raiding parties on our farms will be eliminated.  The earth will return to a sustainable balance, and humanity will take it’s rightful place.



“How many people will be left after the collapse?”, I asked.  I was doing everything I could to keep it together at this point.  I felt sick, distraught and a sadness that felt like it would crush me with the weight of it.

“We’ve determined after many years of scientific research and planning that the earth can only support 144 thousand immortals at the standard of living, which we require.  At least initially, after the earth heals from it’s devastation, we can start having children again.  Within controlled limits, of course.  Now that we are immortal, we can’t go on having children without consequences.  After we reach our target population, we will not be able to have children unless someone dies.  

“If there will be 144 thousand immortals how many mortal humans will be left?”, I asked, while trying to keep my voice from cracking.

He replied, “just a handful.  We’re not sure what number will be ideal yet, if I had to guess, I’d say 20,000, maybe less.  The plan is to reduce the population to 200,000, then see what we have left.  We’ll phase out the remaining population over time.  We will select the best from the surviving population that remains.  Of course, many of the survivors will have to be eliminated due to undesirable traits.”





“Are you going to sterilize them too?”

“No, no.  For the foreseeable future, we need a breeding population of humans.  Like I said, the current overpopulation has little to do with too many children being born.  Depopulation won’t be random. It’s not the impoverished people living in Africa that are the problem in regards to overpopulation.  We have no interest in the indigenous tribal peoples of the world.  They do not impact the environment.  They concern us no more than monkeys.”

“The main problem leading to overpopulation is the consumers living in modern cities.  They are living longer, they consume a large number of resources.  The antibiotics, vaccines, and surgeries that extend people’s lives, are the primary causes of overpopulation, as it relates to the strain on the earth’s environment.”

“We created the consumer population.  They are our responsibility.  Since they are the primary cause of environmental destruction, they are a threat to us and all of life.  We cannot leave them alive.  Other populations will be affected by depopulation efforts, but they can survive if they want to.  Anyone can survive if they try hard enough.”

Before he finished, I started tearing up.  I turned away so he wouldn’t see.  I knew it.  Blaming people for the genocide he intended to enact on humanity was disgusting.  I wanted to kill him, but I knew that wouldn’t stop what his people are doing.

He saw that I was disturbed.  He said again, “We will keep some of them, of course.  They will be useful as a supplementary breeding population.  There are still tasks they can perform.  However, you must understand, we only need thousands of them, not billions.”

“People who live in the forests and jungles will continue to live how they’ve lived.  We’re not going to hunt them down.  We just need to get the consumer populations down to a manageable level.”, he said.

“It just seems so inhumane.”, I said.  “You’re going to starve billions of people.”

“People are going to starve to death regardless of what we do.  Industrial agriculture has reached it’s limit and is now on the decline.  The more we rely on it to feed people the worse the impact on the environment will be.”

“If we do nothing, people will still starve to death by the billions.  It will just take longer, impact more people, and increase the destruction done to the environment.  What we plan to do will control the collapse and reduce the long term impact as best as humanly possible.”

“Billions of people are going to die regardless of what we do.  How long it takes, how large the effects are, and how long they last depends on what we do right now.  The more we do now, the less devastation we have to deal with in the future.”









“I don’t know what to say.” I truly didn’t. I was in shock. I didn’t want to believe him, but I also knew what he said was true.  From what I know about global events, everything is changing just as he’d said.  The horror was understanding that they intended to kill off most of humanity.

“Isn’t there another way?”, I asked.

“Consumers don’t have the mental capacity to make the decisions necessary to reduce the human population and heal the planet.  If they did, they would have done so.  Consumers can’t take care of themselves without our intervention.”

“We’ve always picked out the special ones and set them aside and given them special privileges, the artists and inventors, athletes, and celebrities.  You are one of the special ones.  You would not have been brought here if you were not.  Be thankful for what you have.”



I felt like what he was telling me was from some movie where the super villain will soon be defeated, but I also knew that wasn’t going to happen.  These people believed that they own the planet. They are going to wipe out humanity to save themselves and their power over what is left.  In his eyes, they had taken over the planet long ago, and everyone else was an expendable burden.

If what he has told me is true, and I have no reason to doubt him, it means that much of humanity has been manipulated for centuries by these people who believe they are better than everyone else.

They won’t stop because people disagree with them.  They won’t stop through some new found compassion, because they are incapable of compassion or empathy.  They will protect themselves at all costs.  Their plan includes pushing the earth to the edge of environmental collapse so that they can win at their game of civilization.

I feel like my whole life I’ve been so naive.  I’ve believed what I’ve been told.  Which was a story manufactured by wealthy people and their minions to lure us into a false sense of reality.



He wants me to be happy.  Like I should be fulfilled with everything I have here.  “You should feel lucky to be here.”, He said.

“Happiness relies on a sense of self determination.”, I quoted from a sociology textbook

“You never had self determination, only the illusion of it.  Your possibilities have always been directed by others.  Wherever you go, whatever you do, you are always a slave.  You cannot become immortal, but there’s a chance our child might. You have a lot more than most people have.  You have a nice life here.  If you accept your position you might enjoy it.”

The thought turned my stomach.  I stroked my growing belly.  I don’t want to have children with these monsters.  It disturbs me to know what these people have done to humanity.  The thought of using my body to create more of them disgusted me.  My whole life I’ve been used.  He thinks we have sex, but it is rape which I endure to survive. 

I can see through his manipulation.  He saw my pregnancy as an opportunity to claim me for his own.  I was to be his breeding pet now.  He expects me to give myself to his pleasures.  Of course, as he has often stated, my life is in his hands.

He sensed my disdain.  He repeated, “You could have a happy life here is all I’m saying.  You won’t get another chance if you screw up again.  I can’t protect you beyond what I’ve already done.”

“The collapse of civilization is underway.  Life outside the island is getting more difficult every day.  It’s only going to get worse from now on.  This island is one of the safest places in the world.  We are immortal.  We can wait here as long as it takes for the collapse to complete.  Nothing can stop us now.”



The continued emphasis on superior intelligence is what disturbs me the most.  There were so many examples and scientific studies that show that rich people are not more intelligent.  They just have better access to education, research, and information.  They had better schools and standards of living.  They have people to do their everyday chores, and to do the research necessary to attain what they want to know.  They don’t do their own work.

All the talk of manipulation and extermination of slaves is a result of the delusional belief these people hold onto that they really are superior to other human beings.  The way I see it, this is what has justified all the cruelness they have enacted in the world.  It justifies, to them, the suffering they cause to billions of people, every day.





I’ve been torn emotionally about my growing child. I’ve always wanted children but haven’t found the right person, the right moment.  Now I am pregnant and I can’t stand the thought of having this man’s baby.  If his selfish traits really are genetic, I feel that I have a responsibility to end this life growing inside me.  It disgusts me to think of having a baby for this monster.  The possibility of giving birth to another person who will go on to abuse humanity, turns my stomach. 

And yet this child is mine, and I feel a love I’ve never felt before.  I feel that no matter how bad he is, this child will be part of me.

I cannot end my child’s life without ending my own.



I’m around seven months pregnant now.  I cannot terminate the baby and survive.  He would certainly kill me if I tried.  To stop the birth I have to kill myself.  I don’t want to live here anymore.  As much as this continues to present itself as the only option I still don’t know if I can do it.

I try to tell myself that the baby won’t be him, it’ll be me.  That it will grow up in their midst and rebel.  I know I’m trying to delude myself.  The child will not know of me.  She will know nothing of her true parents.  She will grow up in privilege and wealth.  She’ll become one of them.  She will be taught that most humans are meant to be slaves and not to have any sympathy for them while they are starving to death by the billions.

She won’t know that she was the result of a woman’s struggle to survive in a world designed to stifle the power of women.

How many children are born of this struggle?  How many children exist because a woman depends on men for their subsistence?  Not just here, but around the world.  How long has this gone on?  In his mind, it’s been many thousands of years.  How long will we let it continue?

Through his conversations, I’ve seen clearly that individualism and self interest are core aspects of patriarchal culture.  Not just on this island, or in consumer society, but everywhere that patriarchal cultures exist.  More than ever, I’m convinced that humanity must end patriarchy now, if we are to survive this collapse and heal the earth.



I think I have found a way to send this journal out into the world by posting to a forum.  Usually it won’t send anything, but this one type of site seems to work somehow.  I can’t write in the field but I can paste.  It requires an email address.  I just have to make something up.  I thought I could use my old email address as a way to further identify me, but things have been said that make me believe that if I use anything from my former life, it will return to me and possibly be blocked from going anywhere.  I’ll post this to as many sites as I can.  I think if I use known email addresses  It may send a post verification to those addresses, alerting the recipients to my publication.



I don’t know if this message will get out.  I don’t know if I can or should hold on, or what I’ll do.   I just know I have to try.  To plead with whoever finds this to put all of this to an end.  Find us.  Find out what these people are planning to do and stop it.  Expose their plans to the world.  Please help.  I fear for us all.

Most of all, I ask that women organize to end the patriarchal constructs and culture which allow all this to continue.  End your reliance on the market economy.  Stop watching television.  Build communities that can take care of each other.  Reject individualism, isolation, and male domination.

The nightmare won’t end, unless we end it together.

Note from the publisher/editor.



So here we are. Congratulations on reading to the end.

We have been unable to detriment the fate of this woman.  For all we know, this could all be a hoax left by some creative person to play some sort of trick.  Nonetheless I find her story compelling enough to package and pass on.  

If it is true I don’t know what to do.  It takes a lot to search the oceans for an island of immortal rich people that looks just like some fancy resort.  Maybe someone who reads this will happen to know the island or where it might be.  All we can do it package it and pass it on as far and wide as we can.

Maybe you know Jessica and can fill in some of her story.

More importantly, if it is true, what do we do about the coming extermination of humanity? How can we organize to resist and survive?  How do we escape this form of slavery which we are all forced into from birth?
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