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In an office sits a man who works. In this year of 2030, those few people who
work have Class One status.

In another office sits a man who provides pleasure. Pleasure providers have
Class Two status.

In walled cities sit the rest. They are the don"t knows and the don"t matters.
They have Class Three status.

And on a wild hill far, far away, nobody sits, until a woman called Ann begins
to change everything.

[11

EVERYONE ELSE MIGHT be fucking themselves silly as per normal on a Tuesday, but
there was a nasty flashing spot of trouble on Twozec Salkeld"s screen.

For normal instance - there was normal pigging, poking and contentment among the
Threes in City MK (as Milton Keynes was now called). The MK Threes were, as
normal, so bombed out and shagged out that they couldn"t be bothered to make the
kind of waves which caused trouble on Salkeld®"s screen.

City HH was also calm. The last spot of bother in what used to be Hemel
Hempstead had been a year or two ago, when the Regional Centre computer sent in
double food but no alcohol. Everything went unstable for a day and a half, until
the computer system was fixed and the Threes of HH, whatever their turn-on,
could wallow continuously in it once again.

Tuesday®s reports to Salkeld from the Pleasurehouses continued to indicate the
required percentage of full satisfaction with all the ad-lib sex, sport,
entertainment etc., etc., which it was Salkeld"s business to provide.

Except, of course, this morning, 26 September 2030, there was that irritating
problem for Class Two Executive Salkeld.

A possible answer to his problem, even if he didn"t yet know it, was currently
sitting naked in her kitchen about fifteen kilometres from Salkeld"s office. She
was very beautiful, not tall but with the sort of body which often illustrated
downmarket reading matter. She was in a state of eager anticipation. Today was
her own private treat day. Her eyes glittered as she speculated gleefully on how
she would spend the next hour or two, and positively gleamed as she compared
that in her mind with the pallid, mechanical, missionary instant her husband
provided as a weekly passion allowance.

Up in the Berkshire Downs she sat, in the large, picturesque, period farmhouse
so typically favoured as a residence by Class One.



There she was, Ann, Salkeld®s potential answer, splendid and solo, sitting on an
old oak chair worn glassy smooth by centuries, wearing it still more glassy
smooth with eager little squirms of her bottom. Her eyes were fixed on the
kitchen window, chin cupped in hands, elbows and glorious tits resting on the
kitchen table top at White Horse Farm. She was Ann Richmond, 36, not to mention
40, 29, 38. She wanted her heart"s desire and got something like it when
Lancelot Brough, 17, arrived at the window and very nearly broke the glass with
his eyeballs.

Ann swung up and moved to the door with that certain special walk that female
dancers have, a sort of flat-footed duck walk yet a light and bouncy movement
with the lower leg thrown out from the knee joint.

Ann, the lovely Ann, got to the door and opened it standing behind, hidden from
view although there would be no-one to see. Having non-marital sex outside the
Pleasurehouse, even having a regular relationship with a student under full
privilege age, was not a destabilising offence. But probably it was against the
wishes of the Social Committee, so there would still be trouble if it came out.
Oh well. So bloody fucking shitting bloody what. The bored Ann took the risk.
Being a wife in these days meant being strictly non-working. You were supposed
to be a mother and homemaker only, when all the homemaking was done for you
anyway by the robot and the computer. It was not exciting.

In walked the boy with a fragile bearing of self-assuredness. Back at college he
was like a king, among other boys envious of the number of his conquests and the
size of his weapon, and among those girls who were keen to surrender their
sovereignty. But here he was a mere apprentice to a great sorceress and he
always felt a peculiar mix of sensations when he saw Ann - powerful desire,
wonderment at his good luck, and anxiety about what she might do.

"Don"t speak, boy," whispered Ann. "Just pick me up and carry me."

This superb woman had grey-green eyes, deep red hair just short of shoulder
length, and a mature, slightly aquiline, subtle and remote beauty that reminded
the boy somehow of days long gone by, of those actresses they used to call "Ffilm
stars®, or the legendary symbols of animal femininity like the Roman Empress
Messalina who outperformed the city"s top prostitute. He carried her upstairs to
the attic bedroom she reserved for adventures.

He lifted her with her legs over his left arm and his right arm round her back.
Her left arm was round his neck while her right swung free, her fingertips
brushing ever so lightly against his thighs as he mounted the stairs.

He breathed more heavily than normal with the effort of carrying Ann, and he
inhaled her perfume deeply. Its reverberations filled his head. She wore
something quite unlike the sort of stuff the girls at college had. Their
perfumes®” messages were unmistakable, as matter-of-fact and open as their
attitudes. With them the scent was either "Miss Permafrost Discusses
Thermodynamics in the Refectory®, or "Fuck Me Sideways and Bring All Your
Friends".

Ann®s perfume, however, was from another world. It had all sorts of complicated
messages in the background, all kinds of depths and dark corners - and he could
smell her through it. Her smell was of hair, and skin, and excitement, and it
all mingled deliciously with those few drops of distilled essence which, if he
only knew it, came out of a little bottle, which came out of a fancy box, which
came out of a pack of six given to Ann in return for certain favours in Paris,
as long ago as 2012.

By the time he turned along the landing her palm was on his vital part. She idly
wondered if she could, from her current position, undo his zip, get his cock,
fit it between her cheeks and let it find its own way home.

She had the zip down anyway by the time he placed her on the blue duvet, so she
ordered him to stand still while she sat on the bed edge and lovingly extracted
the warm, soft as silk, hard as iron glory which, with the vigour of its youth,
could give her hours of delight. There was another side to youth, however, and
that was the initial overexcitement of, as it used to be called, the bull at the
gate.

Ann felt that surge of emotion within her as she held the boy up to her lips.
She wanted the first bed-shivering, sense-quivering moment, the first of maybe



four or five that she knew that thing in her hand could give her. She wanted him
pushing and shoving on top of her, in her, all over her, but she couldn®t have
it yet.

Sure enough, the closeness of her face to his cock, the soft sensation of
brushing breath on it, the thought that any moment her tongue would run its
roughness along it ... all this proved too much for the lad. As she stroked the
sturdy scimitar she felt it begin to pulse inside her fist. Like lightning she
loosed the waistband fastenings of his trousers and whipped them and the tiny
briefs he always wore, down to below his knees. Her lips opened just enough as
she fed the boy"s personal vibrator into her mouth.

Back and forth she went, pursing and sucking as he let go with the first of the
day. Fellatio was routine for her. She got no great pleasure from it, but she
knew it was a supreme feeling for him and so, like the artist she was, she made
certain she gave her best performance. She knew (from great experience) just how
to suck in rhythm with his spurts, just how to squeeze the most ecstatic
feelings for him so that he was soon looking down on her with an even more
devoted, ever-grateful and adoring expression on his young face.

He had quite a nice face, actually, thought Ann as she looked up, swallowing.
Sort of craggy, with scrubby blond hair, just a few freckles and a little snubby
nose. Little and snubby was soon a description equally apt for the item she held
in her hand.

"Come on boy," she said. "Shoes and socks ... off!"*

This was their private cue, dating from the first time he"d had her, which had
been after a dinner at the college where Ann®s husband Arthur Richmond was on
the Technical Committee and the senior boy Brough had been seated on her left.
She"d had her stockings round her ankles and her shoes on as she leant over the
back of the Founder®s Chair on the stage of the school hall, and she had
wondered what on earth would be the reaction if the curtains opened onto the
port and cheese below. Now, whenever she said shoes-and-socks ... off, each had
to strip as fast as they could, and the last one to be naked was underling and
the winner was overlord.

The boy had got shoes, socks and trousers off before he twigged. The luxurious
wife Richmond lay, already without a vestige of clothing, as she had been since
before he arrived, a half-smile on her reflective red lips as she watched the
boy*"s frantic Pavlovian reaction.

"Caught you," she said, as he completed his strip at a more leisurely pace.
"Now, I"m the big boss for the day.-

The boy Lancelot was hesitant, wondering where this all-knowing, never-fazed
woman would take him if he let her put him in too weak a position. So, he hoped
she would keep it to a little light trick or two, a token, just enough to add a
hint of spice.

Just a hint, thought Ann, as she rummaged through a drawer for the roll of
sticking plaster. Binding thumbs with plaster is hardly the real thing, but
still, can"t have everything.

"Hands behind head, boy," she commanded, “"and sit up.*

She quickly taped his thumbs together behind his neck, making sure to include
plenty of blond hair just in case he should think of bringing his hands forward
over the top.

"Lie back.® My, she loved this. Power gave her good sensations. It always had,
and issuing orders was fun, whether it was to a troupe of chorus girls when
she"d been captain and choreographer all those years ago, or to a muscular,
hard, youthful man who delighted her eyes and her most secret wishes right now.
In both cases, the chorus girls and the boy, she was in command because she knew
the most. Knowledge is power, she thought, and power is an aphrodisiac.

He lay back as ordered and, swinging her leg over him like mounting a bicycle,
she presented her divine red muff to his lips. At full stretch she could rub her
considerable saddlebags against his stomach, give his crossbar a little lick
and, while he was busy exploring her seat with his tongue, tape his big toes
together.



He tried to protest at this double securing, but he was really in no position.
The protest went unheeded and was largely unintelligible. Muffled, as it were,
thought Ann.

She gave herself two or three minutes of pivoting on his tongue but was careful
not to let herself slip too far. She had plans for young Brough.

Suddenly, lifting away and kneeling beside him, she kissed him on the lips. She
pushed her tongue into his mouth, tasting her own fluids and snorting her own
pheromones like a line of coke. Then -

"Back to that college next week, is it, Lancelot?” she whispered. "Back to that
dreadful concentration camp of sadists and woofters?"

Colleges for future members of Class One were high-powered educational
establishments which naturally concentrated their academic efforts on computer
systems, programming languages, robotics and the like, but they retained much of
the philosophy and lifestyle of the old public schools.

"But, " continued Ann, "you"ll be a senior prefect now, won"t you, Lancelot?
You"ll be able to beat those naughty little boys and girls with your cane, won"t
you, Lancelot?"

Since she was saying all this while fondling his assembly Into a more riotous
state, Lancelot was a bit slow catching on, and was too relaxed to stop her as
she moved sharply, flipped him over like a nurse giving a bed-bath, and sat on
his calves. The small riding crop was behind her, hidden under the bottom of the
duvet, and the grin of complete amusement was on her mouth, and the glint of
purified lust was in her eyes.

Lancelot tried to lift her off with a kind of swimming butterfly kick as she
tickled his darkest little corner with the leather tab on the whip end, but a
quick and hard Fflicker of the whip across both buttocks stopped him dead.

"Now, Lancelot. What is it we"re going to do to those little boys and girls?
What do you call them? Faggots?*®

"Fags, Ann, fags. For goodness®™ sake, look, you know 1"m not terribly keen on

He stopped dead again, as she flicked that evil little tab across his white
buttocks, one-two, then thrust it into the crack at the top of his legs and
pressed it up hard against his balls. Go on, you big bastard, she thought as he
raised his hips from the bed and she raised herself slightly to allow his legs
to slide. You great big fucking machine, you with the strength and the biceps,
you do what I tell you - she almost spoke aloud as she pressed the whip up
harder to lift him further and further until he was kneeling, hands behind head,
forehead on the pillow, arse in the air, feet tied by toes, and Ann dismounting
as she slipped the whip from its position of ultimate power.

"Don"t move." She spoke matter of factly, as if the instruction were
unnecessary, to be taken as read, assumed. "Now Lancelot, remember when you were
a fag thingy, and how you used to get a hard-on when the big boys beat you?*

Oh why did I ever let that out, thought the increasingly worried Lancelot.

*Well Lancelot, 1°m now going to take you back in time, and 1 want you to
pretend that 1"m just another big, big boy." By all the gods above and stuff me
gently but I love this bit, she continued - to herself.

"Ow! Fucking hell!*® cried Lancelot, as she thwacked him smartly right across
both cheeks.

"Language, Brough, language. 1 won"t have such language in my class.”

Lancelot confined himself to sharp intakes of breath for the next three strokes,
while Ann paused after each to see if she was having the desired effect on his
member. She wagged it this way and that with the end of the whip, like an old
farmer she remembered seeing as a girl, moving a lamb"s tail with his walking
stick to see if it had been castrated properly. No farmers now, she thought,
jJust Food Production Facilities and robots. But this little lambikins certainly
is no gelding ...

"Dear oh dear, Lancie baby. Dear dear dear. We shall have to beat you harder. 1
can see that being nice to you isn"t appreciated.”

And she gave him two real crackers, two full strength ones that had him arching
and yelping.



"Fucking bitch! Aargg!" he shouted as he brought hands, arms and a large tuft of
hair over his head then turned and grabbed the whip. 111 show you being nicel”
The two thumbs went together for her throat, and the fingers spread round and
forced her back on the bed. His knees moved up between her legs in short jumps
and he spread her apart as far as he could. His cock was bouncing hard now,
nodding its eagerness and swaying in its search for the spot. He collapsed onto
her, they met like an armour-piercing shell going up the spout, he flipped his
hands behind her head and kissed her fTiercely.

Ann Richmond moaned and sighed. Lancelot Brough bounded and rebounded, hard and
regular, plain and deep. Ann Richmond, (36), ex-professional dancer, mature and
plentiful, let herself go. Lancelot Brough, (17), boy stallion, vigorous and
dedicated, went for the big fences.

They came together in a huge, panting, floorboard-squeaking, window-rattling
climax and when their breathing became regular and their heartbeats had slowed
to near normal, the pink plaster was snipped, their eyes closed and they slept.
Ten minutes or so later, Ann was awake. The boy slept on, his head in the crook
of her arm, resting on the universe®s most comfortable pillow.

As she often did in quiet moments, Ann contemplated her life and in particular
her status as a Onewife. She"d had the choice, she knew, and if she®d chosen
correctly she"d have been a Two, probably not an Executive, probably just a
Local Unit Supervisor, but being a Twoloc was a hell of a lot better than being
a Onewife had turned out.

For the umpteenth time she let her mind tick back to the time of the Change.
When was it, 2018, or 19, she never could be sure. She®"d been abroad with her
dancers, dashing between European capitals, rehearsing, performing, resting,
having a fantastic time. She never read the English papers, and there was very
little on the TV news in Europe about Britain since 1t"d been kicked out of the
Community.

Technology in Britain had become increasingly dominant. While the rest of Europe
was backtracking, deliberately making life more old-fashioned so as to preserve
a need for people to work, Britain had embraced one technical revolution after
another. By the middle of the second decade of the 21st century, the only people
who worked in Britain were the systems analysts and robotics engineers who
developed and maintained the technology which did absolutely everything.
Everybody in the country had all the consumable goods they wanted, so the
concepts of wealth and status began to change. Soon, the only people that
mattered were the technologists - and the entertainers.

This new superclass got itself organised. Elections were computerised, so that
the next election was fixed. Laws were swiftly passed and a new society was
created, entirely based on us and them.

"Us" were in two sections: Class Two consisted of pleasure-givers and pleasure-
providers for Class One, which consisted of those who worked to sustain the
plentifulness of everything. "Us®" wanted a spacious, elegant, aristocratic
lifestyle which necessitated the removal from the countryside of all those
scurrying crowds, hateful modern buildings and everything else vulgar.

"Them® were Class Three. They originated from every social stratum, from the
erstwhile rich and high born to the downtrodden and hopeless lowlife. But they
had something in common. None of them qualified as a technologist or an
entertainer.

Class One and their robots built a series of walled cities, rounded up the
Threes and told them they could do what they liked except leave the city they
were put in. So, they just consumed. They had everything they could possibly
want, except freedom.

The government then passed its last law, abolishing itself and placing all power
in the hands of a few committees of volunteers, and left the country to run
itself like clockwork - or more properly, electronic micro-circuitry.

This was the Britain Ann came home to at the end of her tour. Obviously she and
her girls were entertainers. Some kept on dancing, but Ann started a promising
career in pleasure management. One of her clients was Arthur Richmond, a quiet,
reliable sort, the year"s top college graduate.



Arthur hardly used the facilities of the Pleasurehouse where Ann was an
assistant department head. He just wanted to talk, and he told her how he wanted
a live-in, permanent spouse and a family.

Marriage and children were forbidden for Twos and discouraged for Ones. The
whole point of the Change had been to preserve the best things in life for the
elite few. Also, the population of Ones, and therefore of Twos, needed to
decline as technology became even more hypercapable. The few children that were
required came from gene-controlled, artificially fertilised implants.

But you could, in certain cases, get married and have kids just like the old
days. The discouragement was that there was no divorce, and either but not both
of the spouses could continue working as a One. The other would be a permanent
house-spouse.

Arthur Richmond wanted a proper wife, and kids. He was a top man, a brilliant
mind. He could swing it. Ann had a blind urge to have children. She married
Arthur.

Then they found out she couldn®"t have any. Which explains why now she was in her
bed with a boychild who was not at all in the original gameplan.

Young Lancelot Brough had been quietly awake for a minute or two. While Ann was
contemplating her fate, he contemplated at the closest of quarters the pillow on
which he had slept.

It was a large, firm, generously curved breast with a nipple which, he now saw,
must be all of a centimetre high. Around the base of it was a pinky brown
circle, also raised but only slightly and with a higher rim around it as the
border with the white china surface of the lovely globe. The rimmed disc had
numerous minuscule hairs and tiny little hills and pits in it. Under a
microscope that must look like a wild terrain where only giant reeds can
survive. He sniffed in its odour. Like her neck, the same smells, perfume, skin,
body fluids, were there but in different proportions. More body, less perfume.
He blew gently on it to get the reeds waving in the wind.

It was a beautiful breast, he thought. His heart went out to that breast. It
induced in him a wish to write a poem while simultaneously licking it.

The young girls he knew might have boobies which were more pert, more nearly
perfect like those you see on sculptures. But this lady, this bountiful garden
of delights, had so much more to interest a chap. And even though her tits were
big, they did hold their shape and they were firm and bouncy. What
sumptuousness, yes, that was the word, sumptuous.

His hand went to this glorious object of desire and his rod began to stiffen.
Ann rolled over to see the time on the bedside clock. Lancelot thus had a hand
trapped under her on her right breast. The other went to her left. Her left hand
reached behind, found his fast-rising cock and swiftly drew it to its full
height.

She thrust out her bottom a little, raised her left thigh slightly, diddled her
little pleasure peg with the big round end of his knob, then guided him right
in. The sheer satisfaction of it almost sent her straight back to sleep. It was
like a really good massage, a sunlamp and a jacuzzi all at once. It was just
wonderful, totally, utterly, wonderful.

He pumped her gently at first, giving most of his attention to those luscious
breasts and those centimetre-long nipples which he could feel hardening and
growing as he tickled their tips with the centres of his palms. Round and round
the garden, like a teddy bear ... she gave the groan he knew, the groan which
was the signal for all systems go.

She rolled flat on her stomach and he began the big pushes from behind. Almost
immediately she groaned again, louder this time and meaning her Ffirst climax of
the bout. He felt the extra lubrication make his journeys in and out that much
more slippery.

With the energy of youth he speeded up and thrust even harder. She came again,
really copiously this time, and the boy felt as if her juices had given him a
second skin over his tool which was also now operating in what seemed to be a
much bigger space. Sensation diminished as the steel-hard member went back and
forth no less effectively for Ann but automatically for Lancelot.



He felt himself becoming detached. I could do this all day, he thought. This is
what they call "giving her one®". I"m nothing more than a reciprocating pump, an
engine for engendering, in, out, in, out, there she goes again, that"s three.

He raised himself up on his hands and looked down at her back, her beautiful
back, those curves, the big, ample, lovely, sumptuous bottom, with the shaft of
his prick slurping in and out, in and out. And a wicked idea occurred to him.

On the count of seventeen, he thought, since that®"s my age. One! Two! Three!
Four! In went his most powerful thrusts, with every millimetre of length and
circumference and every kilojoule of energy he had, slap, slap he went, eleven,
twelve, thirteen. She came yet again, a fourth flow which gave him even more
love-oil for what he wanted, fourteen, fifteen, sixteen, SEVENTEEN!

In a quick movement he pulled out, grabbed himself for extra firm direction,
presented the head of his cock to her little back gathering and drove it in with
one stroke.

"WaagoooooOOWFF!*" she cried in a combined gasp of outrage and trill of ecstasy.
Lancelot had never felt anything like it, a magic mixture of close-fitting
tightness but with all that extract of delight acquired from the other entrance
giving him easy sliding.

He didn"t carry on counting. If he had he wouldn®t have got through another
seventeen. Just two or three pushes in this new haven and he was into the final
phase, jerking and bucking as he came with a gush into (for him) unknown
territory.

Ann had been making curious half-whispered wails, a high sound that meant
wonderful moments, but which also expressed total surrender, the complete
absence of the last vestige of self control. Then, they lay exhausted and
splayed out, silent except for their breathing which took a long, long time to
grow quieter. His prick stayed up, not allowed by the grasp of her muscles to
slacken and drop out as it would have done had he been at a more orthodox
destination. Eventually, Ann spoke.

"What made you do that, boy wonder?*

"l don"t know. It just came to me to do it. I hope I ...
"Don"t you worry none, honey chile, You ain"t de first to go in by de trademan®s
entrance. Why, when we poor dancin® folks was lookin® fo" a job, we got front
line chorus if de Great White Chief could stuff our ass, yeah boy."

"It was the Ffirst time for me, anyway," said Lancelot, all prim and proper, not
liking her frankness about her past, not understanding her theatrical argot, and
feeling threads of jealousy for those older men, the men with the power, who had
enjoyed the younger Ann when, he knew from her photographs, she had been a quite
spectacular beauty.

"Don"t be such a pompous little fart, Lancelot. Everybody has to use what
resources they"ve got in this world. And don"t think this arse-banditry is
something you®ll be having every day, young Lochinvar. Conditions have to be
right. 1°m not having you dry-drilling whenever you fancy it. Conservation is
very important in these matters. There"s such a thing as over-exploitation, you
know, and leaving the landscape exhausted. Think buggery, think green.*”

She pulled herself away from him and turned to Kiss his mouth. He looked into
her eyes, her green eyes, such a powerful combination with the deep red hair.
"Green?" he said. "I used to be green. But I*m learning."

[2]

CLASS TWO EXECUTIVE Salkeld was responsible for entertainment and pleasure
provision in an area roughly the same as the previous administrative boundaries
of Bedfordshire, Leicestershire, Northants and Warwickshire. There were some
lovely old towns, like Warwick and Kenilworth, which had had their nasty
twentieth century buildings cleared away leaving a nostalgic, romantic kind of
urban dwelling place with plenty of space and comfort.

The great ugly sprawls like Birmingham had of course been demolished and their
populations removed to new walled cities based on more compact, easily
controlled areas like Coventry. But these were not Twozec Salkeld"s concerns
today. He had trouble on his screen, and it came from Pleasurehouse 13.



Like most of the Pleasurehouses, 13 was based in a fine old mansion, a great
house of the past which, before the Change, had become an anachronism in a
vulgar age. Once again it fulfilled its original purpose as centre of high life,
taste and culture for the privileged minority.

13 was desighated for the use of female Ones. It was at a village called
Althorp, near Northampton, and so most of its clients were those who spent their
working hours cerebrating at Regional Computer Centre NN, one of the three power
centres of the entire country and a most sensitive and important place. Any
discontent from the Ones at NN would immediately come to the notice of the
Amenities Committee, and failure to rectify the situation could well mean
destabilisation for the Twozec responsible.

The last time Salkeld had visited Pleasurehouse 13 all had been well. Every
department had been smoothly run by the manager, a Local Unit Supervisor called
Spencer, and the Northampton female Ones clearly got all the top-quality rest
and recreation they needed. Salkeld had been especially impressed with the
Racquetsport, Swimming and Gymnasium departments, and the Theatre, and said so
in his report, but his memory of the place was dominated by something he"d
watched through the two-way mirrors in the Luxury department.

A fTairly mousey looking One, an absolute genius in memory-circuit
conceptualising according to Spencer, had come in to a studio, pressed the
communications channel and ordered four boys and a girl. They arrived in their
normal indoor working clothes - sweatshirts, slacks and trainers. The One told
the four boys to take off everything except the shirts and stand in a line by
the wall. She stood in front of them and beckoned the girl who then carefully
and slowly stripped the One naked. She had a good body, quite hard and muscular,
with small firm breasts whose nipples pointed upwards, and with her hair down
she looked much less the bluestocking and much more the athlete.

She turned to the girl, kissed her on the lips, and stripped her too. She was a
contrast, much more the classic feminine female type, big titted, big arsed,
narrow waisted and obviously built for fun. The One knelt and ran her tongue up
the inside of the girl"s thighs. The girl spread herself slightly, bent her
knees a little, and grasped the back of the One®s head. Soon she was bumping and
grinding in a slow, gentle way, but the One got up, stepped over to the large
circular bed, lay on her back and put her hands under her own buttocks to
provide a better angle for the girl to get to work.

While the girl employed some of the advanced tongue techniques she had learned
during training, the One stole an occasional glance at the line of four boys,
standing in just their shirts with their varied array of jewellery stirring.
When the One thought a boy was sufficiently excited, she beckoned him over and
took his semi-hard cock, Ffirst in her hand, and then iIn her mouth. Soon it was
fully erect. She waved the girl away, got up, lay the boy on his back on the
bed, straddled him facing his feet, and sat on his pillar of strength with a
slow but decisive movement.

When she leaned back on her elbows, Salkeld could see that the cock was up her
rectum. The girl knelt again and went on with her licking, the One giving her a
sharp cuff when she thought the girl"s tongue was straying to her boy
colleague™s benefit.

A second boy was beckoned. He was already fairly hard, and a brief suck was all
he needed to become fully attentive. The girl retired again, the boy got into
the press-up position over the reclining One and went into her from the front.
After a minute or two, she rattled out some swift commands. The press-up boy
turned himself clockwise as far as he could, leaving room for the girl to place
a pillow on the One"s muscular stomach and put a knee on it. The other she
placed behind the One®"s head, so she was straddled sideways with her fuzzbox
over the One"s face.

The remaining boys also knelt, behind the girl and in front. Together, they
entered her arse and quim there right above the One"s eyes, who squirmed with
delight as, at her signal, the boys who were into her began moving in regular
rhythm.

Somehow the girl managed to lower herself enough so that the One®s tongue could
reach up to hanging balls and thrusting poles. The One"s feet were now kicking



in a frenzy, her hands were rasping up and down the girl®s body, her torso was
jerking as both hard cocks fucked it at once, and her mouth roamed and groaned
over the other cocks which were fucking above her.

As the kicking reached a tremendous climax, the One grabbed the cocks in front
of her face, shouted something at the girl - who leapt off - and jammed the ends
of both red and glistening members into her mouth. She could only get a little
of each between her lips, and as they came the cream gel spilled out between her
teeth and down her chin, her neck and between her breasts. At the same time she
bucked and heaved with her hips as the other boys made their final surges inside
her.

Salkeld had turned from the mirror, his own prick standing up despite his
telling himself that he was a professional who"d seen it all. But thinking about
it now, back in the present, Salkeld realised he"d missed something. What he"d
watched through that mirror had been more like a carefully staged theatrical
event than an act of wild abandon. How long ago had it been - a year? Nine
months? Some of the Ones - what had she been, a memory-circuit conceptualiser? -
were clearly applying the intellectual disciplines and principles of systems
analysis they used during the day to their afterdinner stints. There®s a line
from Francis Bacon, he mused, about mathematics making men subtle. Bloody right.
More theatre, that®"s what they want in Pleasurehouse 13.

The flashing blip on his screen speeded up, which meant he had to make some
response to any top priority message. The only such message he had had was about
Pleasurehouse 13. He couldn®"t avoid the issue any longer. Something must be
done. He acknowledged the flashing blip with "Thank you, I am dealing®™ - that
would keep them quiet for a short time, anyway - and spoke to the screen. "Get
me Twozec Rafferty," he said.

"I am so sorry, sir,” replied the screen after a second or two. "Twozec Rafferty
is not available at this time.*

*Why the fuck not?" shouted Salkeld.

"l am so sorry, sir, Twozec Rafferty is in the Forest making special
arrangements, and cannot be reached at this time."

"The Forest® was in fact Sherwood Forest, replanted across half of several
counties to provide leisure pursuits for the Ones. "Special arrangements”
probably had something to do with the new craze for witchcraft, since the last
time he"d heard from North Midlands Region Twozec Rafferty, he was setting up
tutorials for his people on rituals and spells.

"As soon as you hear from Twozec Rafferty, present him with my compliments and
tell him 1°d be most grateful for a call.”

"Thank you sir. Have a nice day."

"Fuck off, you electronic bastard,” Salkeld muttered to his screen, and sat back
on his chair. Rafferty and he were a good partnership in times of difficulty.
His was a great scheming brain, Rafferty"s was a practical. 1If Salkeld could
imagine some brilliant stroke to achieve their end, Rafferty could engineer the
necessary action. The screen buzzed.

"Excuse me sir, but Onestudent Lancelot Brough is here to see you. His presence
here today has been requested by the Amenities Committee. Thank you, sir.”

"Just give me a moment," replied Salkeld. He read through the file on Brough
which the computer had brought up on the screen for him. Nothing unusual for an
average Onestudent, good study records, full participation in early-day
privileges ... hang on, what"s this? "While ensuring the ongoing stability of
society, the Committee has had it brought to its notice that Onestudent Brough
is having a fully integrated relationship with Onewife Richmond, of White Horse
Farm blah blah etc etc.

"In view of Onezec Richmond®s special value as a leading Intelligence Engineer,
stability in his chosen lifestyle is important and this potentially unstable
relationship should be terminated. It is suggested that Onestudent Brough is
suitable for transfer as a Trainee Two."

"Send the bugger in," said Salkeld to his screen, in no mood to mess around with
wayward students who couldn®t keep their cocks in the hot little pockets
provided for them every weekend at Onestudent R&R.



Brough came in, trying to look unconcerned but only succeeding in looking
bemused. Whatever his prowess with women - young and old - Brough was still a
boy. He could not but feel awed in the presence of an exalted individual like
Salkeld, who gestured to a seat having summed up exactly where Brough was at in
half a second.

"Lancelot, isn"t it? Lancelot, or just Lance?"

"My friends call me Lance.-

"l see. And among those friends, would you happen to number a lady called Ann
Richmond?*

Lancelot Brough blushed and said "Oh.*"

"Yes, Lance. Oh. Oh, oh, and double fucking oh. You see, your problem, Lance, is
this. You have allowed yourself to be distracted. The investment of care and
attention lavished on you by your tutors is being jeopardised - so they complain
to me. "How come,' they say in that reasonably outraged and surprised way of
theirs, "how come that the pleasure and entertainment you provide for Onestudent
Brough is insufficient? How come," they say, 'that he finds it necessary to
leave his studies of the Laws of the Universe, to go and wave his willy in front
of a respectable Onewife?"

"Now, the thing is, Lance, every other Onestudent in your year is perfectly
satisfied. Every weekend we Twos have provided you junior Ones with boys and
girls of your own age, as well as more senior and practised personnel to help
you advance your pleasure knowledge. So, either you have truly extraordinary
appetites, the need to satisfy which transcends your natural concern for your
own stability, or Onewife Richmond is so enormously attractive that all else
diminishes. Hm?*®

"Well, actually,” replied Brough, "I suppose it"s a bit of both.*

Salkeld had to admire the boy"s coolness. Maybe they were right and he was
wasted in the Ones. Maybe he could make a good Two, perhaps even a Twozec
eventually.

"In which case, Onestudent Brough, 1 shall have to persuade your superiors at
college that their recommendation is unsuitable. They have suggested an
alternative, you see, in view of your behaviour, to the future previously mapped
out for you in agricultural robotics. But I think you might be better off this
morning, or lunchtime as it now nearly is, Lance, by giving a quite different
choice your full consideration.”

"But sir, Firstly 1 wasn"t doing anything destabilising. Secondly, 1 don"t know
what the college wanted me to do ...~

"BaseNat, Lance, a posting to BaseNat."

Salkeld was bluffing, just to test Lance a little. The Institute for Basic
Research into the Nature of Technology, built on the site of a ruined monastery
on the Skerrig Islands off the Kerry coast, could never have been a real option
for Brough. You needed an IQ of over 180 and the personality of a sea urchin to
work there. But Lancelot didn"t think about that. He just knew it was the only
One establishment in the entire country where the nearest pleasurehouse was a
wet and windy boat ride away, the boat only went monthly, and even then hardly
any of the super-intellectual troglodytes left their holes to go.

"Therefore, " continued Salkeld, “you might like to consider changing your career
direction towards the Twos.*"

"1"ve always thought 1 would make a good Two, sir, and I"m ready to start
immediately. I never did like agricultural robotics anyway. But if I had, and I
regarded this move as a bitter blow to the career prospects provided for me by
their Excellencies of the Amenities Committee, | should have to say it was worth
it, sir. Onewife Richmond is a truly remarkable woman, and her experience of the
entertainments world has broadened the outlook of a grateful young technical
specialist.”

"I"1l put you down as a possibility for specialisation in communications and
media, " said Salkeld, impressed. "1 think it may be possible to transfer you to
the next intake of Trainees. In fact, we might be able to do something sooner,
since | just happen to know that a particularly promising young man has had to
be destabilised and so there is a place on the course now running. You"ve only
missed a week, so you"ll soon catch up.”



"Er, what was he destabilised for?"

"Repeatedly refusing to take Examination B, which involves fellating any pair of
your classmates in front of the whole college, and then giving a technical talk
on the experience."

"But 1 thought heteros and homos were kept separate.”

"They are. But in case of emergency, all must be prepared to do their duty. Now,
are you prepared to do your duty, or would you rather go to BaseNat?~
"Examination B, here we come.*

"Good. Let"s see, where are the Trainees at the moment ... right, the boys are
out on a half-day seminar at the Zoo, learning how to assist in acts of
bestiality. The girls are in aerobics.”

Salkeld pressed a key and a picture came up on his screen of the aerobics class.
Thirty beautiful girls bounced, kicked, bopped and swung to the music as the
instructress called out the moves. Most of them were the familiar hourglass
types, all tits and bum, but some were different. There was a little dark piece
with a turned-up nose that Salkeld thought looked like a famous actress from the
old movie theatre called Audrey Hepburn. She seemed slightly distanced from the
rest - maybe not feeling a hundred per cent today.

All of them, except the instructress, were perfectly nude. Lancelot Brough
stared in fascination. "Excuse me, Twozec Salkeld, but are we Trainees allowed
to, er, mix with our female colleagues?”

"During term time, certainly, that is a matter for individual choice, providing
that you are not out on a practical, in which case you must conserve all your
energies and attentions. Also, of course, during the vacations you will be
posted to a holiday job in a pleasurehouse - light duties, but again no off-duty
mixing between Trainees."

"But it"s term time now? And when is my first practical?”

"Let"s see ... in fourteen days. You"ll have an intensive forty-eight-hour
course in City work, and then you®"ll go on active service for three days to a
City house of some kind. Meanwhile you have a fortnight of unrestricted access
to your female classmates, always assuming that they are as interested in you.
Now, if you"ll excuse me, 1 have some pressing matters to attend to. My
assistant will help you settle in.*"

As soon as Brough was out of the room, Salkeld keyed in his demand for his own
unrestricted access - to the file on Onewife Richmond. Somehow he was beginning
to feel that there was a connection between her and his salvation on the now
urgent matter of the trouble at Pleasurehouse 13.

Up came the file. The pictures were quite something. There were groups of girls
in feathered headdresses, girls in little Scottish outfits with minikilts, girls
in grass skirts and floral garlands. There were some of a girl, draped over a
bar stool, wearing a bath towel.

This same girl could be discerned at the front of the crowd in all the other
pictures. She was very beautiful. She had red hair, green eyes and a magnificent
pair of knockers. And she looked straight at the camera with eyes that said
"Notice me, and don"t ever forget me." On the bottoms of the pictures it said
things like "Scarborough Summer Show®" and "Dick Whittington, Nottingham".
Salkeld was an entertainment professional and he easily recognised the picture
collection for what it was - mementoes of a chorus girl from the old theatre,
probably around its very last days before the Change.

The facts in the file bore this out. Onewife Ann Richmond, nee Cuillin, left
school at 16 and joined a dance troupe. With spells of modelling and waitressing
she kept herself going until regular dance work took over. She was captain of
the chorus at 19, worked in France and Germany, organised her own dance troupe
and took them all round Europe, then ... how very interesting ... was a Trainee
on the first ever intake of Twos after the Change. Suddenly married Onezec
Richmond, no children. Extra material available.

The last phrase referred to information beyond the normal scope of a personnel
file, available to those with high access rankings - such as a Regional Twozec
like Salkeld. He keyed in his access code. The screen flickered and a pattern of
dots ran across it, which usually meant the system was processing images from



the old technology - film, videotape - into the new standard known popularly as
CLIT - Conductive Light/Image Technology.

The first extracts were from old television shows - dance numbers, with the
young Onewife Richmond there at the front. Then there was something else, much
poorer quality despite all the image enhancement the system automatically gave
it. The sound was crackly and the vision narrow angled, as if from a small,
fixed camera.

The scene was some sort of office - Salkeld could see part of a desk, a window,
a few potted plants and a chair. The film had started partway through what
appeared to be a job interview. The motive for the interviewer to record such an
event In this way soon became apparent.

A man"s voice was saying "... my dear, | know you"re good enough, but so are
others. In every agent"s office in London there®s a beautiful girl, ready to
work hard. So tell me, why should I hire you rather than any of them for the
French trip?”

"Right," said a young female voice. "1 think perhaps you haven"t had a chance to
appreciate everything 1"ve got to offer.”

There were a few indeterminate rustling sounds. Salkeld had heard such sounds so
many times that he recognised them easily. He could hear a button being undone
at 100 paces, and could tell what was the article of clothing being removed. The
unmistakable swish of cloth being pulled past skin and more cloth told him that
here was a shirt being pulled out of a waistband. He heard a zip being pulled,
and the sound of something soft hitting something hard. He concluded she must
have taken off a short, wraparound skirt and thrown it on a chair.

All this was happening off screen. He"d seen nothing yet, but the files were on
Ann Richmond and this made his prick twitch and rise. He reached down to adjust
himself in case it should rise some more and get trapped.

Salkeld was a pro. He noted his own reaction. After all he"d seen and done, a
small sound and its associations seemed to be enough to stir his excitement.
This Ann Richmond is some woman, obviously. Back on film, the dialogue
continued.

"Very nice, darling,” said the man. "Why don"t you walk over here, a little
closer?*®

Into the camera®s view walked the now familiar hourglass figure and red hair of
the young woman who would become Onewife Ann Richmond. The hair was down, quite
long, about nipple length, observed Salkeld. The hourglass figure was partly
concealed by a black lace brassiere and a black G-string. She shook her head a
little, allowing the hair to swing back and forth over a truly superb cleavage,
then she turned her back and appeared to have difficulty unfastening the bra.
She looked over her shoulder - and a man came into vision. He was about sixty,
bald, short, ugly and handsome at the same time. He unclipped her bra and
stepped back.

She turned round and the black lace fell down her arms. She let it slip onto one
hand, then onto the floor. She shook her hair behind her back. She stood there,
slightly taller than the very short man, with the proudest bosom Salkeld had
ever seen. They really were a wonderful pair of tits. Not so huge as to be
grossly out of proportion, but big, and quite able to support themselves.

The man took a gorgeous fruit in each hand. He weighed them, he gently fondled
them, he kissed them.

"Excellent qualifications for French work, wouldn®"t you say?" asked the girl.
"Certainly enough to earn you serious consideration, my dear," said the man. His
index fingers each stroked to the end of a breast, then down her sides to her
hips and the tiny strand of black cord which was all she now had on. With a
sudden movement he tugged and broke it, and thrust some fingers from his right
hand into her dark red crevice. Equally quick and sudden, she tore his trousers
and pants down and grasped a very large and eager sword.

Funny how short, muscular men often have the biggest cocks, mused Salkeld, as he
watched the man lean back against the desk. Putting her hands round his neck,
the dancer got her legs on the desk on either side of him with a double high
kick. With one hand the man felt for his destination, and with the other he



guided the monster home. She seemed to accommodate it quite well, and with her
feet flat on the desktop was doing a series of swinging squats.

After a while, his hands went to her armpits. He lifted her off and turned. She
stood on the desk, so her pussy was level with his face. He parted the lips with
his fingers, ran his tongue around inside, then lifted her up again, turned her
round, and placed her on her knees, bum away from him, on the desk.

All these moves happened swiftly in succession and with considerable ease and
grace. Salkeld realised he was watching the young danseuse in partnership with
another professional - an ex-hoofer, maybe, or acrobat.

The man®s hand went to his desk drawer. There, among the pens and pencils, was a
dildo. He operated a switch, there was a buzzing noise, and he reached over and
behind the submissive, kneeling form of the woman and inserted the vibrator -
Salkeld could not tell exactly where. For her part, she grabbed the great,
bounding, swaying, flesh and blood thing in front of her and rammed as much of
it as she could in her mouth.

He moved back and forth as if he were fucking for his life. Where she put it all
Salkeld could only wonder. As his speed built up, she reached behind her to
nudge the vibrator further in, and then on an instant it was all over. He was
wiping his cock on his handkerchief and putting his clothes back on. She was
coughing and spitting into the wastepaper basket, saying she didn®"t mind a snack
at lunchtime but never could manage a big meal.

The vibrator was placed somewhere out of camera. The now immaculate man also
went out of shot, presumably back behind his desk. The last sequence showed a
still-naked young Ann Richmond, nee Cuillin, leaning over the desk to sign
something.

While his erection went down, Salkeld searched the cross-reference files for
more information on this ever surprising woman. Meanwhile Lancelot Brough, new
status Trainee Two, was being looked after by Salkeld"s assistant, a Two of
Administrator status. She was about 28, dark hair strained back into a tight
bun, heavy spectacles, sensible tailored dark blue suit, white blouse, and with
a fine gold chain on her neck the only ornament.

"My name®s Lancelot Brough,® he said, feeling the need to be confident over the
top of his butterflies. After Salkeld this woman was much less titanic but still
had a no-messing air which stopped Brough short of his usual approach to women,
which supposed they found him sexually irresistible.

"I"m to join the intake, er, Miss ..."

"TwoAd Wilson to you, young man. Has Twozec Salkeld entered your statistics?”
"Statistics? | don"t really know if ___.°

"Typical. Always forgets the nitty-gritty. You see, Brough, despite whatever
marvellous talents and godlike capabilities you may possess, you cannot become a
Two unless you meet a simple physical criterion. Were you the most highly
qualified and brilliantly recommended Trainee in the history of the cosmos,
there would be no point in starting you on the course unless you measured up.”
"Measured up?® said Brough, quivering slightly, inferring from her tone that if
he didn"t, not only would he be rejected but whatever it was that didn"t measure
up would be removed without anaesthetic and placed on view in the foyer.

"It"s not so much the length, as the total volume - when erect, of course.”
"Erect? Volume? 1 see, well, 1 don"t know, I mean, I"ve never had cause to ...
"Don"t worry, Brough. I"1l show you what to do."

With this, TwoAd Wilson, known throughout the national Administrative Twoservice
as a remorseless and successful practical joker, led the innocent Lancelot
Brough off to Training Room F. Here there were tables and chairs, a large pad of
paper on an easel, various cameras and screens, and all the usual paraphernalia
of any training department.

"Right, Brough, strip off, will you? Come on, hurry up boy. Oh dear, won"t it
stand up on its own? Very well, come here."

TwoAd Wilson secretly pressed a few buttons. A hidden camera turned towards
them, a recorder began whirring softly, but Brough remained unaware.

"Place it in my hand, please. Thank you. Now, let"s see if we can"t ... there,
that"s beginning to look a little better."



Wilson had scratched her fingernail down Brough"s cock, and then taken a blob of
spittle from her mouth and run it round the glans. A few gentle strokes and it
reared. A few more pulls with her hand right round it and Brough®s mighty
member, quite famous in its own way back at Onecollege, was in its pomp.

Wilson led him by it over to the easel. She motioned him to stand sideways to
the pad, and she drew carefully around his erect profile. Then she took him to
the sideboard, filled a dish right to the brim with white wine and placed that
in another, larger dish.

Taking great pains not to get her fingers in she pushed his prick into the wine,
which overflowed into the larger dish.

"Just have to measure the volume of fluid displaced, and we"ve got the total
volume of your penis, haven®t we?"

"But surely there must be more accurate ways of doing it?" said Brough, suddenly
nervous. This crazy woman and her archaic measuring methods could ruin his
career before it had started. He"d already left the Ones, now he"d be refused
admission by the Twos, and that meant destabilisation and a ghastly life in the

City.
"Look, TwoAd Wilson, 1 say, why not use a proper electronic instrument? If
you"ve spilt any of this stuff, my measurement will be less. |1 mean, it might

not be enough.*

"No, no, this is quite accurate enough.® She ran her finger and thumb in a ring
down the length of his cock, squeegeeing off the drops of wine that were wetting
it. Instead of shaking the drops into the measuring bowl, to Brough®s dismay she
flicked them away across the room. Then she decanted the displaced wine from the
bowl into a small measuring jug, the sort used for mixing cocktails. While she
fussed about the measurements, and put a ruler up against the silhouette she"d
drawn on the pad, then punched a calculator and made a few notes, Brough stood
there, his cock in his hand, gently wanking himself almost subconsciously.
Wilson looked at him over the top of her glasses. "Average circumference®, she
said, "multiplied by length, gives us total surface area. Very important.”

By the time she"d finished taking those dimensions with a small cloth tape
measure, Brough®s obelisk was quivering wildly with frustration. With the
highest level of skill, Wilson touched and brushed and stroked as she measured,
featherlight, somehow managing to increase excitement in every tiny nerve end as
she went about the job of describing his manhood in geometric terms.

With difficulty he stopped himself from giving himself a few quick jerks. It
wouldn®t be quite the thing, he thought, to come all over the carpet in front of
this disinterested administrator.

She looked at him with dead-pan face. "1 hear you"re quite a performer,
Lancelot. I"ve seen the reports on your weekend R&R from our people. Some of our
girls gave you special mention. It"s a professional activity for them of course,
giving the Onestudents much needed relief, but they can get involved sometimes
if their customers are really something extra.”

All the time she was speaking she was having a fidget, first with her blouse,
which somehow came slightly unbuttoned, then with her skirt, which managed to
ride up a bit.

Brough was strained beyond belief. ITf something didn®t happen soon he expected
the heat his prick was generating to set off the fire alarm.

"1 think I*d quite like to try some myself," continued Wilson. "You just stay
there while 1 change into something more comfortable.*”

She left the door into the next room ajar. Brough could see her lift her skirt
to undo her suspenders and begin rolling down a stocking. Then the door swung a
little more shut and he could see no more.

"Won"t be long," she called. "What sort of thing do you like? Diaphanous
negligee, or perhaps basque and fishnets, or maybe nothing but a neat little

velvet collar ...? 1 think nothing, don"t you? Oh, 1 can"t wait. Such a lovely
long one. I want it straight in, bang bang, no fooling about with foreplay.
There. Nearly ready. Just the bra to come off ... and the panties to come down

... there. My nippled are all hard. Ah, 1 can feel my pussy getting wetter, my
oh my, 1"m nearly coming already. 1"ve got to have that big steamer right in, as
far as it will go ..."



She opened the door just as Brough, unable to contain himself any longer,
spilled involuntarily.

"What a pity," she said as, fully dressed, she snapped away with her camera on
fast motor wind. Brough®s indignity was preserved on a sequence of a dozen still
pictures, which were transmitted on the closed-circuit CLIT that evening, and on
a CLIT recording which, weeks later, suddenly appeared in the middle of a TV
tutorial on diet and health.

[31

The following day, Lance Brough was supposedly due to present himself for more
athletic bliss at the hands of the experienced Ann Richmond, but he was busy
trying to catch up with the others on his training course. He hadn"t got in
touch with her and - 0, the thoughtlessness of youth - the selfish bugger
probably never would.

And so a somewhat older and wiser man was taking Brough®s place on the date, a
certain senior executive in the entertainment business. He parked the little
hoverbubble he used for local travel about a mile from the house. He would take
his time, walking, slowly, looking at the fine views in the golden light of a
brisk, sunny, early autumn morning. And he would keep himself out of sight.
Today the lovely Ann wasn®"t looking wistfully out of the window, anyway. She was
filling in time before she expected Brough to arrive by finishing off her story
and reading it into the network. There weren®t many releases for a bored
Onewife, but writing stories and putting them on the network, under a pseudonym
of course, was at least a bit of fun. Ann had built up quite a readership, or
listenership really, since most people preferred to have the network read the
story out to them than read it themselves off the screen. And each time somebody
accessed a story, the network logged the incident. So Ann could ask the database
for her latest figures and take a small amount of satisfaction to compensate for
her screamingly boring life otherwise. Apart from Brough that is. And the boy
before him. And the boy before him.

Today"s story, which had taken her all week to write, was another example of the
old formula. Girl meets boy. Girl loses boy. Girl gets boy back again. It always
worked. Even the most intelligent, technological of the female Ones would fall
for it. Pillocks.

She began reading to the screen. "Story library. New material. File under
Historical Romance, by Sylvie Du Lac. Begins. Blurb. True Love Will Find a Way
is the latest from favourite authoress Sylvie du Lac. Set in London in the
1960s, it is a sensitive analysis of the passionate relationship between beauty
and the beast, a girl who has everything and a man whose charm rests in his
personality, not his face. And, as with all Miss du Lac"s work, her light touch
of humour is very much in evidence. Ends blurb. Story begins. True love will
find a way.

"There 1 was, sitting in the departure lounge at Heathrow Airport sobbing my
heart out and surrounded by suitcases. Well, who cares about excess baggage when
you"d rather be dead?

"Outside the majestic jetliners took off, winging their way to faraway places,
rushing silently through the cold night air. Inside, the passengers were safe
and warm - business people, holiday-makers, lovers - while the stars twinkled
down as they had since the world began.

"1 must look awful! I thought. Whatever would Cyril say ...? Blast it. There I
was again, what would Cyril say, what would Cyril think. I had to start thinking
for myself!

"This was why I was starting a new life. This was why I was flying to Spain to a
family 1 knew almost nothing about, to be nanny to a rich, aristocratic little
boy I had never met.

"Spain! What was it like? Warm, starlit nights, the sound of guitars? Would the
Contessa really trust me with her son and heir? She looked superb in the
photograph - beautiful dark eyes, jet black hair, long, elegant neck.

"What charm, what natural authority she showed. How it shone, even out of a
photograph of her bringing off those two men, one with each hand. 1 wondered who



they were. They looked more like workmen than members of the Spanish nobility.
Still, you can"t always tell, can you?

"Somehow my musings led me back to the day I first met Cyril. We both worked in
an ad agency at the time. Cyril Lofthouse was a new art director, just joined us
from up north somewhere. He was not really outstanding as far as looks went -
short, fat, midriff shirt button always undone, lank hair down to dandruffed
shoulders, horn-rimmed glasses and a wart on the end of his nose. However, a
girl in the accounts department said he had the biggest willy she"d ever seen,
and she"d seen some.

"Anyway, | was typing some letters in my office one evening, about six o"clock.
Cyril just about knocked my office door down as he stormed in.

""Where"s that prat? Mick O"Reilly, account director! He couldn®t direct a
cycling proficiency test. What"s the idea of putting this job into the studio at
this hour? Storyboards for a campaign of six commercials, for a 10.30 meeting
tomorrow? Bloody lrish wanker."

"Well, I wasn"t having that from an uncouth northern yob.

""Mister O"Reilly is in a meeting, actually. If you wouldn®t mind waiting ...?"
Cyril threw open Mick"s door. Disappearing at the same moment through the other
door we both glimpsed a girl from the accounts department trying to do up her
bra. Mick had tidied his hair but forgotten to zip his flies.

""Hello, Cyril,” he said. "What can I do for you this fine day?"

"""How long has this job been kicking around on your desk?'" Cyril stormed.

"1 quickly scanned Mick"s antique partner"s desk for scuff marks from my high
heels, but could see none.

"'"Oh, that," said Mick. "Sorry. Doris lost it in her pending tray. Look, 1 know
there"s not much time, but .._."

"'Don"t blame it on the stupid little cow!" said Cyril. "You hired her."

"He meant me, of course. My blood boiled.

""As it happens, me and my writer have nothing to do between now and 5am, so
you"ll get your storyboards. Next time, you"re more likely to get a shillelagh
up your colon!"

"The door banged, and 1 just had time to look up how to spell *"'Shillelagh™”
before Mick was putting my hand inside his trousers. | didn"t really see why I
should have to complete work started by the accounts department, and told him so
several times.

"Next morning, Cyril brought the ideas for the TV campaign and threw them on my
desk. He struck a pose and declared:

""There once was an adman called Mick,

Who used to make pretty girls sick.

T"was not what he said

As he took them to bed,

But the ... please complete in not more than seven syllables. Answers on an
office memo pad before 12.30 today. Winner to be given lunch by an art director
of her choice.”

"He looked me up and down. 1 could almost see him taking inventory. Long reddish
blonde hair, mysterious smoky grey-green eyes, pert little turned-up nose with
three freckles, generously curved red lips, and a very nice pair of 38Cs even if
I say so myself.

"Our eyes met. 1 saw, deep behind the grease-smeared and dusty lenses of his
glasses, an infinite spark of light, like a star, twinkling. Then, he just
turned and went. Nothing more was said. But I knew even then that something
wonderful was going to happen.

*Mick went off to his 10.30 meeting, so I had two hours to Finish the limerick.
1°d nearly done it when, like a thunderbolt from the blue, the phone rang.
""Come on, Doris. It"s after half twelve!" said those hard, northern accents.
"Meet you in the foyer."

"We jumped in a taxi and in less than three quarters of an hour we had crossed
over two miles of London"s busy streets to La Grenouille Bienvenue. Well, what a
laugh. Cyril gave me nine different endings to the limerick before we"d even
finished the starter. 1 had mange tout in aspic, by the way, and he had
something 1°d never seen before, called "boudin noir avec des pots masses'.



"Life seemed so wonderful. We got through two bottles of cold, white wine and
three of something rich and red which Cyril said was called Coats de Throats. 1
could only just manage the After Eights, and by the time the taxi came at 5.30 I
was at sixes and sevens.

"We went back to his place, a partitioned-off quarter of a warehouse floor near
the Blackwall Tunnel. We kissed. So this was what it was all about. The walking
on air, the tears of pure joy at being head over heels and young and crazy. We
kissed again.

*No long weeks of wooing. No conventional courtship. We both knew what had to
happen, so why delay for the sake of propriety? He just turned me round, pulled
my knickers down, stood me against the wall and gave me one.

"1 could see the stars reflected in the river outside Cyril"s window. It was
midnight now. We"d had forty winks, been down the pub for a few jars, and come
back for more sex. Cyril snored gently beside me, his lank, greasy hair flopping
on the dark stained pillow. He farted.

"Men! I don"t know. They"re just like little boys, some of them. But still, that
was a very happy time.

"After a few weeks he took me up to Lancashire to stay with his parents. His
father was a retired Hotpot Scavenger, whatever that is - | was obviously
supposed to know! - and his mother did the doorsteps for the next four streets.
"Cyril told me he was proud of his heritage, but I could see he preferred drink
and sex.

"We went over into the Yorkshire Dales and walked for miles in the pouring rain.
I know the countryside was wild and beautiful, but I couldn™t see it. All we saw
were wet sheep, and this wonderful little black and white dog which could make
them go where he wanted.

"Next day we went over into another Yorkshire Dale, where it was raining as
well. We stayed in a pub all afternoon watching a game called Rugby League on
the television, then went for a walk.

"A gnarled, grizzled old shepherd gave us both a good laugh as he wrestled for
half an hour with a sheep, so vigorously that his trousers came down. Then that
same little black and white dog we"d seen yesterday (what a marvel - i1t gets
everywhere!) came and barked so that the old man got up and went.

"Back in London, things took a turn for the worse. Cyril started finding reasons
not to invite me back to his place. After the third weekend in a row that he"d
gone to parties that I wouldn"t like, I guessed that the end wasn"t very far
away -

"Sure enough, it came. 1°d been trying to cure Cyril"s wart and it was the day
when he had to dig the steak up and feed it to the pigeons. We were sitting in
the park, and 1 was telling Cyril about the jumble sale my mother was
organising, when he suddenly got up, gave me ten pounds, and marched off.

""Taxi home!" he explained over his shoulder.

"1 cried. My, how I cried. It was quite some time before 1 could find the
strength to walk from the park and find a cab. The endless stream of car lights
went by outside the misted window, like red and white stars.

"1 must have left the tenner on the bench, because the only way I could pay my
fare was by helping the driver to eat his chocolate beans. He balanced them on
the end of his wotsit and | had to pick them up with my lips. 1 was quite good
at it, actually, and he thought so too and said 1 had to try and pick them up
with my tonsils.

"The end of an era, I thought. "There aren®"t any red ones, you"ve had them all."
Life would return to dull old normal. "Yes, I like the orange ones the best,
too." I mustn™t cry. Cyril hated weepy girls.

""Yes, I bet you would,”™ I replied to the driver®s saying that he wished he had
a pound for every chocolate bean that girls had swallowed in his cab over the
years ...

"So long ago, so long ago. And now I was flying away, away so that I couldn"t be
tormented by the second wart which had grown, much to Cyril"s disgust, beside
the first one.

"1"d been in Spain six months when it happened. The stars that night seemed
brighter than usual, as if some mysterious force was filling them with extra



energy. | suddenly knew in some mysterious way that something wonderful was
going to happen soon.

"Gunther, the German boy I1*"d been dating, was being especially obnoxious. 1
pretended to be all warm and excited, told him to lie down on the grass, and
then kicked him ever so hard in the crutch.

"1 related this story - only in outline of course - in my next letter to my
parents, more as something funny than anything else. 1 was a bit surprised,
therefore, when a week or two later the parlour maid came in while 1 was
photographing the Contessa with two of the gardeners.

"The maid was insistent that an "Eeengleesh" was here to see me. Things had got
to a critical stage with the gardeners, so | showed the maid how to work the
camera and went to the library.

"There, waiting, was Cyril.

""You"re not safe out here with these foreigners,”™ he said. "You"re coming home
with me."

"Suddenly 1 was Kkissing him. How it happened 1"1l never know, but I was iIn his
arms. Without consciously moving we found ourselves outside on the immaculate
lawns, beneath an orange tree. The moon shone blue silver, edging the night with
soft music. The stars twinkled down as they had ever since the world began.

"We seemed to float on the greensward. 1 lay gazing at the stars, pinpoints of
eternity, infinitesimal sparks of excitement in the purple void of mystery.

"We made love. Idly I toyed with a lank, greasy lock of his hair. As he began to
move faster and faster, his head came up and in the light of the far, far stars
I noticed that there were now three warts on his nose.

"OK, screen. Story ends." Now, she muttered to herself for a bit of something
more physical than literary. Although, of course, it could be construed as
research for my next passionate analysis of the heartsearing relationship
between etc etc.

Ann had decided not to be naked for the boy"s arrival this time. Instead she
would wear a tee shirt, an old, worn, thin, used to be sort of greeny coloured
tee shirt - and nothing but the shirt, apart from a headscarf that is, because
she also decided to fill in the waiting time by Fflicking cobwebs from the
ceiling with a feather duster. The old oak beams and joists of the farmhouse
were ideal spider country, and since Ann didn"t want the spiders destroyed along
with their means of making a living, she wouldn®"t let the house robot apply its
vacuum atomiser.

With spiders®™ webs occupying Ann, there was an opportunity for Salkeld to sneak
a look through the living room window and see a handsome, well rounded bottom on
top of tiptoeing, finely muscled legs, on top of a footstool. His eyes travelled
back up from the stool, paused for some time again on the admirable buttocks and
considered why the little waist-length shirt should make the entire spectacle so
utterly decadent and so much more entrancing than would a completely naked body.
He watched the movements through the shirt, and below it, as she reached up with
her duster to knock down the spiders® hard work.

Ann had resolved not to hear the boy when he came in, so she didn"t look round
when someone entered the room. She didn"t start when the hand touched the inside
of her left knee. Salkeld stood behind her and ran his fingers up the inside of
her thigh. Ann raised a mental eyebrow at a slight departure from what she was
expecting when Salkeld"s fingers waited at the heavenly door, teasing, will-he-
won"t-he, not like the normal boy Brough who usually wants his pudding on the
same plate as his main course. Still, 1 decided to ignore him, so ignore him I
shall, thought Ann. Just keep dusting, baby.

She found dusting increasingly difficult as Salkeld worked her most sensitive
nerve ends for all they were worth. Quite soon, she was sure, had it not been
for the force of gravity she would have been floating gently upwards, balanced
on a couple of fingertips and the force field they were generating. As it was,
the feather duster had stopped, Ann had her eyes closed and was desperately
trying to stop herself falling backwards. It"s no good, she thought, 1®"ve just
got to turn round.

With the smoothest of movements she high-kicked with her left leg and spun to
her left on the ball of her right foot. The kick would have gone over Brough®"s



head. Salkeld was a good six inches taller than Brough, and so he got a powerful
sideswipe from a fast-moving ankle bone smack on the temple.

Salkeld went down as he would after receiving a full-blooded right cross from a
bare-knuckle fighter. On the subject of the pain in her ankle, Ann made a few
remarks to herself which themselves would not have been out of place at the
ringside, and then looked at the prone man on her living room floor.

She knew what he was, rather than who. If he*d been a One he would have had on
the superbly comfortable two-piece they all wore during working hours, a costume
not unlike the old track suits Ann remembered, except these were made of some
natural fibre mixture with silk and wool which managed to be cool in the heat
and warm in the cold.

This man, on the other hand, was wearing a business suit in the style that
hadn"t changed for almost a hundred years. She could see it was made of the
finest material, but then all suits were. It was dark blue with a lighter
stripe. He had a cream coloured silk shirt, and a tie with yellow and red
diagonal stripes which obviously meant he was a member of something or other.
Clearly he was a senior Two.

Ann took all this in, then remembered what she herself was wearing. Not a lot.
She looked down at the swells and peaks and valleys of her breasts covered in
old, no, very old thin green cotton. She looked at the edge of the shirt, at the
gentle swell of her belly, at the deep, dark red triangle - the "hairy diadem*”
she remembered from a poem - and stepped down from the stool.

So, Mister Smartypants Class Two, you"d come creeping into a girl®s house, would
you? Come sneaking and creeping, and diddling her while she was doing the
housework?

And what have you done with my fancy boy, she continued, silently, to herself.
What have you done with the only beam of light in my tunnel? You know about him,
don"t you. You must have known it was his hand I was expecting. You took
advantage. You wanted to catch me out, and look where it"s got you. Still,
you"re not half bad, and 1 did kick you rather hard.

Salkeld was conscious by now but playing not. Through the narrowest of eyes he
saw her beautifully sculptured ankles, the ankles that can kill, he thought.
They turned and went into the next room. They returned, and she knelt beside him
with some water and a cloth. She dabbed at his temple and brow, saying nothing.
Salkeld was calculating hard. His initial position of superiority was lost, and
instead of having some fun bringing a woman out of embarrassment into wherever
he wanted, he was lying on the carpet with a bad head.

Play for time, play for time, he told himself. Enjoy the moment. It"s not every
day you have your fevered brow mopped by the finest pair of tits in England. In
fact, Salkeld couldn®t see those. As he squinted he could only see a pair of
knees, skin tight across them, and the insides of a pair of thighs going away in
narrowing perspective to a dark target. So, she still hasn®t put any more
clothes on, thought Salkeld. She can®"t know why I"m here, although she must
connect it with Brough, and she®"s going to tough it out. Either that or she"s
absent-minded, which I doubt, or she"s just plain raving for a screw, which 1
also doubt.

He decided it was time to wake up. With a convincing series of sighs, small
movements and blinks, he managed to get himself up on one forearm, with his head
resting between those Rubens thighs. She patted his cheek and coughed. He did a
little cuddle up, trying to get a touch nearer the top.

Suddenly she stood. Salkeld"s head banged down on the floor. The crafty bitch!
That*s two-nothing to her and 1 don"t even look as if I"m in the game.

Trying to preserve his air of total ignorance of the immediate surroundings and
the immediate past, Salkeld hauled himself into an armchair. Ann sat down
briskly, opposite him. She crossed her legs, lit a cigarette, exhaled in a
narrow stream and said, "OK. What the fuck do you want?"

Quite a lot, my lady, quite a lot, he thought. But aloud he replied, "They never
told me you learned the martial arts while you were working abroad.*

"Very good, Mister. Now. Numero uno, if you want me to get in a twitch and ask
you how you know 1"ve worked abroad, and who "They"™ are, I"m going to disappoint



you because | don"t give a stuff. Numero due, if you want another kick, Marshall
Fart, 1 can do it from here and you"ll get it in the balls this time.~

"Please, please,” he said, spreading his hands out in a placatory gesture.
"Let"s not assume we"re on different sides. You are on edge because the
unexpected has happened. I am here because, as you so delicately put it, 1 want
something. "

"And even though you so delicately put your index and middle fingers in my quim,
a bit of diddling isn"t all, 1 suppose.*

"Er, no, quite."

Salkeld was beginning to have an idea. His first aim had been to recruit Ann
Richmond into the Twos as a lecturer/demonstrator at the Training College. With
her experience and proclivities she would be ideal. Now he saw there was more
quality to her than ordinarily required in a training officer.

"My name is Salkeld. 1"m the Class Two Executive in charge of entertainment
provision for this region.*”

"A real live Twozec! No wonder you felt free to stick your hand in my crutch.”
"Please. It was a foolish game, an attempt to score points. 1 apologise - not
for touching your remarkable person, but for attempting to mislead you. Now, if
you will accept my status as apologiser and favour-beggar - * Ann nodded, "I
will explain why 1 am here.

"It was necessary to redirect the career of Lance Brough away from a future as a
rather average One in agricultural robotics. This necessity arose owing to his
extramural activities. He was potentially a disruptive influence. He could have
been the cause of instability. In the new bargain, with Brough as a trainee
Two, " Ann allowed herself a small grin, "and your husband remaining undisturbed
in his calm, useful and peaceful furrow, and all husbands everywhere likewise
saved from aggravation from Brough, the only sufferer is you.

"With Brough out of your life, you have no one left to bring a little variety
into your - as you see it - most unsatisfactory routine. | think I may be able
to help you there."

Ann burst out laughing. "Look, sweetheart, you may be a handsome devil and
frightfully suave, but you ain®"t no young buck stud. 1 wouldn®t mind you coming
into my life occasionally, and that would be a particular sort of treat. I mean,
you could say nice things, seduce me slowly, and I could lie back and think of
opera, champagne and fur coats. But you are no replacement for four times an
hour with a seventeen year old. That"s a quite different sort of treat. That"s
quantity rather than quality, and I"m in charge.”

"1 was thinking more of offering you a job," said Salkeld.

"A job? Me? A humble Onewife? Not allowed, old boy. No going back. Once you are
committed to the rare and rarified state of matrimony, you can"t get out of it.
It"s against the law, or something."

For the first time in this interview, Ann showed a weakness. The bitter memory
of her bad fortune flicked across her eyes and made her look, just for a moment,
unhappily vulnerable.

"1t would be difficult, 1 agree, but 1 think 1 could arrange a short secondment,
a sort of consultancy. You know - special skills unavailable elsewhere, dancer-
manager brought out of retirement just for this once. It"s been done before. OFf
course, it wouldn"t be repeatable, that is, unless circumstances were to
change. "

Ann was interested now. The thought of doing something different, even if was
for only a few weeks, was thrilling in the extreme.

"You mean 1°d be a choreographer? In a pleasurehouse theatre? It would be
wonderful, but ... 1 don"t think you"d be going to all this trouble just to get
a show on the road. Or just because 1°ve lost my young cockerel®s morning
cocking. Come on, Salkeld, let"s see the whites of your eyes.”

Ann was on a big-dipper ride at the moment. First she was trying to stay cool
and in command, then she almost collapsed under the dead weight of her own
future, then she thought a brilliant interlude was round the corner, and now she
realised there was more to it. More to it, good, or more to it, bad?

Salkeld didn"t answer straight away. His eye had been taken by a photograph on a
shelf, of two heads looking happy. On the left was a serious young man with a



proud, slightly pompous smile. On the right was a stunningly beautiful young
woman. Salkeld was an entertainment historian as well as a capable executive,
and in his mind he blended a mid-20th century French film actress with an
Italian one. Jeanne Moreau plus Gina Lollobrigida equals Ann Richmond.

"You were extraordinarily lovely when you were married, " said Salkeld.

"And now I"m just an old bat with big tits. But you can call me Ann."

"I"m having a spot of bother at Pleasurehouse 13, Ann. On the face of it,
nothing can be the matter. The management is excellent, the Local Unit
Supervisor running the team is among the best we"ve got, and the staff are as
good as any. But there is trouble. There is discontent. The Ones of Northampton
are complaining, and that means a formidable group of females, among the most
important in the entire country.”

*And if you don"t crack it, my lord Salkeld, the Amenities Committee®ll bust you
down to Punch and Judy man.*®

"At least, Ann, at least. So 1"m going to request an extra big show for the
winter season at Theatre 13, with you as choreographer. But really you"ll be
there to find out what®s going on. You"ll be my spy. I can stall the Committee
for a while. I can assure them that matters are in hand. But 1 must find out
what this problem is, and 1 won"t do it by descending on them and asking."

"What do I tell my husband?*

"Whatever you like. I"m quite sure he will be totally convinced by whatever you
say."

"OK, it"s a deal. Let"s celebrate. I"ve got a very nice bottle of Pouilly-
FuissA© in the cooler. Wasted on that boy, of course. Might as well give him
vodka and donkey piss, he wouldn"t notice."

"That sounds very pleasant - the Pouilly-FuissA® 1 mean."

"OK, blue eyes. A glass of the dry and flinty will await you in five minutes.
Upstairs. Top floor.*

With that Ann, already feeling slightly drunk on excitement, uncurled her naked
legs, stood, did a little wiggle and a dip to show she knew he knew that she
knew that he knew, and did her dancer®s duck walk out of the room.

Salkeld waited until the clinking of glass had stopped going up the stairs, then
slowly climbed after it. The large bulge in his trousers was hidden, he thought,
by fastening his jacket.

Giggling to herself with him still downstairs, she had whipped off her shirt,
opened the wine and poured the glasses. She placed these on the left and right
of the window sill, so wide it was almost a window seat. She leant forward on
her elbows, chin cupped in hands, looking out of the window at the countryside
just beginning to turn from summer to autumn. She giggled again.

Salkeld walked into the room and stopped. His perspective showed the fabulous
arse he"d already admired, assertively aiming at him, the feet below quite well
apart. There was a glass of wine to each side. Ann looked up to see his
reflection in the window.

"You"ve forgotten your umbrella and briefcase, Class Two Executive Salkeld.® Ann
had wanted to have some fun with this guy, and he was turning out very well. She
gave her arse a wriggle and resumed her contemplation of the rural splendour
below.

Salkeld took his tie off first. Funny how habits never die, he thought. He
folded his clothes neatly and placed them on a chaise, then turned towards that
delicious bum.

He steered his column up against the crack in her cheeks and rubbed a little.
"Oh, sorry,® he said. "First things first_"

He reached forward for the wine, placed one next to her elbow and took the other
for himself. "Good luck," he said, as he took a drink and, rightly judging that
this woman was now so eager for him that her pussy would be running, at the same
time pushed his cock unguided into it.

Ann gave a little gurgle, reached for her wine and sipped.

"So, that"s how you get to be a Twozec," she sighed in mock adoration. "Being
able to do two things at once.”

"My dear," said Salkeld, "this is a fine wine. You have the finest of bodies.
Were it not so, and thus totally occupying, | can assure you | could add to the



show by simultaneously tap-dancing while playing "Putting on the Ritz" on the
pipes of Pan_"

Ann was, despite his wisecracks and her self-possession, at the foothills of
orgasm. The peak was not far away. She put her wine down, braced her feet more
firmly and wider apart, put her left hand down on the window sill and reached
behind her with the other. She found the bouncing balls she wanted. Her
fingernail traced the point where they joined the root of the fearsome stem, now
powering in and out with a heavy regularity.

As she squeezed gently and let go with a small murmuring groan, Salkeld put
aside his careless air too. His glass also placed firmly down, he reached
forward and grabbed a tit in each hand. He felt their marvellous weight, their
skin and shape so inexplicably exciting. He felt them moving as he moved.
Salkeld pressed the insides of his arms into Ann"s body as he increased his
speed. His hands held the great, hardly credible breasts. His elbows gripped the
smoothly curved waist. His groin thumped and smacked against the glorious
roundness of her cheeks. She was coming, he could feel i1t. He went into a mad
dash, a final flourish, a spasm of Ins and outs as his own moment approached and
then surged up into her.

Ann felt her inner glove contracting and gripping as she came with him, the
sudden hot jet of him forcing its way past her self-willed muscles. There was
another involuntary clenching, and another, then a declining, dimming but
completely satisfying series of fireworks until the last push was made and the
last candle exploded.

Ann raised her forehead from the window sill, reached for her glass and drained
it.

"Well, my highly trained entertainment executive friend. Do you do encores?"
"Right at this moment an interval followed by a few curtain calls might be more
in order. More wine, my dear?"

They took the bottle to bed. Ann, glowing and replete, was not now in the mood
to discuss her future employment. To learn about the other of today"s surprises,
the man Salkeld himself, did not require so much effort from her.

Answering her questions he was not terribly forthcoming about his life before
the Change, but with her personal knowledge of a type of pre-Change young man
who had had lots of money and liked spending it on photographic models,
actresses and dancers, Ann put five beans together. She guessed he had lived on
his wits, gambling, fixing and high-class pimping for the rich and reclusive.
Some day she would find out how right she was, but today Salkeld was comparing
himself as a trainee Two with that most recent entrant to the college, Lancelot
Brough.

"OFf course in those days we were far more worried about the Threes. Most of them
had been long-term unemployed before the Change. Labourers and skilled workers
had been replaced by robots; clerks, middle managers and members of the
professions by artificial-intelligence computers. Those people, plus the idle
rich, the politicians, the forces of law and order and various other rumps of
the old ways, made up quite a wodge of people. Far, far more than the rest of
us.

"So, calling them Threes and shoving them all together into the new walled
cities seemed like putting a lid on a mixture of chemicals which was about to
start Fizzing. We hoped that an unlimited and continuous supply of absolutely
everything would keep them quiet, but we didn"t know. If you were a young Two
posted to city duty, you were nervous."

Ann drained her glass again, nestled up to him with her hand cradling his balls
and her head on his chest. She was beginning to feel that a new life was on its
way, but for the moment it was story time.

"Well, I never found life as a Two so trying," she said. "There was always the
occasional young One who hadn"t quite grasped the system yet, and thought he
could come on stage and screw you there and then in the middle of a routine. But
that soon settled down. And when 1 transferred from theatre to pleasurehouse,
Junior management couldn®t have been nicer. Then 1 met Arthur.®

"1f you hadn"t, you could have been the Twozec around here.*"



"I"ve always had the imagination and the sense of theatre, and 1 know how and
why people enjoy themselves, but I think I would need a really good politico-
admin person to fill in my gaps.® Ann gave Salkeld"s balls a gentle reminder as
she whispered that last remark. Salkeld said:

"Yes, | hope that soon there will be an opportunity to, er, fill a gap, but a
chap of my age needs more than five minutes and a glass of Pouilly-FuissA® to
recover from a bout with a woman like you, Ann.~

Ann sighed and groaned in mock despair.

*When will 1 ever find Mr Right? You"re either terrific at it but can only do it
once, or you"ve got the energy reserves of a Herdwick tup but the technique of a
tidal wave."

"What very picturesque language you do use, Ann. Might 1 enquire as to the
approximate nature and whereabouts of an Arkwright tup?”

"Herdwick, bubble brain. My grandfather was a farmer up on the fells in the
north. He always reckoned that when it came to tupping, meaning the ram giving a
length to the ewe, there was no gentleman of the ovine classes so eager to
please, nor so able to deliver, as the Herdwick ram. This beast was every
woman®s dream. But 1"m so sorry. | interrupted your life history. Now, where
were we? You were an unfortunate rookie in the Two squad deputed to keep the
trogs happy.-"*

"Not just the lower orders, Ann, | keep reminding you. It was everybody who
could neither design a robot nor star in, or produce, some form of pleasurable
pastime. There were belted earls as well as the great mass of unemployed
hooligans, navvies, ex-factory girls and screaming tarts. Anyway, | was posted
to City HX, built in a bowl with a new wall around the rim, and previously known
as Halifax. The wall was up and electrified and a couple of the new supercentres
had been built._*®

"What on earth is a supercentre?*

"A disaster, basically. The planners of the Change had got it wrong. They
thought that the Threes would be like the Ones, wanting their pleasures highly
organised. But they didn"t. They thought the idea of free beer and free sex was
marvellous, but they wanted to keep it local. Also, the yobs and the scum didn"t
want to mix with the erstwhile nobs, and vice versa. So they didn"t want one-
stop joy shopping at a supercentre.

"So what went on was a sort of self-selection process. Ostensibly similar
nightclubs would automatically go different ways. Club A would become your high
society type full of hooray Henrys and squeaking frightfully-frightfullies, and
another would have the common herd doing their mindless thing to the music.

"And you still had lowlife pubs where people would bet on the horseracing
telesatted from China, but they couldn®"t bet money, because there wasn"t any,
and they couldn®"t bet goods, because everybody had all they wanted, so they bet
forfeits. They"d bet fingers, or ears. They®d bet they could drink half a pint
of their own blood. Doesn®t happen now, of course. Well, not so much.

"You had girls still walking the streets, and men picking them up and screwing
them in shop doorways for free, even though there was a fully signposted and
completely Kkitted out Supercentre with Sex District not a hundred metres away."
"And what were you doing in among all this? Doesn®t sound quite the thing for a
future Twozec Salkeld.*"

"Oh yes it was. You might think we have it pretty good, but we come up the hard
way. What I was doing initially was the sex theatres. We called them the off-
fucks, because there were strippers constantly taking their own and the
audience”s clothes off, and you could go upstairs any time for a quick one.
They"d been set up in a fairly hurried and haphazard way, and my job was to
organise them into a co-operative, see that there was a constant supply of
girls, install a good manageress and so on.*"

"Manageress? Always?*®

"There wasn®"t a particular policy. It was just that no men wanted to do anything
like that. Class Three had regressed almost instantly to a male-dominated
society. The men were mostly stronger physically, there were no civilising
pressures, and so they were happy to drink, smoke and be tossed off all day.
Some women wanted to do something more positive, and whatever psychological



motives they may have had, iIf that meant providing sex and drugs and rock and
roll, great.”

"Rock and roll. Whatever happened to rock and roll?*

"It"s still going strong in the cities. They have theatres where they project
pictures of the old concerts. Chick Berry, Jerry Lee Lewis, Status Quo. All been
dead for years.”

"1 think it was Chuck Berry, not Chick."

"Was it? Anyway, these concerts are the only time you can guarantee that in a
city theatre audience there will be no one knobbing the person in the next seat.
Any normal kind of show and the cleaning robots have the most appalling time
trying to get dried semen off the upholstery. But not after rock and roll. But
what was 1 saying? Ah yes, the off-fucks. Well, at first the problem was
quantity. There was an endless stream of men wanting to take advantage of the
new free sex, but we hadn"t got enough girls. Then I had this brainwave of
offering girls a chance to escape the life of a Three by becoming a pleasure-
source outside the city for the new technical aristocrats, but first they had to
do a spell inside with their fellow drones.

"Obviously 1 had to get them young. They had to work for, say, nine extremely
hard months in an off-fuck, then do six months training at Twocollege, and still
graduate luscious and lovely for the systems analysts.

"1 began by going to the discos. Lots of pretty girls all with empty heads
suitable only for nodding to their synthetic dance music. No good. So 1 tried
the streets and the pubs. I got beaten up three times, once by the women.

"Tell me," said Ann, thinking that a bit of rough stuff might get Salkeld going
again.

"I went in a pub. It was a big place, several rooms but no carpet on the floor
in any of them. The lights were bright around the bars, reflecting faces and
bottles in the spotty mirrors, but everywhere else seemed in shadows. You had an
impression of solidity, as if the pub was built to withstand an aeon of
mistreatment, of violent blows to its fabric and the more subtle decay of thick
air and things spilt.

"There was loud music. The overwhelming sensation was the smell of yesterday”s
cigarette smoke, and the day"s before that, and back to the first smoke when the
pub opened - maybe a century before, 1920s sort of time. If you got near the
toilets you could smell them. 1f you got near the people you could smell them
too, the result of putting the same clothes on again and again without washing.
Interesting point, you see. New clothes were freely available, robot laundries
and dry cleaners likewise, but they didn"t perceive the need.

"Ugly old people sat in couples staring into space. Young, overweight men leered
at the barmaids and belched and farted and laughed with wide open, half-
toothless mouths at obscene jokes.

*A few girls sat on bar stools, alone, each gazing into a glass and chain-
smoking cigarettes. A group of nocturnal animals - pasty, middle-aged, hungover-
looking men - watched the sport on the telesat.

"1 got a beer from the robot and just sat around, looking. There was a girl
playing darts, totally unsuitable for training as a Two but she did look as if
she could exhaust ten men an hour. She was about your height, a bit shorter,
with the most enormous bosom you have ever seen. It was contained, just, iInside
a studded leather jacket. The rest of her, equally bulbous, was doing its best
to get out of a pair of skintight jeans. She had a cigarette always in her
mouth, and if she caught any man trying to look down the front of her jacket,
she"d put her darts and her pint of lager down, grasp her own lapels, pull them
apart and say "Ere. Wanna fuckin eyeful, do yer?"

"After a while she came over to me and sat down. She said something like "ello,
darlin, you look like you might av bin a customer in the old days. Looking for a
bit of business, are yer?" | said that in a manner of speaking 1 was, and could
we go somewhere. To much nudging and whispering from the rest of the clientele,
we went out and so to her place. She turned the telesat on to the game show
channel, got us a couple of tins of beer out of the cooler, lit a cigarette and
took her clothes off.



"It was utterly amazing. I"ve never seen so much flesh hanging off such a small
basic structure. Her breasts hung to her waist, huge sacks of lard, and she
stank. Layers of perfume on top of not very much washing. "Wotcherwant, then?"
she said. ""Suck or a fuck?" 1 said something like ""um', or it might have been
"er'". She knelt before me, her lard sacks resting on my knees. "Like em?" she
said. "Biggest fuckin tits in Halifax, they are." Then she threw her cigarette
across the room and dug for my private member.

"1 can tell you, Ann, there was not much to find just at that moment. But she
did manage to drag out a little winkle. "What the fuck®"s this?'" she said. "1™'m
used to big fuckers.'™ Then another amazing thing happened. She took some teeth
out. She had a plate with the top four teeth on, and she removed this and
balanced it carefully on top of a small pile of metal foil dishes which
obviously had come last week from the autotandoori.

""Lost my fuckin teeth in a fuckin punch-up,”™ she informed me. Well, she went to
work on my poor willy, and sure enough, with the gap between her teeth, there
was an unusual sensation. 1 began to swell. She grunted and sweated, sucked and
licked. After what seemed like an age, 1 came.

""Thank you,"™ 1 said. "A highly professional job. Now, 1"ve got an offer for
you. How would you like to be a star in a sex theatre?"

"She didn"t like the idea. 1 could tell that, because she said "Wodyer think I
am, cunt face, a fuckin slave? A fuckin machine with obligations? I don"t want
none of that. What 1 want right now is to get some fuckin thing out of tonight."
"So she lit another cigarette, got her can of beer in her hand, pushed me back
on the couch and sat on my face. I have to tell you, Ann, 1 thought my moment
had come. 1 was drowning, suffocating, being eaten alive by a gigantic pussy
with a manic urge to push my chin up into my nose. This is not funny, Ann. |
might never have survived. From somewhere out there 1 heard the command "Lick,
you bastard, lick™ and so I licked. I had this wild image of my face coming out
of the experience looking like a Pizza Quattro Stagioni.

"The stench was dreadful. Then 1 heard her voice again. "Ere. You heard this
one? What did Ffish smell like, before women went swimmin? Good, eh?'" Then she
began to speed up. "You fuckin dirty bastard. Go on, go on, go on, go on ..."
And she came. | can"t describe it. Just say | was thankful it was over. But it
wasn"t.

"She called out, "lrene. Come on in "ere.”" And a black girl came in, tall,
muscular like a body-builder, very short hair, hard as nails, with a
chrysanthemum tattooed on her forehead. She didn"t smile. "lrene," says my
friend. "This cunt "ere likes sex. He wants me to go and work in a brothel,
suckin fuckin cocks all day long. What do you think, Irene?” I sat up as lrene
walked towards me. AIl I could see was the blue ink of the chrysanthemum on her
forehead. | stared and stared. As she got near enough, without any warning, she
smashed me across the face with the back of her hand. 1 felt the blood run from
the rings she was wearing, and fell back.

"The fat white darts player sat across my legs. Irene grabbed my hand and made
as iIf to break the fingers. Remember, Ann, that I was young, Ffit, strong, tall
and a decent weight for my height. These women reduced me to nothing. Fat Whitey
then carefully tipped her beer over me. There was a tiny little pool of it in my
navel . With equal care she stubbed her cigarette out in it. This didn"t hurt too
much, because the beer quenched the fire. But the next bit did.

"lrene whipped my hands behind my back. Whitey punched me in the mouth. From
somewhere they produced some cord, like picture cord, and tied my ankles
together. They pulled them up my back and tied feet to wrists, then lifted me. I
got a mad, swirling picture of this luxurious room, newly appointed to Standard
Three which was like the old Ffive-star hotels used to be, and it was filthy,
this room. Dirty glasses and plates everywhere, cigarette packets, full
ashtrays. And now 1 could see a hole in the ceiling. They"d knocked a hole
through to the steel girder and hung a hook from it. They hung me from the hook.
1 dangled head down - but this wouldn®t do, so they put another cord through my
armpits and adjusted me until I hung level, looking down at the carpet, about a
metre below my eyes.



"Irene lay down below me. She flipped off her shoes, each with the other foot.
She wriggled her black trousers down. Fat Whitey pulled her black sweat shirt
off for her, lovingly fingering the nipples of a near-breastless chest as she
did so.

"Irene, slowly, ever so slowly, hooked her thumbs in her pants, pulled them down
and rolled them off. Then, she raised her hips up with her hands, swung her body
back so her weight was on her neck and shoulders and she opened her legs wide,
still with her hips supported in the air. She had a chrysanthemum tattooed on
the inside of each thigh. Her friend (and mine!) knelt and gave tongue.

"lrene stared at me in defiant dislike. This is sex, her eyes told me, and you
can"t give it to me. Her foot shot out in a karate kick and just about took my
cheekbone off. "Don"t look, you fucking pervert,"” she said. So I closed my eyes.
Another kick split both lips open. "Open your fuckin® eyes, you shitbag, or 1711
kick them out from here. Just you look straight at me, not at what I"m doin." So
I stared into her eyes, and the chrysanthemum, and saw her coming in the backs
of those eyes, those deep, deep brown and black crystal globes with an ancient
hatred in them.

"All the time I could smell her, and the fat white one, and 1 could hear all the
noises, all the eating noises, and in my peripheral vision I could sense the
movements, but 1 kept staring into those eyes because the next kick would have
put a big hole where my nose used to be."

"They got up and went out of my line of vision. It sounded like they were
getting dressed, and soon I saw two pairs of shoes. They didn"t hurtle up into
my face this time. Instead | heard the sound of matches striking, smoke being
inhaled, and then felt a wasp sting on the top of each of my feet. Smoke again,
and more burns, this time on my shins. They were just touching me with the red
hot cigarette ends, enough to burn but not enough to go right through the skin.
"1 was yelping, of course, and they were laughing. A burn on each of my knees
was followed by a gradual progression up my thighs. They were sitting on the
floor below me now, the smoke was going in my eyes, and they were sticking their
cigarette ends in the air towards my most vulnerable area.

"First, they scorched the hair off my testicles. They did this with a cigarette
lighter - and 1 was crying now. Then they lit more cigarettes. They got a couple
of tins of beer, and just sat, and drank, and smoked.

"Then Irene reached up, pulled back my foreskin and burnt me right on the end.
Whitey reached up, pulled my knees apart, and thrust her cigarette up my
bumhole. The next thing 1 remember I was In some sort of cart or barrow, on a
rough pathway. The women were talking to me. "You"re the first from outside,"
they were saying. "Usually we just bump off the more disgusting specimens of our
own lot. Well, nobody cares any more, do they? Reduces the numbers a bit,
doesn®"t i1t? And they"re such fucking scabs and shitarses they deserve it. But
you, you"re more of a laugh. You®"re one of them, aren®t you? From out there. Our
first. But we"ll get more of you, and we"ll do the same." There were more
punches, and then I was falling, and 1 hit cold water.

"1 woke on land, and a man was cutting my bonds. He was talking. Something about
hearing the splash. ""'Saw Pam the Pram and her mate lIrene, evil bastards they
are, so I went in for you, not that 1 like swimming in the canal even now It"s
clean and got fish in, well, I remember it when you could have dissolved a dog
in it, but anyway, | don"t usually bother when Pam throws "em in "cos they"re
usually DOA if you know what 1 mean. But we had a chat about Pam and her sort at
the last meetin® and decided that we should include an anti-killing statement in
the new constitution. And that presupposes rescuin® people from bein killed, so
"ere you are.'" By now I was free and rubbing my body, trying to get the
circulation going again.

""Constitution?" 1 said. "What constitution?' He said, "Aven"t you heard? It"s
because there"s no laws now, no coppers or owt, and everythin®s provided, and
anythin goes kind of, some of us thought it was a good chance to start all over
again. So we meet, and talk, and maybe someday something will come of it.""
"""But what"s the point? 1 said to him. You"ve got everything you ..." "You?" he
said. "You? So you"re an outsider, are you, and I"ve been shootin®" my mouth off.



1"ve a good fuckin®™ mind to chuck you back in. The casualty centre is four
blocks that way. Good fuckin® night."

*A few days later, transferred to a Class Two sanitorium, 1 wondered what to do.
I didn"t care about Pam and her pram, but what my rescuer had said sounded like
the birth of a revolutionary movement. Clearly, the Threes were not getting
enough aces.*

"Aces?" said Ann, idly scratching the root of his dick with her little finger
nail.

"Activities, Consumables and Enervators. Aces. Like bread and circuses. Sex and
football is A, food and fancy clothes is C, and booze, drugs and rock and roll
is E. Fill your life with those and you have no time for revolution. Anyway, I
got some help in and we set up a big recruitment drive, put on loads of stunts,
and within a few months there were no more slags on the streets, hardly any
murders, Pam the Pram had disappeared, and everyone was having a jolly good
time. And I got my First promotion. To mmmmmmmmm.*

He felt hair brushing his thighs and stomach. He felt lips closing around his
still rather limp member. He felt a tongue working its way up and down, round
and round, the tip of it finding that most sensitive spot. Ann had her eyes
closed in concentration - tongue tip on the glans, suck and lift. She lifted her
head to look at the wet and glistening, half raised cock. She bent down, and
took both his balls in her mouth as she worked his cock with her hand. Now it
was really stiffening. Her lips hovered, her mouth open, brushing his helmet
rim. She breathed hotly on it, then took it right in, not in deepthroat style
but to the side of her mouth, in her cheek.

Salkeld was hard now, and ready. Ann wanted no preliminaries. She just wanted
IT. She swung her leg over and began to bump and grind, like she"d been taught
all those years ago. She felt his prick grow even more, and she got hotter. She
got faster. Ann was wild now, thinking of nothing but the gallop, concentrating
totally on that thing going in and out, and on the most exciting ways of making
every little bit of it rub her up the right way.

Salkeld let it all happen. He would want something more in a moment, but now he
was simply providing a pole for her to prance on. He watched her magnificent
breasts, bouncing and shaking with frenzied effort. What a superb woman, he
thought. What a combination of mind and animal.

She exploded with a series of wails and ohs, juddered and shuddered and wet him
from knee to ribcage, and collapsed on top of him. She was half senseless.
Salkeld drew out, held his cock between finger and thumb, and thrust it up and
into the next available aperture. She hardly noticed. She had been to the
Elysian Fields and was still out.

Salkeld lay still, waiting. Gradually she came to realise what she had had
inserted and where. Slowly she moved, a more restrained version of the bumps and
grinds this time, while Salkeld began to feel his own spring welling up. He
thrust upwards with his hips. She moved faster. He shot, five, six, seven times,
and without speaking they fell back and slept.

Salkeld woke with his half shrunken rod still in the tight little hole. Ann woke
as he pulled out.

"Tomorrow, " he said, "I want to talk business. In the office. I"1l pick you up.
Same time."

By the time he"d showered and dressed, she was asleep again, the red hair
cascading over the pillow, the sheet covering one perfect and excellent breast
while the other was revealed. Glory be to the highest, thought Salkeld, and he
strolled back to his hoverbubble a lighter-hearted man.

Ann dreamt. She was back in her youth, a time when babysitting was still a
fairly usual thing for teenage girls to do because not every family yet had a
domestic robot or indeed trusted it if they did have one. She was being taken
home by a friend of her father®s, after looking after his small children for the
evening. Her own parents were away. She would be alone in the house.

As they pulled up outside the door, Ann asked the man if he"d like a coffee. She
made sure her skirt rode well up her thigh as she got out, and again when she
sat opposite him with the coffees served. In her dream, as in reality, Ann knew
all about the effects she could have on men. She had a fantastically desirable



body, a beautiful face, and a light in those green, green eyes that flashed not
"Go" but "Come on!*

They chatted. Ann did some eye and thigh flashing and watched the man stir
uncomfortably. She had selected him from a number of unwitting candidates to be
her Ffirst sexual experience, but hadn®"t worked out very much more than that. So
far she had him excited but he was on the sofa and she was on the armchair
opposite. "I1*1l1 show you my holiday photographs,® she said, and sat beside him
with a selection of sizzling beach pictures featuring a topless Ann Cuillin aged
Ffifteen and looking ready for anything. In the photographs she seemed always to
be licking an ice-cream or sucking a straw, looking directly into the camera
lens and gathering her bosom between her arms to make her cleavage even more
spectacular.

The man was now at bursting point. "My suntan"s nearly faded now - look," she
said as she lifted up her jumper so that he could see her midriff and just the
very slightest beginnings of her magnificent breasts which were unrestrained
beneath the thin wool. The man couldn®"t stop himself now. He grabbed the sweater
and lifted it over her head. After a brief moment of wonderment and admiration
at the sight of such miracles, he buried his head between them.

She felt him undo his trousers and push them down. He pulled up her skirt, quite
roughly, and almost tore her pants off. This was not what she"d imagined. The
man was a charming, smooth, sophisticated type and she had expected more
romance. She felt panic. She tried to get him off. "No you don"t, little
prickteaser,” he said to her through a mouth closed with determination.

"Please, | might have a baby," she cried, her eyes tight shut. "If that"s your
problem ..." he said, and lifted her heels onto his shoulders. He knelt upright.
His right hand went to her crutch. His thumb went in her pussy, and his middle
finger went up her arse. She bucked and wrestled but couldn®t escape. She opened
her eyes and it wasn"t her daddy®s friend after all. It was a huge black man,
with a chrysanthemum tattooed on his forehead. He began to wank himself, slowly,
while pushing his hand as hard as he could up both her orifices.

"You"ve got to learn how to keep the seven dwarfs happy if you want to be Snow
White," said the man. She reached up and held his burning meat in both hands.
She pumped it once, twice, three times, and he came in enormous spurts, great
long streams that covered her tits, her tummy, her neck, and shot into her open
mouth. There seemed no end to the flow. More and more of it came, and she said,
"How do 1 stop it?"

"Put it in your mouth and it"ll stop,” said a voice. Ann looked round and saw
her mother, watching. She was with Salkeld, and Ann"s husband Arthur. They
nodded approvingly as Ann, with her eyes on her mother, pushed her young
novice"s mouth over the drinking fountain and eventually got the end of the
black man®s giant of a cock between her lips. Still the river wouldn"t stop. Her
mother was lying! Worse, her mother was laughing, sharing the joke with Salkeld
and Arthur ...

Ann Richmond awoke with a thumb in her mouth and the fingers of her other hand
frantically rubbing the little joystick hidden just inside her golden gate. She
was sweating, more as in a hot flush than through exercise. Still partly in her
dream she kept rubbing, harder and faster. She came with a shiver and said to
herself, I"ve tried to be Snow White. This time, my lord Salkeld of the Dance,
111 audition for the Wicked Queen.

[41

A fortnight later, Class Two Executives Salkeld and Rafferty sat in vast leather
armchairs beside the fire in the private management room of Pleasurehouse 13. It
was an inglenook fireplace with a great oak bressumer beam carved with coats of
arms, and seasoned hardwood logs were burning in the dog grate. Behind him a
George 111 dining table was set with Victorian glass and china for lunch, which
would be served shortly. Meanwhile, this pair of matching pleasure professionals
discussed the problem which surrounded them.

"As far as 1 can work out it"s all about attitude,” said Salkeld. "Not a single
One who has complained has been able to say anything specific. Just a lot of



didn"t like it, it wasn"t as good as it used to be, nothing really factual to go
on."

"If it"s attitude, it"s motivation, and if it"s motivation, it"s management,”
replied Rafferty. "Get rid of Spencer.”

"l can"t do that, not without more evidence. He"s extremely popular with the
customers, and several of them, including the most senior lady Onezec in
Regional Computer Centre NN, expect him to leave his general management duties
frequently to do something more personally active. There®"d be a revolt if 1
destabilised him. Even so, 1 take your point. It must be to do with him.*

"Then 1 suggest you get your spy in tomorrow. Don"t leave it "til next month or
whatever. 1 also suggest you run a check on all the Twos working here,
particularly the younger and more recently recruited, to see if they have
anything in common - city of provenance, for example.”

*Why should that have anything to do with it?" said Salkeld in surprise. "You
can"t tell me there"s any difference between where they bloody come from."

"Not officially, no, nor even unofficially. 1"m only telling you that my own
observations, instincts, sixth, seventh and eighth senses and the eye in the
back of my head, all tell me that some of the new Twos we"re getting are fifth
columnists.”

*A Fifth column? For whom, for Christ"s sake?"

"That I don"t know," Rafferty responded, draining his G&T and ringing for lunch.
"l can"t work out whether they"re sent by the Amenities Committee to check us
managers out, or whether they“re representing something a whole lot more
sinister.”

"Come on, Raffery. The Amenities Committee doesn"t mess about with spies. IFf
that lot want you they"ll have you, served with parsley butter on Wedgwood. "
"Used to be like that, I1°11 admit,” Rafferty said as they sat at the table,
beneath chandeliers and below massive portraits of red-coated and bewigged
generals. The waiter brought them a dish of gigantic prawns which had been split
and marinated in lime juice and rice wine, then Ffiercely fried in a secret
amalgam of oil, soy sauce, garlic, lemon grass and various hot, dark and
flavourful powders.

The diners had a happy few moments with these, and said a silent thank you to
the wise and wonderful but unknown Kim Doo Ik who had smuggled his son and
daughter out of the everlasting wars in Korea and Vietnam to Japan and thence to
Britain. Miss Kim now offered her services as a lithe young Two, and her brother
cooked the most delicious food as the Pleasurehouse second chef.

"What do you mean, used to be?" said Salkeld when the prawns were finished and
fingers were being dipped in lemon-scented water.

"l just think there®s a bit of unrest going around, and the Amenities Committee
is keen to find out what it is without disturbing the status quo. Or, maybe
they"ve got themselves organised in the cities, and there"s a puritan backlash
or something. Anyway, | have spotted a thread joining up four young Twos I"ve
had to destabilise recently. They were all from the same city. HX. Used to be

"Halifax, 1 know," interrupted Salkeld. "I did a spell there, and there was some
minor trouble, but I was sure 1°d got it pacified and stable. Well, bugger me."
"Would that be instead of a sorbet, after this?" inquired the waiter as he
served Salkeld with an utterly delicious concoction of poultry and vegetables
called Six Jewels at a Wedding with a Duck.

"You Ffucking behave yourself, Anthony, or 1°1l1 have you transferred to be a
lavatory attendant in LN," snapped Salkeld, not in the mood for camping. “Now
fuck off out of it.*

The rest of the meal was consumed in silence, both men deep in thought about the
First serious hint of instability since the new Order had settled down.

"I think I"1l have my brandy upstairs,” said Salkeld, eventually, and gruffly.
"Not a bad thought, my man," said Rafferty. “Miss Kim, 1 assume? 1 fancy a bit
of Ghita myself. That is the thing about oriental food. You always want
something else Oriental soon afterwards.”

The Korean girl, so polite, formal and deferential that it was impossible to
call her by any name more familiar than Miss Kim, received Salkeld with her



usual charm. She showed him to a rocking chair, bowed, and left for a moment to
get him a large brandy. When she returned with that, she did as she always did
for her Mr Salkeld. She sat on the arm of the chair and spoke to the telesat
screen. As the picture started, she put her arm round his neck and leant her
cheek against his.

From time to time he took a sip of his brandy, but otherwise they were
motionless as they watched the screen together, two pairs of eyes, both worldly,
but from different worlds. Miss Kim had not been brought up to expect the
service of others. Salkeld hadn"t either, to start with, but by heaven he
expected it now. He looked the part, too, more distinguished now after years of
the very best of everything had given a few lived-in creases to his face and a
few grey hairs to his immaculately groomed temples, trimmed that morning as they
were every morning at 08.30. This was immediately after the cut-throat shave
performed by a Mr Harold Gilbert, late many years of Jas. Gilbert & Sons of
Market Harborough. Harold was far too old to be a Two, even a sub-Two as the
personal servant class were called, but Salkeld regarded Harold as his personal
perk.

It was surprising, Miss Kim was musing to herself, how someone so thoroughly
familiar with every aspect of professional sex could still not feel contempt for
the dramatised product of his own industry. But, no question, Salkeld always
liked to watch before doing.

On the screen, six well dressed people sat around a table as if at a fancy dress
dinner party. One man had on a historic army uniform jacket, the sort of thing
they wore at the Charge of the Light Brigade. Another had a laboratory coat,
open to show a mauve shirt and a large purple bow-tie. He wore a pair of gold-
wire framed half-glasses, over the top of which he kept peering in what was
obviously supposed to be an absent-minded way, but under the make-up he looked
too young to be that kind of absent minded. The third man was in clerical collar
and plain black shirtfront. He sat tall, a powerfully built African or West
Indian.

The three women were all glamorous. One had on a shimmering red dress which was
cut as low as a dress could be and still keep its contents within. The second
girl was in a white tailored suit, and the third had a vivid blue silk pyjama
outfit with mandarin collar. They were playing some kind of board game.

The man in glasses threw a die and moved a little counter around the board. The
camera zoomed In to reveal t