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Introduction

 

The double whammy of a devastating natural disaster and a deep economic depression nearly ended America in 2032.
Hurricane Carla's meandering path up the East Coast was unprecedented. For three days, she acted like a pin-ball--bumping the land then springing back to sea for more energy and moisture. By the time the storm turned out to sea somewhere off Cape Cod, it had dumped more than eight inches of rain over 15,000 square miles of U.S. territory. The surge was even worse. Many coastal cities experienced a sea rise of 14 to 18 feet. Miami reported 22 feet before communication was lost.
The rising water left thousands dead and sixty million people in the dark...isolated.
Police and fire departments, even the National Guard were totally overwhelmed. The President ordered a full military mobilization (the first time since 1942) then sent in the Army. It was largely for show. The scale of the damage was so widespread and horrific that there was very little that could be done to help. Those thousands that Carla was destined to kill, died; those who were lucky enough to escape, lived.
But the storm was only the beginning. The real problem began with the looters--just ordinary people, desperate for food, water, and shelter, who only took only what they needed to survive. At first the authorities turned a blind eye, but within days it was happening everywhere. People made their own decisions about who had the greater need, which of course led to shocking violence. Within a few weeks, everyone was fighting with their neighbors for a place in the lifeboat.
The police were again overwhelmed. Even the Guard units and the state militias were ineffective. Only the Army seemed to have any lasting effect and this was only after martial law was declared and soldiers began to shoot anyone carrying a weapon in public. Even with these extreme measures, it took months to regain control of the major cities. Government estimates predicted that the Army would be needed for at least a year maybe even two in many places just to keep the peace.
This was the point when the effects of the nation's economic woes began to influence Washington's response to the disaster. There was simply no money to pay for the relief effort or the policing of such a huge territory, never mind the reconstruction. Years of profligate government spending at all levels and the resulting loss of foreign investors had brought on default and runaway inflation. America was broke...something had to give.
That something was Florida.
The state was literally destroyed by Carla with more than 1.5 million homes and almost all of its infrastructure gone. Nearly every highway, road, electric plant, water treatment facility, port, train line, and airport has suffered irreparable damage. The Corp of Engineers estimated, based on statewide flyovers, that the cost to restore conditions to minimal levels would be about equal to the cost of helping all the other Atlantic states combined.
The decision to abandon the state was inevitable--it was too far gone. Floridians were ordered to report to evacuation centers for transportation north. In reality, this was a ruse, an unconscionable sop to public opinion. No more than 100,000 residents out of the state's 25 million were ever resettled. Floridians didn't have any means of traveling to the evacuation centers and even if they had come, the government didn't have any place to put them or the wherewithal to care for them.
The result was wholesale suffering and death. People drowned, starved, and died of thirst by the thousands then by the millions. In desperation, local communities banded together even if only for moral support. Some of these private groups grew large, assuming many of the jobs that the elected government had failed to do and acquiring enormous power.
The stage was now set for a nightmare of Biblical proportions. 







1 - Florida's First

 
The girl was a mix of steamy sexuality and classic beauty. Most of the sex was in her face, in her bedroom eyes, her flared nose, her full lips. Most of the class was in her body, in her straight blond hair, her golden skin, her hourglass shape, perfect breasts, ass, feet, and her long, long legs that seemed to go on forever. The sharp-eyed rescue crew noticed her right away. Little wonder...she was naked up top like everyone else, using her shirt and bra as insulation against the burning roof tiles.
The boat was returning from another part of the campus and it was full, overfull really.
"We got room for one more, partner?" the front man shouted, pointing. His friend on the tiller looked up then immediately turned towards the girl.
A few trembling students looked numbly up as well, but no one said anything. They were just happy to be alive. The storm had left behind a raging flood twenty-feet high that was racing between the school buildings at fifteen knots. Anyone who went into the water was dead. Hundreds were still clinging to the roof ridges awaiting rescue. It was an incredible scene of death and devastation all playing out under one of the most beautiful sun-and-clear-sky-days Florida had ever seen.
Jessie Beal, the subject of their attention, watched the rubber boat get closer then come around to the leeward side of her roof. She was a sophomore majoring in marine biology at FSU's new School of Oceanic Studies. Like everyone else clinging to the dormitory roof, she was scared out of her wits. Most of them had been attending a hurricane party the night before when the storm had trapped them inside. They had moved higher from one floor to another all night. Now, 18 hours later, there was no place higher to go and the water was still rising.
But drowning wasn't the only horror they faced. The merciless sun had beat down on the roof's dark red tiles all day, making them too hot to touch. Some of the boys had tried to wet their shirts in the nearby flood, but it was a dangerous maneuver. One of them had lost his footing and fallen into the maelstrom. They had watched helplessly as he was sucked into a whirlpool and drowned.
"YOU," the man in the boat screamed, pointing at Jessie, "GET IN."
Jessie stupidly looked behind as if to confirm that he was speaking to her then her instincts took over. She stood up ignoring the pain in her feet, composed herself, and did a near-perfect swan dive into the boat. The small craft exploded with arms and legs and tits flying everywhere until the front man stepped angrily into the melee.
"Y'all are going to put a hole in this boat," he screamed as he roughly threw people upright by whatever human handle he could find. It was a lie of course; the 14-passenger rubber-and-aluminum Zodiac they were using was built to withstand errant hunting knives and sharp-tipped arrows, it wasn't going to be punctured by students' bare legs.
He turned back to those on the roof. "Y'all hold on, we'll be back in a few minutes. I promise. Your friend here will guide us back in hardly no time," he said pointing at Jessie.
Those on the roof stared at him with an equal measure terror and hope. One or two of them began to stand up, preparing to jump despite his order. The man on the tiller quickly slammed the transmission into reverse and backed away. Jessie glanced up at her friends and waved, holding up her fist and thumb. She would guide the empty boat back here as fast as humanly possible; they were all going to be safe.
Ten minutes later, the crew offloaded everyone but Jessie on the dry crest of a nearby levee. A man was giving out water bottles as people stepped off, another was organizing survivors into a line and gently pushing them towards tents on the higher land. The man with the water glanced at the half-naked girl then threw more bottles into the boat. The front man retrieved them and handed one to Jessie.
"You got a shirt I can wear, Mister?" Jessie called out to the man on the dock, but the Zodiac was already moving backwards, back to the dorm roof. Jessie felt a little silly at her outburst. She had been willing to delay the rescue for the sake of her modesty...how stupid.
"No time for modesty now, dear," the front man confirmed with a smile. "We've got to get back to your friends. Another few minutes on that roof and they'll be downright crispy."
His friend on the tiller guffawed.
Jessie didn't think the comment was funny or appropriate but she kept quiet, holding her hands over her bare breasts, listening to the steady comforting roar of the engine. It will be okay, she told herself, just get through this day and everything will "get better." She repeated the mantra over and over. After a few minutes, she looked up to get her bearings.
This wasn't right!
"Hey! We need to head left," she yelled, pointing excitedly off to the side. "That's the library roof over there; we need to be on the other side of the campus. The sophomore dorm is on the other side. You need to turn..."
"Take it easy, kid," the front man said in a strange tone of voice. "...Too much debris that way. We need to go 'round. Trust me, we been doing this all day. Just sit back, we'll be there soon 'nough."
She knew he was lying again. It wasn't so much what he said as the way he said it. They weren't going back to the dorm roof. She looked out over the turbulent gray water glistening in the afternoon sun. It would be suicide for her to leave the boat...suicide. The water was moving too fast, there was too much debris.
"I don't want to die," she whispered quietly to herself. "No matter what, I want to live."
In a few minutes they pulled up to an elevated roadbed that had been used by the school's commuter railroad. It was dry at the top.
"This is where you get off, honey," the front man said quietly.
She didn't move, just stared open-mouthed at the scene on the tracks. Two girls were standing naked and upright tied to a light pole, their wrists held overhead by ropes. She recognized both of them. FSU was huge, but there were only a few hundred spectacular beauties on campus. They formed a natural circle...an exclusive club.
A third nude girl was tied to the back of a motorcycle, her wrists and ankles had been secured to the backseat's hold-on bar. She turned toward Jessie with a look of sheer terror in her eyes and... and something else. Was it...excitement? Could that be possible, she wondered. ...Tied naked on the back of a motorcycle, she must be scared out of her mind. No one would be...
"Don't fight us," the tiller man said moving towards her a step at a time. "We don't want to hurt you," he whispered as he gently reached down and lifted her arms. Her wrists seemed to come magically together as if they were magnets. Jessie watched numbly, unmoving, as the front man took a long cord from his jeans and wound it around her wrists. She focused on the large amount of lead he had left.
The tiller man put his hands under her bare arms and lifted her to her feet. Slowly, he reached around and unzipped her pants then pushed them off together with her panties. She began to cry...for her friends on the roof but mostly for herself. Their suffering was probably over by now, hers was just beginning.
"Why are you doing this?" she asked in a calm stupor as the man walked her up the bank to the pole.
He didn't answer, just threw her leader rope over the pole's top pipe and pulled. She was lifted to her toes. He tied off the rope end then stepped back to look. Her body, stretched to its full length by the rope, was exquisite. Every muscle was etched into her taut skin. He stepped closer and ran his rough hand down her full length, testing the firmness of her breasts and ass, the hardness of her nipples, the response of her clit, the smooth feel of her unblemished skin.
"You want to know why..." he whispered into her ear, "Because now we can. That's why."
Jessie was one of nearly three hundred FSU beauties who lost their freedom that day. More than 3,000 lost their lives. 







2 - The Church on the Hill

 
Annabel Warren watched the motorcycles roar out of the far off glade and move around the edge of the lake. There was no question that they were headed for Hastings. Not that the town really existed anymore; it was just one building, the church, now and the small hill on which it stood. Everything else was gone even the land.  All they could see all around was water crisscrossed by narrow causeways and levees and in the distance an occasional glade of trees. It was like a madman had scribbled tick-tack-toe lines across the landscape.
It was a miracle they had survived. The raging water had swallowed everything stopping just inches short of the church steps where they'd take refuge. What was even more miraculous was that the town's one-week cache of emergency food and water, which was by God's good grace stored in the church, had just recently been replenished. It was "His divine mercy" they told each other.
Some credit for the well-timed replenishment of the supplies had also gone to the town's mayor, Mr. Jacobs...Mayor Jacobs. He had fought for years to renew their emergency supply of storm rations and only recently prevailed with the issue. Annabel remembered how her father had ranted every year that "Jacob was an old-lady, a power-hungry old coot, that such a small town couldn’t afford such unnecessary expenses."
“Storm protectin', that’s the fucking county's job or the state’s,” he had yelled at her mother, "not ours. That's what we pay our fucking taxes for." He liked to swear...and drink.
She thought it was funny how Daddy could call Mayor Jacobs both an old-lady and a power-hungry coot at the same time in the same sentence. It didn't make any sense...which was he? Of course she hadn't argued with her father. It was no use. They were hardly speaking at all by the time the hurricane struck...boyfriend issues.
He was gone to his rest now, swept away and presumed dead, while trying to save the junk in their tiny house from the flood waters. She had watched him upturned by the water that day--Carla Day--then just flounder trying to regain his foot in the rising swell. She could still see his arms grasping at passing debris, waving as if in goodbye. Half the town's people had died that way...drowned saving stuff...thinking they could walk through the flowing water.
"The state of Flau-dah probably don’t exist nomore, Daddy," Annabel whispered to herself as she watched the cycles getting progressively closer. They ain't coming to help us anytime soon. But maybe these boys...
It was a slow process. The bikes couldn't come straight on; they needed to ride the crest of the levee then cross over to that part of the road that was still above water then onto the railroad bed, then.... It was a dangerous, circuitous route from the trees to the church. The leader seemed knowledgeable though as he carefully negotiated his way around the tree trunks and flooded cars that had piled up on the high ground.
She could see the muscles in his arms and shoulders flexing under his sleeveless shirt. Her boyfriend had hard muscles like that. He was a mechanic...or had been. He been working at Disneyworld when Carla came. She had no idea if he was still alive. Probably not, she thought watched the riders. Everything was underwater now. He'd a come back for me if he was alive, she reasoned. We were in love...lovers. She could still remember the feel of his hands on her body as they made out in his car. That was only a week ago, she remembered. It seemed like a lifetime.
She felt faint stirrings of long forgotten desire in her clit and nipples.
The leader pulled his bike up close to the crowd standing on the church steps and shut off his engine. His men hung back by the water's edge.
“How you folks doin'?” he asked politely his hooded eyes scanning the crowd.
No one moved or spoke.
“We got food in our bags for y'all. It’s free…from the Friends of Flau-dah. We're part of the People's Militia; it's kinda like the first-responders for the Friends." His eyes found Annabel's. "We're all headquartered in Melancholy--town just south a here...kinda a central location."
It was as if he couldn't stop talking.
"We was sent here to look for survivors...like you folks. Not findin' that many yet...water's still too high 'round these parts. Need to wait 'till goes down some.”
Annabel wondered why he was trying so hard to be upbeat. They all knew that the water wasn't going to go down anytime soon at least in this area. The lakes were ten to twenty feet deep and the normal paths for their runoff were all dammed with baked mud and debris.
Mayor Jacobs stepped forward. “You from the gov'ment, young man?" he asked. "We’ve been waiting for gov'ment men to show up for almost two weeks. Thought the Flau-dah state poo-lice would a been here long ago. They got a barracks just up the highway 'bout ten miles...not that far, you know? They got special boats them troopers...thought they'd a been here 'fore now...”
“The highway's gone, sir, washed out," the leader said. "The underpasses are all flooded. Boats are okay for short distances but with all the debris in the water... No, sir, ain't no state poo-lice coming into this place without a bike or a helicopter...and we ain't seen any of them machines...no, sir, none a-tall."
This caused an immediate buzzing to start in the crowd. The police weren't coming? How could there be no helicopters, no boats? Hasn't the State Militia been called out? ...the army?
He turned towards the crowd. "My name is Foster, Bradford Foster...Brad. Like I said, we got food from the Friends of Flau-dah in our bags…”
Annabel stepped forward smiling and moving her ass provocatively. Her mother reached out to pull her back, to keep her from getting too close to...Brad, but the girl moved too quickly for her to catch. She was wearing cutoff shorts and a man's shirt tied up high under her pointed breasts. Her long torso was bare from her tits to her hips and her oversized nipples were showing through the wet material. The humidity was stifling. The mayor was surprised when she appeared at his side.
“Whacha got for us, Mr. Foster?” she asked boldly, flashing her big eyes.
He leaned towards her. “Well, I got a ripe banana in here somewhere for you, honey,” he whispered then raised his voice so everyone could hear, “and we got lots of other food, enough for everyone, and bottled water. It's all free...from the Friends, Friends of Flau-dah."
He lowered his voice again so that only Annabel could hear, "You can call me Brad, ya hear. What's your name, dear?"
"...Annabel's mine, Brad," she answered in the same conspiratorially low voice, leaning into him so that her hard nipple pushed lightly against his bare arm.
His eyes moved down to her breasts then to her almond-shaped eyes. He licked his lips and she batted her long eye lashes in return. Brad turned back to the crowd.
"We can send men back here tomorrow to take y'all to the Friend's Survival Center," he said reassuringly. "They got plenty of food there as well, hot food, drinkin' water, cots. The Friends already got people workin' on fixin' stuff, even gettin' a few rice farms goin'.
"Sure gonna need food, right Annabel?" he said turning towards the girl.
“Did you say that you was from the gov'ment…?” Mayor Jacobs tried to ask again as the starving crowd surged around the cycles, but no one was listening. In a minute he was reaching himself for a can of Spam.

***

Brad pulled his machine to the side of the narrow path and signaled the others to go on ahead.
“Why we stoppin’, Brad?” Annabel asked, holding tightly onto his waist, her thumbs tucked suggestively into his belt.
Back in Hastings, Brad had asked for a volunteer to guide the evacuation team back to Hastings. Mayor Jacobs had suggested one of the young men but Brad had politely declined, “He's too heavy, Mr. Jacobs…too hard to get through the swamp with so much weight on the bike. I need someone real light…like her.” He had pointed at Annabel. Before her mother or the mayor could object, she had climbed onto the back seat. “Weight…” he had said as he started the engine. “Don't you worry Ma'am, I'll watch out for yur Annabel 'till you come tomorrow. Like I said, we’ll have a team here first thing in the mornin' to take you folks out. Y'all can all rest easy now. In a few days y'all will have jobs with the Friends. Times like these, we need to pull together, to watch out for each other.” Before anyone could object, he had gunned the engine and roared away.
“We’re just stoppin' to change positions, Annabel,” he said easily. “It’s a long ride back and this machine has been vibratin' my cock for hours. I need some relief, you know what I mean?”
Annabel raised herself in the seat to look for the other riders. They were already half a mile ahead. There was deep water on both sides of the path, dangerous water, full of displaced snakes even a few gators.
“Get off, Annabel," he ordered, "and take off them clothes. Put'em in my saddle bags...you won’t be needin'em where you're goin'.”
The girl sat back down on the seat. She had known that they would probably be fucking before the ride was over--she had been hoping for it in fact--but she hadn't counted on this. He wanted her to strip...out here in the open? Even in these strange days, she wanted a little courting. And what did he mean "where you're goin'?" Where was she going?
“Can you wait a little, 'Brad?” she whispered in a sexy voice into his ear. “I like you, a lot, but I'm real shy. P'haps we could find some place more private...you know, where we can be alone. I...I...my boyfriend says that I give the best head in central Flau-dah...p'haps we could try doin' some of that? I'd make it special for ya. It'd be romantic."
She rubbed her hard tits against his back then reached inside his pants and began to rub his cock.
“I can already taste this big boy, Brad. Maybe after you can get it up my ass too. I’ve been told that I move in a special way when there’s somethin'...somethin' hard and alive in my ass.”
Brad turned his head back to her with a smile.
“I like yur attitude, girl,” he said quietly. "You'll do fine in Melancholy. But I told you to get off and strip and I ain't goin' to tell you again. I don’t want them boys up there gettin' too far ahead…not really safe to be stoppin' around here.”
“Let's just get to those trees, darlin'," she persisted. "I promise I'll make it worth yur while."
Brad reached back into his bag and pulled out a long belt. Slowly he began to wrap it around his fist.
“If I need to take them fucking clothes off myself, girl, you're gonna get the whuppin' of yur life. I ain’t got time to play games with no backwoods cunt.”
Annabel stared at the long belt. His tone reminded her of her father. He had whipped her a few times with his belt so she knew how it could hurt especially with a strong man's arm swinging it. She stepped off pouting then untied the knot under her tits. The shirt stuck to her wet skin; she peeled it off seductively using her wetness as a come-on, still trying to find some leverage with him. Brad starred admiringly at her breasts and nipples as he absently continued to wind the belt around his fist. She hurriedly squirmed out of her shorts then kicked off her sneakers.
“In the bag I said.”
Naked, she walked seductively back to the cycle smiling as he unzipped himself exposing his erect penis.
“Now climb up here on this, Annabel,” he ordered, indicating that she should remount the cycle facing him.
Sex-on-a-cycle, Annabel thought.  She had talked about it with her girlfriends. Every girl in the South talked about motorcycle-sex with a real bad boy. It wasn't something she ever imagined really doing, but now...
She put her bare foot on the chromed shift pedal then lifted her long leg over and dropped down slowly on top of his cock. It slipped easily inside her vagina which was already wet. He grabbed her ass and adjusted her so the she slipped down another inch. She could feel his cock banging against her cervix.
He reached back and pulled three bungee cords from his bag then lifted her bare foot and used one to tie her ankle to her thigh. Annabel leaned over seductively and kissed his neck, running her long tongue inside his ear. It seemed like the right thing to do with him throbbing inside her. He used a second cord to tie her other leg up high. He slipped another inch inside and she yelped in surprise.
“I don’t want your pretty feet getting’ caught in my wheel,” he explained as he moved her wrists behind her back and tied them together with the last bungee cord.
"Ah huh, I understand," she whispered breathlessly.
Lots of boys had wanted to tie her up. She wasn't fundamentally opposed to it. It was kind of nice...made her feel more, well, more like a woman. She began to kiss his lips, running her tongue along the inside of his mouth. She was getting hot fast, faster than ever before.
"Ahhh," he moaned. "You are tight girl. I can feel you squeezin' me every time you move. But I can't have you moving so much when we're on the road."
He took the long belt he had threatened to whip her with and pulled it around behind his chest then around hers, belting it tightly behind her back under her bound arms. Annabel hardly noticed, she was desperately trying to rub her aching tits on his chest. He pulled up his shirt so that there was bare skin on bare skin then started the engine. The motor's pulsating vibration passed through both of them like an electric current.
Annabel began to moan and move like she was possessed.
“Sexy, good-looking cunts like you go directly to Melancholy,” he whispered hoarsely, “but that don’t mean I can’t have a little taste."
She was twisting her body now trying to rise up on him. The effort was making her breathe even harder. He started moving down the bumpy path sending her bumping up and down on his cock. She had a screaming climax before they had gone a hundred yards.
"You got to pace yurself, Annabel, it's a long ride back. Her head was lying on his shoulder and her hair was flying around his head and streaming behind. He climaxed a few minutes later sending her again into a wild shuddering that shook the vehicle. Cries of pain-filled pleasure echoed across the lake sending a flock of wild birds into the air.







3 - Richie "Professor" Scopes

 
Sometimes fate taps some very strange people on the shoulder.
Such was the case with Richie Scopes. Born in the Florida backwoods, his personality was shaped by extreme poverty, privation, and envy. The last flamed by his white-trash sharecropper parents who watched Florida's coasts boom with the expansion brought on by the Northern invasion. Rich people with their resorts and parks and beaches and marinas were all around them, but they remained as poor as ever.
Surprisingly, he was a good student who learned most of what he learned on his own. Even when he walked away from his school and his home to join a biker gang at age 15, he continued to read at a voracious rate...thus the nickname "Professor." Despite this, he fit in well with the biker culture even with the philosophy that they were society's freedom-loving fringe, entitled by virtue of their courage and independence to do whatever they wanted. Running guns, dealing drugs, gambling, pimping...they were all acceptable ways to make a buck and Richie excelled at finding ways to optimize their returns.
He was good at it in fact that other gang members soon began to run with him on his various ventures or just ask his advice as a planner. In time he assumed leadership of the gang which had grown, largely through the success of his initiatives, to more than 100 men.
He wasn't a criminal mastermind, far from it, nor did the gang create a crime wave. The local Florida police and the state troopers were acutely aware that they needed to put limits on their indigenous criminals, but the bikers still made a good living, certainly good enough to enable the free-wheeling lifestyle that most of them wanted. At one point Richie even invested in a rundown strip joint that became the gang's headquarters-cum-resort.
But none of this was very important. None of it would have affected anything of any significance if it wasn't for Richie's two obsessions. The first was his obsessive belief that Florida would someday suffer a devastating flood.
"The whole fucking state is just a hundred feet above sea level," he would rant. "When the mother of all hurricanes hits, it's going to be a disaster for all those rich people. It will also be the opportunity of a lifetime for us; we've just got to be ready."
Most of the bikers didn't really understand what he was talking about, but they went along with "the Professor's 50% tax" because he was already earning them twice what they could earn on their own. Richie used the tax to buy warehouses full of survivalist gear--weapons, ammunition, boats, food, water, gasoline, generators, tools, and a thousand other items that would be priceless in an emergency.
As he explained to anyone who would listen, the goal wasn't survival. It wasn't even the once-in-a-lifetime opportunity to rape and pillage on a grand scale. It was power. Once they had power, they didn't need to be outlaws; they would BE the law.

Like most visionaries his dream would have died on the vine if Carla hadn't struck with such ferocity. The storm opened the gates of Hell for him and he didn't hesitate. Within hours after the winds had abated, his men were out heroically rescuing trapped and injured people with special lifesaving equipment, such as the rubber Zodiacs, from his well-protected cache. He knew that during such a desperate time, people would be eager to follow someone they perceived to be a savior.
On the third day of the rescue, he renamed the gang the Friends of Florida. Within a few weeks, thousands of grateful needy people had joined the Friends organization, pledging their support, promoting the new motto, “Help us Help Them.” People tripped over themselves to be a part of this work.
Almost from the beginning, Richie realized that he needed to keep the survivors busy. So he assigned them work--emergency tasks that he said would benefit everyone. Most went happily to the newly organized communal farms; others to his water and housing reclamation projects; others joined the human caravans he used to transport essential commodities between communities. It was amazing--he used his cache of materials, his gang members, even his grateful followers in exactly the right way to acquire power at an exponential rate.
And people were happy to give the power to him. Everyone understood the logic of food, water, and shelter. There was no need to persuade anyone to participate in such work...it was needed to save lives, for everyone to survive. It was the Peace Corp all over--no one asked why they needed to help, why they needed to work so hard...it was obvious. And no one questioned the top-down decisions made by the Friend's leadership. They simply went where they were told to go and worked hard at what they were told to do. Those very few who didn't want to help were ostracized and exiled by the people themselves. Richie and his gang of thugs just stood by and watched.
Within two months the Friends of Florida had grown to more than sixty thousand members. In six months they had half a million. By the end of year one, there were nearly one million people who called themselves members of the Friends, being directed by the central authority.
Much of this was due to Richie's bottomless supply of life-saving supplies, but a lot of it was simply because there was no one else to follow. Without any government presence, people just drifted naturally into the new cooperative held together by Richie's administrative and creative genius.
It was only reasonable that the Friends also have some way to protect the people. Thus was born the People Militia of the Friends of Florida (the PMFF)--a paramilitary group of young men dedicated to upholding the principle espoused by the Friends...Help Us Help Them.  By the end of year one, it had 20,000 men, all armed with 2,000 forming a mobile, motorcycle based cavalry.
Richie knew that the key to continued growth was the Militia, so he organized it into three divisions and dispersed them to far-flung strategic locations throughout Central Florida. It was another brilliant decision consistent with his extraordinary ability to pick subordinates and to allow them to operate their fiefdoms with substantial autonomy. It was as if he had been born to rule an empire.
Of course there were some bumps along the way...
Why were they kept so isolated especially on the farms? Some people asked. No location had more than a few thousand workers and none of these were ever allowed to travel.
And why was there such restriction on communication?
And who was ensuring that the fruits of their labor were being fairly distributed?
The most serious complaints involved the Emergency Regulations. On the surface, without any other law enforcement or criminal process, it made sense that the Militia would treat those who murdered, looted, raped, or vandalized harshly. These were serious crimes now, crimes "against the people," crimes that often cost innocent lives. Hanging people for such offenses, although a terrible punishment, seemed justified. Even hanging people for deserting their work post had some justification. After all, where would they be if everyone decided they didn't want to do the job they'd been assigned? Even the public whippings for lesser crimes such as disrupting work and agitation had some rough logic to them.
Still, many wondered, by what authority did the Militia carry out this justice?
Why was it a regulation that only the local Militia commander could convene and preside over a People’s Court?
Why was the militia commander's approval needed to hang or whip someone?
Why was he the only one who could issue a pardon?
Why were a disproportionately large number of young pretty girls assigned to work in Melancholy (the Friend's new headquarters).
Lots of questions...that Richie responded to with sensible, friendly, and persuasive answers.
Most people still considered Richie Scopes "the ultimate Friend" the genius who had saved their lives. Florida had been abandoned by everyone, left to fend for itself. Only the Richie and the Friends had reached out to help them in their time of greatest need. Without him, most of them would be dead or turned into swamp savages. For the most part, he had their love and admiration and their full support.
This support continued to grow as more and more time passed with no government--federal, state, or local--help. Eventually there was even talk of succession. Why remain in a union that had abandoned them during their time of greatest need? It was a good question. Richie of course was the man people assumed would lead a new Florida government.
He responded to this idea with great modesty and wisdom, saying that he would be proud to lead a separate and sovereign Florida nation, but urging them to be patient...the government would be here soon enough.
In fact, Richie had no intention of pulling the tiger's tail, just the opposite, he wanted people to remain angry with them and happy with him. It would make it easier to achieve his dream...his second obsession.
What no one other than his closest confidants knew was that Richie Scopes was a psychopath, a sadistic sociopathic monster whose greatest pleasure was to torture and kill, especially young and beautiful women. He was a genius at hiding these urges, but they were never far from his mind. The reason he worked so well and so hard "for the people" was because he knew that as a despot he could pursue this "interest" with absolute impunity.

***

Richie leaned against the stone wall and watched the girl writhe.
Fssst...swat...aiiieee. Fssst...swat...aiiieee. Fssst...swat...aiiieee.
The sound of the whip cutting the air and striking her bare skin excited him. He was fascinated by the terror on her beautiful face as she waited for the next stroke, by her tortured scream as the pain assaulted her body, by the way she threw back her head in agony as it registered on her mind. He had been a student of pain his entire life now he finally had the means to explore it fully.
The girl was especially lovely hanging naked by her wrists from a ceiling hook. He found all women beautiful when displayed this way, but it was the young ones, those who had reached the peak of their sexual growth at around age 19 or 20 who were the ripest, the most delicious. He noted the way she flailed her legs, pointing her toes as if playing to an audience.
He had told his man, Big Harold, to flay her from top to bottom but to be careful. He didn't want to push her over the edge too quickly. Harold wasn't very smart but he was obedient. He was taking his time just as he'd ordered, drawing out each delicious moment of her suffering before moving into the next blow. A strong young woman like this one could endure the whip for hours if it was done properly.
He enjoyed these evenings, enjoyed hearing the girls pleading for mercy, begging to submit to him sexually. Their desperation to please, to earn his favor was part of the entertainment. He wanted them to submit, to relinquish control, to admit that he was the master of their relationship. But that wasn't the biggest attraction. In many ways he was a purist. What he really liked was the aesthetic of their suffering, the art of causing deep long pain without causing injury or disfigurement. Any idiot could evoke pain if they were willing to do that; it took a real aficionado to gild the Lilly this way.
Not that he was opposed to fucking them, to having them submit to him in sexually demeaning ways. No, he rather enjoyed a good fuck under the right conditions. But nothing topped the ecstasy of watching them suffer. For him, the physical act, the climax was just an animal instinct, a bodily function that brought everyone pleasure to one degree or another.
Fssst...swat...aiiieee. Fssst...swat...aiiieee. Fssst...swat...aiiieee.
Your screams are literally music to my ears, Annabel, he thought. ...I remembered your name. That didn't happen very often, only with the most extraordinary beauties, sometimes with the exotics if their attraction were notable enough.
Annabel was simply stunning--a sun-tanned Florida native with exceptionally long, strong legs and an exquisite hourglass-shaped body. It was her face that really captured his interest though; it was so determined, even in her suffering there was a fierce resolve to resist, to survive.
He admired that. Those women who gave up too quickly, those who disappointed him by quitting he killed with as much pain as his brain could imagine. Usually they were crucified in the old churchyard. It was a long, terrible death but it served a useful purpose--it made the others fight harder, to bear their pain longer. That's what he wanted, girls who would struggle, who would defy and challenge him right up to their last terrible scream, their last breath. He wasn't going to settle for anything less in his stable.
He had begun to notice more of these fine points in the last year. He was much more interested now in their faces, their hair, their bodies, their genitalia... He was a connoisseur of physical beauty now, a patron of the art of the female form. And the more he saw of it, the more he appreciated. His people went to great lengths now to find him real beauties. Annabel, for example, she was an especially fine example of the Florida-girl look which he had always found appealing.
The same could be said for his study of pain. He was a connoisseur of this subject as well. He could appreciate now the subtle differences between various kinds of pain, the unique responses they evoked, how different kinds of people reacted to different kinds of pain, how it affected their bodies, their minds. He was beginning to understand how little knowledge or appreciation people had about the fascinating subject of pain.
Fssst...swat...aiiieee.
The sounds brought him back to the moment. Like I said, he thought, literally music to my ears--a collection of tones, coaxed from the exquisite instrument of her body, creatively arranged to bring delight and wonder to the listener.
Annabel began to twitch wildly. "Fuck," he whispered in anger. Endorphins were the body's natural painkillers. When they kicking in, her pain could literally change to pleasure...or even sexual orgasm. In either case, they significantly reduced his excitement.
Sometimes it was interesting to watch them climax. The whip and the bondage greatly increased the intensity of it, but he knew that he needed to be careful with that response. Many girls developed a taste for it, an addiction, and no matter how hard they were whipped after that, they enjoyed it.
They were useless to him when that happened. Their suffering was now a perversion, something they did for themselves like self-abuse. He was morally opposed to it and had no choice but to destroy those girls so afflicted. This wasn't about their pleasure, it was about his.
He turned toward the other three girls chained to the wall...waiting. The first, Jessie, was one of his favorites...a delicate, beautiful creature with a high tolerance for pain. She was next. He allowed them to watch because he enjoyed watching them anticipate their own turn on the chain. He often tried to imagine what was going through their minds.
This was one of the subtleties of torture--the mental attack. After half-an-hour watching Annabel suffer, he could ask the others for anything...anything. Their need to comply was even stronger before their own whipping. It was the power of imagination, it created an absolute obsession to avoid the pain.
He turned away and his eyes settled on the large heavy chair he usually sat in to watch. It was plain and ugly, he thought, unadorned, unintimidating, inappropriate to hold someone like him. He needed something more fitting. He was the absolute leader of nearly a million people; they all worked for him, obeyed him; he led an army of almost 20,000 men. The power was intoxicating, invigorating. He was a...king and like any king he needed a throne.
But not just any throne, he needed one that would intimidate those who came before him. Even if those were only his closest lieutenants, the word would spread.
Fssst...swat...aiiieee.
He turned back to the twisting Annabel then to those chained to the wall.
They feel it, he thought. They feel the power radiating from me. They will do whatever I say. They would die trying to please me. Yes, they are afraid of the pain that awaits them, but there's something more. They are lesser beings, he decided suddenly. His eyes moved back to the chair.
"STOP!" he shouted.
"Tie Annabel and...and Jessie to the front legs of my chair, Harold, on their knees."

Harold looked confused. He didn't remember any of their names.
"Tie them to the chair," he ordered point to the two he wanted. "Pull their arms straight back behind and tie their wrists to the chair back...and tie their elbows together, tight," Richie was becoming excited by the novelty of his idea. "Their arms will be my armrests."
Harold was slowly getting into it himself. He put the whip down and unchained Jessie from the wall. She also looked bewildered. Harold pulled her to the chair.
"That's it," Richie said excitedly as he watched, circling the chair, absorbing the image. "Now pull her feet back and tie them to the back legs. Get something soft for under her knees. I want her to be in pain, but to stay conscious and alert for hours."
He thought about this for a minute.
"Better yet, we will build something for between her legs, for her crotch, some kind of wooden platform to hold her."
Harold worked quickly. He was also inspired now. Jessie was twisting her head around trying to understand what was going on. He took Annabel off the chain and dragged her to the chair.
"A gag, sir?" Harold suggested once the two were secure.
Richie thought again for a moment, "They won't talk, but it might look good to see them gag every once in a while, to see water come into their eyes. He paused.
"Yes! Good idea, let's try it! Use a cock-gag, one that pushes hard against the back of her throat so that she needs to use her tongue to hold out."
The man went to a back wall and returned with two five-inch wooden cock-gags.
Richie came and stood by the chair, watching as he worked the gag in then he stepped back.
"Do the other one."
Harold moved quickly to obey.
When he was finished, he stepped back. Richie stared at his newly created human furniture for a long time. Jessie was watching, glancing at the chain, wondering if she was to be whipped tonight.
"The cock-gags are too much. I want them in pain but also beautiful," Richie said suddenly. "Remove them...And I want the chair's front legs made higher. We'll use a neck collar tied to the legs to keep their heads straight. That will be much more elegant, refined. It will make their tits stand out as well."
He was nodding as he spoke.
"I want the chair ready by tomorrow night. Leave these two here for a few hours like this. Make a note of when they pass out. I want to know how long we can keep them this way.
"Take these other two back to their cages," he said pointing at the two girls still on the wall. "We'll try them out in the chair tomorrow night."
"Yes, Boss," Harold answered smiling.
He enjoyed working for Richie especially when he was in a good mood like now. 







4 - The Admiral

 
Nick immediately recognized Vice Admiral Francis P. Arthur as he stepped off his helicopter. The man had been a national spokesman for the military appearing constantly in the press. He was quickly followed by Rear Admiral George Elides, one of the creators of the new attack subs--a nuclear engineer. The two were not in uniform, but there was no mistaking their military bearing, the well-tailored fit of their "civilian" clothes. Neither of them would ever make a living as a spy, Nick thought trying not to laugh. Purgatory Plantation was no place for such stiff necks.
The third man out of the chopper was very different. He looked natural and at ease in his rough field clothes. He also looked comfortable in his skin, unassuming...easygoing. There was something else about him though that set Nick's radar twirling, that warned caution. This third visitor was the kind of man that people would perhaps unconsciously cross a street to avoid.
CIA? Nick wondered. NSA? Maybe something foreign...perhaps HaMossad leModiʿin uleTafkidim Meyuḥadim (Mossad)? He had that kind of look. Whatever, he shrugged mentally. Anything was possible with this kind of facocked meeting.
He waited for them to come closer. The officers, bent over to avoid the blade, moved with clumsy stiffness as if they had a rod up their backs. The third man moved with an effortless grace that screamed "combat veteran." Anyone who had ever been under fire moved with a certain twist as if their mind was still trying to avoid a bullet in the back.
"Fucking Navy penguins dressed up to look like hen-house chickens," Nick whispered out of the side of his mouth.
"Shut the fuck up," Charles replied under his breath as he held out his hand cordially to the first man.
"Welcome to the Penal Colony, Admiral, and welcome to Purgatory Plantation."
"How do you do?" he answered stiffly. "Admiral Francis Arthur, USN." He offered his hand.
"Charles Deforge," Charles answered, reaching out.
They shook hands gingerly like visiting politicians--a gesture without any real warmth. No one else moved.
"This is Admiral George Elides and Congressman Frank Presser," the Admiral said turning towards his companions as the elevator rotor accelerated and the machine flew off.
"Nick Andros," Charles answered pointing back, "my partner and number two."
Nick nodded in the general direction of the three men. He didn't like officers much. He often found them to be arrogant and conceited without just cause. He especially disliked naval officers for their cushy assignments and superior airs. (He had been a Marine for more than a decade before finding his way to the Colony.) But the people he really disliked were politicians.
What was a Congressman doing here on Dominica anyway?
"As you can imagine, Admiral," Charles said, "we're consumed with curiosity about this visit. I don't know of any government official who has actually visited the Colony before. Now we have two admirals and a congressman on our doorstep."
"Our visit is top secret, Mr. Deforge. The government's policy of remaining separate and apart from the internal affairs of the Penal Colony is unchanged. We are here on business that has nothing to do with the Colony."
Nick watched the Congressman's eyes as the others spoke. They were darting in all directions. He was gathering intelligence...about them, about Purgatory, why? He looked back to see the Congressman staring at him, smiling.
Charles nodded at the Admiral's remarks. He had not meant to imply that their visit signaled a policy change. The U.S. government had remained apart from the Colony for ten years for good political and economic reasons. Charles hoped they stayed away another ten.
The Penal Colony was America's self-sustaining garbage dumb for its criminals and it was working perfectly for them...at least for the intended purpose of saving money. Why mess with a good thing? Someone else was picking up the check, wasn't that all that matter?
"So...why the visit?" Charles asked as he guided them to the house. "And why set this up through the Ruggeri family?" (The Plantation was allied with the Ruggeri's, an Italian crime family out of New York.) "Dominica is your Colony, you could have just walked through the processing center gate in Roseau."
"Like I said, we are not here in an official capacity," the Admiral answered quickly. "We contacted the Ruggeris to maintain confidentiality. This meeting needs to remain secret, top secret."
"So again, why are you here?" Charles said as he directed then to the five chairs arranged in a semi-circle on the porch.
The Admiral smiled and nodded but still didn't answer. Charles knew from the expert way he was deflecting the question and from his mannerisms that he was more of a politician than a military man. Admiral Elides was in the same mold, constantly analyzing their words. Charles guessed that his roots as an engineer went deep. Only the Congressman had him stumped. He kept checking the area as if he was afraid of being surprised...attacked. Nick had the same distracting habit.
"I thought we would talk out here on the porch...it's cooler. Let me order some drinks.
"Paola," he called.
A beautiful girl dressed in a modest mid-thigh waitress outfit appeared. The Navy men couldn't take their eyes off her. She was absolutely stunning although she seemed ill at ease in her uniform, almost as if she wasn't used to wearing such restrictive clothes.
"Paola will take your drink orders, gentlemen. Our bar is well stocked, order whatever you want. Dinner is planned for 8:00 pm, three hours from now. I understand that your chopper returns in exactly 24 hours?"
The Vice Admiral nodded, "I'll have a triple whiskey, neat."
Admiral Elides asked for a beer, Congressman Presser a lemonade..."If you got it, pretty lady," he added unnecessarily.
Nick smiled. He knew how the military mind worked. Presser's comment in the middle of such a meeting was made purposely to irritate the two admirals. Why was a Congressman traveling with two Pentagon desk-jockeys anyway, he wondered.
Paola brought out the drinks on a tray then knelt down to place them on a wicker table. Every eye went to the exposed muscles in her thighs. Even Presser seemed momentarily distracted from his surveillance.
"Cheers," Charles said. "Welcome to Dominica and the American Penal Colony."
He took a sip then stared at the Vice Admiral. Charles wasn't known for his patience. It was time for them to get down to business. The Admiral saw the look and began talking.
"First, Mr. Deforge, let me say that we know what you do here at Purgatory Plantation. We know all about your...sex trafficking operation. I have my own personal feelings about this, but they are irrelevant. I have been instructed to tell you that officially the American government takes no interest in those trafficking activities as long as they remain inside the Colony. As a self-governing penal institution under the protection of the United States, the Colony, the government is..."
"We get it, Admiral," Charles interrupted. "If the American government had sufficient moral concerns or sufficient funding to maintain its moral and legal position, it would have shut us down ten years ago. We are a criminal activity...of convenience, as they say."
"As I said," the Admiral started again, "my colleagues and I are personally against these practices. I should also add that our visit in no way gives and license of agreement for you to operate outside the Colony. The American government will not tolerate any such activity. Further..."
Charles interrupted again, "Of course, Admiral. Look, we get it. What decent man would condone sexual slavery? We also completely understand that the government abhors the practice even though it needs to tolerate it for the time being, et cetera...ad nauseam.
"Why...are...you...here?"
"The admiral took another long sip of his whiskey, "We, ah, we need your help. America needs your help."

***

Charles, who was unflappable in the worst of times, blinked. Nick turned to Congressman Presser who seemed amused at the Admiral's dilemma.
"Our help...?" Charles asked, surprised. "Please explain..."
The Admiral cleared his throat. "As you know, last year the East Coast was hit by Hurricane Carla, the worst natural disaster ever to strike America. The loss of life, property destruction, and social upheaval was unprecedented. It has taken the military a full year to get the big cities quieted down. We're still working on pacifying the suburbs and the rural areas."
"We get the news," Charles said.
"Then you also know that the country is in the midst of the worst economic downturn since the Great Depression. This economic disaster was the primary reason the Colony was established. The country just didn't have the two-hundred billion a year it took to run the prisons."
Charles nodded. Yes, he did know about the hurricane and the reason for creating the Penal Colony. In fact, he spent most of his time thinking about what was going to happen when the country got back on its feet. Would a thriving U.S. economy put an end to their thriving business? Would all of this be kaput once they sent in the Marines?
"What you probably don't know," the Admiral continued in a lower voice, "is that Israel and Taiwan are on the verge of being overrun respectively by the Iranians and the Chinese. The only thing holding them back is the lingering presence of American military, mostly naval resources now that the army has more pressing duties back home."
Charles nodded again then glanced at Nick. What was an American admiral doing here on Dominica giving them a strategic briefing on America's troubles around the world? It was surreal.
The Admiral took another sip and continued, "What you definitely don't know and what I will deny to my grave is that we have lost control of the State of Florida."
"We...? Lost control...?"
"When Hurricane Carla struck there simply were not enough government resources to tackle every problem in every state. Triage was necessary at the federal level and Florida was the logical choice to...to moderate our response. It was the hardest hit state and the hardest for us to help. For every person we saved in Florida, we could save 10 in other parts of the Coast. It was a very hard decision, but the numbers were very clear."
Nick watched the man's face, his eyes; they didn't change. It hadn't been that hard for him to make that decision, he guessed.
"We heard that people were being evacuated...?" Nick asked.
"That...plan was also determined to be...infeasible," he replied.
Nick didn't say anything. In military speak, "infeasible" meant "reconsidered and rejected."
The Admiral hurried on, "Between the storm and the chaos that followed in the first week, we estimate a total of five million civilian casualties in Florida out of a population of 25 million. A large proportion of these were very old or sick, mostly from Miami which was annihilated by a 22-foot storm surge. The current casualty rate for the storm's survivors is running at about 25,000 a month, mostly from disease and malnutrition. There's also some death caused by civilian troubles, but this is a relatively small number.
"What's happening in the state is that people are organizing themselves, helping themselves. Civilian cooperatives and militias have sprung up everywhere and they are working to hold back the chaos. We estimate that without them, the death rate right now would be three times higher than it is."
Nick spoke again, "25,000 Americans are dying every month...! Fuck Israel, fuck Taiwan. Your first job is to protect Americans. Are you going back in now?"
The admiral glanced at Charles as if waiting for him to take action against his man's insubordination. Charles just stared back at him. Presser continued to look amused.
"It's a damn good question, Admiral, akin to the question of why the U.S. government abandoned us here in the Colony when you knew there was mass murder and mayhem taking place."
"The Admiral glared at him then his look softened into a non-descript diplomatic smile."
"I'm afraid we would need a lot more time than 24 hours to debate which of us has committed the greater criminal acts, Mr. Deforge. Can I suggest that we just stick with the current problem?"
Charles looked at him, pissed. Just then another girl appeared on the porch with a tray full of tropical hors d'oeuvres. He turned angrily towards her.
"Put that fucking tray down, Jolene," he said, "and strip."
The girl froze then immediately began to undress. The Navy men watched shocked until she was naked. She stood straight and tall as if proud of her beautiful body. There were several red lines on the back of her ass from a recent whipping.
"This is the way things really are here, Admiral. This is the way our girls walk around the Plantation. What do you say we stop fucking around with each other?
"Why...are...you...here?"
The admiral pulled his eyes off Jolene's hard nipples and turned back towards Charles.
"Like I said, Mr. Deforge, we need your help. We want you to infiltrate the largest and strongest of the Florida militias and replace the current leader with our man."
Nick guffawed thinking it was a joke. The U.S. government had made life in the Colony a living hell for almost two-million criminal exiles. As Charles had said, it was the government's abandonment of the exiles that had precipitated the chaos here; that had created the circumstances for countless criminal enterprises, and that allowed their slave-trading business to exist and to thrive.
"You've got to be fucking kidding me...!" Nick said.
"NICK!" Charles said sharply to his junior partner, then more softly, "Let's hear what the Admiral has to say. Jolene, go back into the kitchen and get on your normal clothes. Tell the others to do the same."
The Admiral stared at Charles without fear. He certainly wasn't John Paul Jones, but he was no coward either. His voice changed suddenly.
"Yes, we need your help. The government can't go back into Florida with any kind of strategic military force for at least two years," he said flatly, "probably longer. If we try to do that too soon, we'll lose a major East Coast city or two to the savages. Maybe more.
"And no, Sergeant," he said turning to face Nick. "We are not going to give up Israel or Taiwan. That would be just as dangerous. It would make us look weak and, in the opinion of our allies, provoke attacks in other places.
"That would require us to go nuclear or surrender. We have no more bullets. You can imagine what a nuclear exchange on any scale would mean."
He turned back to Charles. "Most military units have not been paid a livable wage in months and there's talk of mutiny in many outfits. Enlarging our mission at this time to include Florida would invite widespread violence in our own forces. We can't allow that to happen either. Reoccupying Florida is a non-starter."
He paused dramatically to let this information be absorbed. When he resumed his voice was quieter, more restrained.
"There is also talk of succession in many of the Florida militias. We can't allow that to happen either. Which is why we are here, Mr. Deforge."
He finished his drink and held up his glass for another.
"Jolene!" Charles called out.
"You have, Mr. Deforge, a well-armed and well-trained force of 5,000 men--jungle fighters who have been operating successfully under abominable conditions on these islands for ten years. You have officers who are both capable and loyal. You have a force commander in Sergeant Andros who has proven to be an inspired commander...and yes, we know most of what took place in recent years in Montana and Las Vegas. We are also aware of the Sergeant's past history as a Marine. You have a well-established base of operation that's no more than a day's sail from Florida.
His voice lowered again.
"And you are Americans. No matter how badly you've been treated by the government and maybe by the American people, America is still your home."
Nick looked like he was in shock. Charles was trying to maintain his nonchalance but failing.
"One last thing. If you decide not to help, our next stop is Cuba. They want us out of Guantanamo in the worst way. They also want a free hand to colonize Haiti. We suspect they have their eyes on other Caribbean targets as well.
"We don't think Floridians will respond very well to Spanish-speaking mercenaries from Cuba. We also don't think the Cubans would be so eager to give the state back to us after they pacify it, but it is our last card. We won't ever allow a state to secede again."
Charles was shaking his head in disbelief. Nick just continu8ed to stare, open-mouthed.
"What do we get in return?" Charles asked bluntly.
"What every privateer is allowed, Mr. Deforge, the spoils of war..."







5 - The Living Throne

 
Richie Scopes sat on his new chair staring down the table at his men. As he'd predicted, the chair had already become part of his legend. Only a few diehard loyalists were ever allowed to meet with him and therefore to see it, but they were enough to give the rumor life.
It was set back a few feet from the table so that everyone could appreciate its full effect. It was also bigger than the one he had started with--perhaps four feet wide and two feet deep--and made of heavy pond-cypress carved by hand. The tree they had started the carving with was huge and ancient, at least 400 years old. The seat and the back were covered in a soft alligator skin material that allowed him to sit comfortably for hours. The four legs extended up from the floor about six feet.
It was more terrifying than majestic...exactly the effect he wanted.
Tied to the front legs, facing out were two young girls from his personal stable. Their thin arms were cruelly tied together and pulled painfully back straight to a pair of shackles. They served as the chair's living arms. Both girls wore high leather collars laced up in front so tightly that it was impossible for either to bend or turn her head in any direction. Extending from the neck collar to the soft skin under their chins were vicious looking spikes. The spikes were actually too blunt to penetrate the skin, but they were still sharp enough so that it was extremely painful to rest the head. This need to maintain a heads-high position for hours accounted for a great deal of the pain they experienced. It also had the added benefit of preventing and sounds from their mouth.
Most of their pain actually came from their crotch. After a lot of experimentation, it was decided that the best way to suspend them for several hours was by using a one-inch-wide L-shaped piece of wood carved into the cypress that fit between their legs. Just the pressure of the flat wood on cunt and asshole was sufficient after an hour or so to create an excruciating center of pain...and pleasure. Incredibly, after spending time on the crotch-hanger a girl would often spasm and shudder in orgasm.
To complete the image, their outside ankles were shackled to the sides of the chair so that Richie could idly reach down and caress the tender soles of their bare feet.
The girls stared out at the men at the table wide-eyed. The looks on their faces was absolute terror and pain--exactly the feelings Richie wanted his audience to remember. He was extremely happy with the way his living thrown had turned out.
"We got some agitation going on at the big rice farm outside Tampa," one of his men, a man named Keyes, was saying. "The cottonmouth and the gators up there are making a comeback, big-time. They are snatching people right out of the fields as they work. We're losing three or four a day. People are asking why they have to put their lives at risk for someone else, someone they never met. A lot of them want to leave...they're scared, Richie."
Keyes sat down and there was silence in the room. Richie ran his hand over the hard round ass of one of his girls then leaned forward and began to roll the other's nipple between his fingers, thinking.
"They have a right to be scared," he said quietly still fingering the nipple. "Gators are mean fuckers. I swear, they seem to get their fun rippin' their catch apart. I seen a gator once take twenty small bites out of a black man when he could have just as easily drowned and eaten him at his leisure."
Many of the men were smiling. They were familiar with the story he was retelling. Richie had hung a man by his wrists over the bough of a tree so that his feet were in a gator infested river. They had watched and waited, drinking beer, as he splashed, desperate to keep the catfish from nibbling on his toes. It was the splashing that had attracted one of the beasts. It was a huge animal, probably 14 feet long. Instead of ripping him off the bough though, the gator had supped on him for half-an-hour, one bite at a time. They had all watched, laughing, amazed at the animal's cruelty.
"Yep, it's smart to be scared of gaters. You ain't going to change that...them people are smart to be scared. The only thing you can do is make them more scared of somethin' else.
"Take the black man in my story, for example. You think he woulda been so uppity with me after bein' snacked on by that gator? Do you think...?"
"Not likely, Boss," Keyes answered immediately.
They all laughed. Richie held up his hand for silence. He leaned in towards the crowd, putting his face between the terrified faces of his two chair girls.
"I need you to go back there, Mr. Keyes, and make them people of that farm more afraid a you than a fucking gator. You hear me?"
He stared at him for a long time, until Keyes dropped his head.
"I hear you, boss," he said. The fear in his voice was obvious.
"But don't go too far," Richie cautioned leaning back, rubbing a girl's sole hard with his thumb. "There are 5,000 people workin' on that farm. We push 'em hard in the sun and the humidity, hard enough so that they are too tired to do much except sleep, but you push 'em over the edge and they'll find the strength to fight ya. I don't want to be fightin' fucking rice farmers in Tampa. You hear me, Mr. Keyes?"
"Yeah, Boss," he answered loudly. "I'll keep them workin' the rice...don't worry."
"I'm not worried," Richie said resuming his idle twirling of the girl's nipple. She was moaning softly with the pain. "It's a hard job you fellas got...finding the right balance between too little fear and too much. It sure ain't easy. You don't push them people enough and we don't get the food we need to keep our Friends organization hummin'. That's when one a you ends up gettin' et by a gator. You push them too much and we got a mass desertion on our hands, maybe even an uprisin'. Then one a you get ate by a 'gator all the same."
He was staring directly at Keyes, the man who had brought the problem to his council. Richie had already decided that he was going to have the fool watched closely. If he made a mistake quelling the discord, he would step in and actually carry out his gruesome threat. Bringing a problem like this to your boss showed weakness, more importantly, it showed stupidity. He couldn't have either in his senior men especially those on the front line.

***

A week later, a rogue alligator took five workers out of the rice paddies in one day causing widespread panic and a three-day work stoppage. The workers just refused to go back into the fields until the problem was solved...no matter how desperately their rice was needed.
Instead of hunting the offending alligator, Keyes hanged the entire delegation, six men and four women, that had been sent to ask for his help. There was no trial, no People's Jury, no appeal to the higher authority in Melancholy, no command-level pardon. When the executions were finished, he announced that he would continue to hang a dozen of them every day, until they returned to the fields and production was restored.
"Thousands of good people are going to die without this rice," he shouted to the crowd. "These hangings are nothing compared to the numbers of Friends who will starve."
No one bought it. The workers stuck together for two days...through 24 more random hangings. On the third day, Richie send two-hundred of his Harleymen (fierce fighters mounted on vintage Harley-Davidson Motorcycles) to the farm. The roar of their engines shook the surrounding fields for miles.
As he'd promised, they knocked Keyes around then suspended him by his wrists over one of the flooded fields. A crowd of several thousand workers gathered to watch as a small gator, no more than four feet long, swam boldly up to the man and ripped off his foot. As Richie had predicted, the gator took his time devouring the unfortunate Keyes piece by piece.
The next day, every overseer at the farm and the two-hundred militiaman set out on a huge gator hunt. By the end of the day, they had bagged more than 300 animals. The Harleymen leader declared that evening a gator-meat feast and authorized the construction of a hundred barbeque pits. Despite the horror and death of the last few days, the celebration was positively primitive and the meat wonderfully delicious. The next day, everyone returned to happily work.
In a month, the gators came back in even greater numbers. This time the workers just accepted the danger.







6 - Frienemies

 
"We're getting sidetracked again into personal issues," Admiral Arthur suggested as Jolene's full breast moved in front of his face. She was leaning over to refill his wine glass one arm behind her back.
The first course of garlicky shrimp salad had just been cleared and the chef was carving the evening's entry, a stuffed pig with bacon-flecked couscous on the side. Charles had introduced the man as Chef Andres, formerly a member of the Waldorf kitchen in New York. Admiral Arthur remembered reading about a knife fight at the Waldorf involving a chef a few years back but wisely decided not to ask about it.
 As ordered, the three girls serving them--Paolo, Jolene, and Tara--had shed their frumpy waitress outfits and changed into their normal attire, a revealing halter top and very short shorts.
"No sense maintaining the charade that we cover up our girls given the subject of our conversation," Charles had declared after the Admiral had dropped his bombshell about the spoils-of-war. There was only one spoil-of-war that they would be interested in from Florida, girls.
Charles had met privately with Nick after they had finished their drinks to discuss "the deal" that was being offered. He had told the Admiral that they would be ready to respond to the offer during their larger discussion at dinner.
 The meeting between Charles and Nick had been...vocal to say the least. Nick had been adamant in his opposition.
"The leadership in Washington is treacherous. They have found a way to wiggle out of every deal they'd ever made. As soon as things get rough, they bail. They have only one interest in Washington, their own personal ambition."
Charles had let him rant on for twenty minutes before cut him off with a simple truth, "Desperate times spawn big opportunities, Nick. I realize that to them we are criminal scum; that nothing they promise is for sure. But their desperation isn't something we can just ignore. We're being offered the opportunity of a lifetime, the fucking golden goose.
"You want to refuse it because they don't play fair...?"
Nick had stared at him trying to find a good retort. After 10 years of outstanding service in the Marines, he had been fucked by Washington's rules and officers' cowardice. Even after all this time, it still hurt.
"Instead of fighting me on this, instead of telling me that we're not dealing with honorable people, how about helping me figure a way to turn this to our advantage."
Nick paced for another 30 seconds then sat down.
"I guess we could demand progress payments at every step. If something goes wrong, we're always in a position to back out with a profit. I guess we could ask for something up front that we need.
"...You don't know these fucks as well as you think, Charles," he slipped in. "What's to keep them from blaming the whole thing on us and sending in troops to wipe us out?"
"I've been thinking about this as well," Charles answered. "I think I have a way to prevent that from happening, at least for a while...until there's a new party and a new administration in power.
"Now tell me what could we use up front?"
Charles valued Nick's opinions. The man had an uncanny ability to sniff out trouble, to find vulnerabilities in an enemy, to survive. This was why he was still alive after 10 years as a Marine sniper.
"Look, Admiral," Charles answered, springing back to the present, "I think things will go a lot faster if we all admit that we just don't like each other very much. You have made it clear that you hate what we do here at Purgatory...persecuting the girls. You hate the fact that you have been forced to negotiate with us, with criminals. In short, you hate everything about us and this deal. We get it."
"What you need to understand is that we don't give a fuck what you think. We don't trust you or the government you represent. In our minds, the U.S. government has consciously enabled our business by ignoring the Colony for all these years. We understand that it was in your interest to do so, but it still doesn't make it right. A lot of good people, friends of ours, died because of that decision."
Nick continued to cut and eat his pork as if unbothered by the new tone of the conversation.
"So I agree, let's not get sidetracked with personal issues that we BOTH have..."
The table was quiet for a moment.
"As I understand it," Charles began again, "you are offering us the right to take young women as spoils of war for our help in replacing this Richie Scopes character and his gang of thugs with someone of your choosing. Is that right?"
The Admiral nodded without looking up.
"Why would you ever make us such an offer?" Charles asked, apparently still shocked and astonished at the outrageous offer. "Do you know what we do with women here? ...do you really know? We take them and train them and sell them. It's...it's fucking immoral, evil."
The Admiral deflected his question.
"What we know Mr. Deforge is that you take female criminals from the Colony and wastrels from the slums of South America, enslave them, then sell them wholesale to your associates in the Ruggeri crime family and the Russian Bratva (Brotherhood). We know that you also run slave auctions but that this part of the business has declined over the years. We despise these crime and will do everything we can once we are able to stop it and to prosecute you and your friends to the fullest extent of the law.
"However, that said, we also know that the lives of the women you persecute would be infinitely worse without your intervention. In a devilishly perverse way, you are actually improving their lot by this enslavement.
"We face the same issue with Florida. We estimate that over the next five years, no matter what we do to help, no matter what the Floridians do to help themselves, that 40% of the young women between the ages of 18 and 32 will die. Our estimate is that you can probably take 30,000 women in the two-year period of your privateering license. In effect, we are saving 12,000 lives by taking this hard decision. As for the others, we guess that their lives with you will be no more difficult than their lives in the Florida swamps."
Charles put down his knife and fork and sat silent then he signaled for one of the guards and whispered something into his ear.
"That's very interesting, Admiral. An astonishingly creative rationale. But let's forget rationales for a minute. Here are our terms...First, we want a document signed by the President that specifies the privateering license we're being given and which specifically includes the right to take female slaves out of Florida for two years. Second, we want to make a movie of you, Admiral Elides, and the Congressman witnessing the kind of training and treatment we conduct here at Purgatory."
He paused to take another bite of his pork.
"Third, we want the recently retired Patrol Boat, Benjamin Franklin, turned over to us with full outfitting for the two-year period of the license. This would include training for our men in the ship's operation."
There was total silence in the room.
"Lastly, I want you the three of you to watch one of our girls being punished, right now. If we're going to continue these negotiations as partners, I want you to appreciate the full extent of our depravity, of the depravity that you will now be participants to.
"It's only fair, no?"

***

The debate raged on for another hour. The two admirals were adamant in their refusal to convey anything in writing from the President, "and trust a bunch of fucking Colony criminals to keep it confidential." They also pushed back hard on the demand of a patrol boat, but surprisingly there was less controversy over this than the document. Interestingly for Nick, the Congressman stayed out of most of the discussion.
In an hour, a guard appeared holding a girl in the doorway. A second was holding a video camera.
"Let's take a break, shall we?" Charles asked. "Are you at least ready to witness a punishment, Admiral?" he asked.
The admiral looked at his colleagues then nodded.
"This isn't really necessary, Mr. Deforge. We already know what things are like here. We've had satellite eyes on you for years."
Charles laughed derisively.
"Satellite eyes...I want you to see this up close, Admiral. I want you to watch her skin quiver, to hear her scream for mercy, to listen as she begs us to stop. It's truly a unique experience."
"Noooo, noooo," the girl started moaning, pulling away from the guard, but her arms were secured. Charles paused for a second.
"I'll tell you what, I'll let YOU say when we stop, Admiral. This bitch has done something really stupid--tried to escape into the jungle--and deserves to be punished, but I'm willing to let her slide if you want.
"If you let it go on, however, for, let's say 30 minutes, I'll eliminate her for a signed letter-of-authority from the president."
The admiral turned towards the struggling girl who was pulling and twisting in the guard's arms, her eyes darting from one man to the other.
"Okay," he said quietly. "Do it."
He already knew that the letter-of-authority was off the table with or without the girl being punished. Charles had just tipped his hand that it was not hard requirements just a bargaining chip.
No, this challenge involved something much more important than a piece of paper; it was a test of their resolve. It was easy to sit around a conference room in Washington calculating loss ratios and consequential probabilities; it was another thing altogether to see the effect of such a decision up close and personal.
Charles waved his hand and a third guard grabbed the girl. The two men dragged her kicking wildly to a spot near the center of the room. In a few seconds, she was naked. No one moved as her wrists were shackled and she was lifted off her feet to hang from a ceiling hook hidden discretely behind a ceiling beam.
"No...nooo...please," she was crying mindlessly as they pulled her long legs apart and tied them to hooks built in to the wooden floor.
She was clearly American of college age...probably a convict.
"In case you're wondering," Charles said softly. "Sarah here was convicted of smuggling cocaine...and sentenced to eight years. She was trying to help her boyfriend pay for his tuition. It wasn't much weight and she probably would have gotten off if her parents had been able to hire a better lawyer. Judges are reluctant these days to send pretty girls to the Colony for obvious reasons. Our man in the PRA (Penal Reform Authority) Processing Center spotted her as soon as she got off the ship in Roseau and held her aside for us."
The girl, Sarah, was twisting again, desperately pointing her bare feet. One of the men stepped back, the other took out a ball gag.
"She apparently decided that she didn't want to spend her time with us and took off into the jungle, endangering herself--a very valuable possession of ours--and our men.
"Leave it off," Charles ordered pointing at the gag.
"Paola, you can serve the coffee now."
He signaled for the man to begin. Nick watched Congressman Presser's reaction. He seemed sympathetic towards the girl but generally okay with what was happening. Admirals Arthur and Elides looked as if they had just bitten into lemons.
"No...nooo...I wasn't...please," Sarah was screaming, directing her plea at Charles.
"Admiral Arthur is in charge of your punishment, Sarah," he said casually as he poured cream into his coffee. You should direct your explanation to him.
Surprised, the girl turned towards the Admiral, "Please, sir, I haven't done anything to deserve this. They took me from the dock. I wasn't supposed to be taken by them. Please, in the name of everything that's decent..."
The admiral turned his head away. Charles smiled and signaled for the man with the whip to begin.
Fiiist...whop...aieeee...owww...no...no more!
The girl's first scream could be heard in every room of the house. The man didn't stop.
Fiiist...whop...aieeee. Fiiist...whop...aieeee. Fiiist...whop...aieeee. Fiiist...whop...aieeee.
The two admirals had turned white. Presser had pulled his chair back and was crossing his legs, obviously to accommodate a hard-on.
The man stopped and waited for the girl to regain some composure then he started again.
Fiiist...whop...aieeee. Fiiist...whop...aieeee. Fiiist...whop...aieeee. Fiiist...whop...aieeee.
He stopped again. She was shuddering from her toes to her head as wave after wave of pain flowed through her body.
"Her endorphins will kick in soon," Charles explained in a neutral voice. "They are the body's natural painkillers. If you push them hard enough in just the right way, they can even turn pain into pleasure. Watch.
"Sarah's head was drooping down when the man shifted the whip to her front.
Fiiist...whop...aieeee. Fiiist...whop...aieeee. Fiiist...whop...aieeee. Fiiist...whop...aieeee.
She tossed her head back then stared fiercely at the man with the whip then turned to those watching from the table, her teeth bared. She was in the worst pain of her life but she was also enraged beyond any rational thought.
"Now this is interesting," Charles said quietly. "She's spirited. We look for that. It's something our buyer's want."
Fiiist...whop...aieeee. Fiiist...whop...aieeee. Fiiist...whop...aieeee. Fiiist...whop...aieeee.
The guard was concentrating his strokes on the undersides of her uplifted breasts, on her underarms. Suddenly, her labia started to twitch. The man shifted the whip to his other hand and took an electric vibrator being held out by his partner. He pushed it hard into her cunt then held it tightly, pushing on her ass from behind.
The effect was spectacular. She began to jerk her entire body in an orgasmic convulsion that the three men had obviously never seen before. They just didn't know that a woman was capable of such an extreme climax. It was as if they were watching her death throes. She finished the convulsions with an inhuman scream that was more like the cry of a wild animal than a human being.
Fiiist...whop...aieeee. Fiiist...whop...aieeee. Fiiist...whop...aieeee. Fiiist...whop...aieeee.
The whipping started again on her ass and the back of her thighs. Admiral Arthur cleared his throat as if he was about to say something then checked his watch. He wanted to appear shocked for the sake of his colleagues, but it was obvious that he was excited by what he was seeing. After twenty minutes and three more screaming climaxes, Charles ordered them to stop.
The guards carried Sarah out. She was mumbling something about her boyfriend.
Charles spoke, breaking the silence.
"You gentlemen will find everything you need in your rooms. I suggest that we meet here in the morning. If we have agreement in principle with our terms, we can spend the day showing you around. If not, you can spend a pleasant day on the porch until your chopper returns."
"Would anyone care to join me for an after dinner drink and a cigar?"

***

Admiral Arthur was a little drunk when he walked into his room. The girl's whipping had shaken him more than he let on. It had shaken all of them. This was a dirty business, dealing with these, well, these fucking slavers, but he was committed. They desperately needed their help. He had not disclosed everything about their situation. There was also the matter of the Cuban attack on Key West. They needed to fill the power vacuum in Florida with someone, even if it was with American pirates.
He also needed to swallow his distaste for them and for this assignment. Sometimes in situations like these you needed to do things that were detestable, even bargain with a bunch of fucking sadists. That's what they were...look what they'd done to that girl--Sarah. Charles had tried to pin the blame for her torture on him, but everyone knew that he had no choice.
He undressed slowly and walked into the bathroom to piss. The light switch was on the wall and he turned it on then froze. The bathroom was a standard affair with a toilet and a sink, but this one had one other feature, one other disturbing feature. The room came with a wooden stock complete with a naked young women in its confines.
His first reaction was anger--they were being manipulated--than he began to study the bondage. Her head and wrists were firmly locked in the wood that held her face on the other side of the wood, away from him. There was no way for her to turn and see him. On his side of the stock were her naked torso and her legs. Every few seconds, she would step up onto her toes presumably, he thought, in an attempt to relieve the pain in her shoulders and back. She had probably been here for hours. He looked down at her perfect round ass. They had positioned her head slightly below the horizontal, forcing her ass cheeks to open, exposing her labia and asshole on a fairly constant basis.
Admiral Arthur stepped gingerly out of the room and closed the door. His heart was pounding with...with what? He wondered. This place was...it was beyond repulsive. They had no respect for women or for him. He waited until his breathing had calmed then sat back on the bed and thought about the girl in the other room. There was no way that he was going to play their game. He would ignore her or better yet, let her go...show them that there were decent men in the world.
There was one small problem with his plan he realized as he considered his options, he still badly needed to take a piss. Okay, she can't see me, I'll just go back inside and piss. There's nothing untoward in that.
He walked back into the room determined not to look at her ass, her legs. She stiffened when the light came on but made no sound. The Admiral stood at the toilet and waited, holding his dick, feeling ridiculous. After a few seconds, his eyes settled back on her asshole. It was the most beautiful, most appealing hole he had ever seen. His wife of twenty years had never allowed him to get anywhere near her ass...or her mouth. He had always wondered what it would be like...
He began to piss then took a deep breath and shook off the last few drops. There was a bottle of oil on the sink. Its purpose was obvious. I can't! He told himself. I'm not that kind of person...their kind of person, but he remained in place in the bathroom holding his dick. He could hear the girl breathing then she twisted. Later, he told himself that he might have walked out if it wasn't for those twisting hips.
It was too much to stand. He grabbed the bottle and rubbed the oil over his cock. Without thinking he pushed it into the round pink hole that he imagined was puckering, beckoning to him.
It remained firmly closed, but he continued with the pressure, instinctively knowing that it would open. In seconds he could feel it puckering for real and he pushed harder. She was moving now, her feet dancing a kind of tattoo on the stone floor. In seconds, he was inside then deeper and deeper. It felt...incredible. He could feel her sphincter closing and opening in an orgasmic rhythm that pushed away all other feelings. Without conscious thought, he began to spank her ass cheek, softly at first then with real force and violence as his lust grew. Admiral Arthur's climax was spectacular. The best of his life, he decided later lying in his bed in the dark.
The girl was still in the stocks. He could hear her moaning occasionally from the pain of her position, from his sodomy, perhaps also from the lingering pain of his spanking. He couldn't sleep with her suffering in the next room. He returned to the bathroom and stared at the wrist cuffs hanging on the back of the stock.
Whatever...I've already fucked her in the ass. What could be worse? He thought then reached over and unlocked the stock, gently pulling her arms behind and locking them in place with the cuffs. She didn't resist. When he was finished, she slipped down to her knees on the backroom floor then looked up at him with a gorgeous irresistible mouth that was half open, beckoning. This time Arthur didn't hesitate.
In the morning, after they had fucked again, he unlocked her shackles and watched as she moved into corner and resumed the position on her knees. He was already longing for the feel of her body, for the ecstasy of her submission.
Admiral Arthur dressed quickly then sat on the edge of his bed staring at the girl, no longer so sure that he was the better man.

***

Congressman Presser walked down for breakfast at 6:00 a.m., an hour before the sun was scheduled to rise. He had finished with the amazing girl he found in his room, leaving her sore but smiling as he walked out the door. She hadn't spoken a word of English, but they hadn't needed any words. Seated at the dining room table was an incredible blond dressed in camouflage fatigues.
"Morning," Presser said, hiding his surprise.
Jeri looked up from her grapefruit. "Good morning, Congressman."
"I'm afraid you have me at a disadvantage," he said, trying to keep his surprise hidden. He had thought that all the women, at least all of the beautiful women at Purgatory were treated the same.
"Jeri, Jeri Kerstin," she replied easily. "I'm Nick's...assistant."
Presser nodded as if this was a reasonable explanation and extended his hand then ordered two lightly scrambled eyes and dry toast from the kitchen attendant.
"I didn't know that there were any woman...on the staff here."
Jeri shrugged but didn't provide any more personal information.
"Nick filled me in on the proposed contract," she said. "What's your role in this deal, Congressman?"
"I've been asked to take over from the guy now running the Friends of Florida. They think that I'm a reasonable next choice in the line of succession. The real reason is that they couldn't find anyone else to take the job."
Jeri nodded again and smiled. "...the line of succession?"
"Yes, at least that's the way the government will try and spin it when the time is right. I've only been in Congress two years...but I really was elected from a Florida district," he added smiling.
For some reason her smile broadened. The man had a way of engaging with people that she found...interesting.
"I guess we'll be working together if Charles and Nick accept the deal," she said rising.
"I'll look forward to that, Jeri."
She walked away wiggling her tight ass in a way that she hadn't done in years.

***

Admiral Arthur knew he was a hypocrite. He had fucked the girl in his room as thoroughly as anyone else could have done. He had even used bondage and discipline to take their lovemaking to heights that he had never imagined. But there were limits even for a hypocrite.
He raised his head and looked up at the two hard asses facing him, at their long muscled legs and bare backs. These were pony girls...real girls harnessed to the sulky in which he was sitting. A cameraman stood a short distance away recording everything.
"You understand my position, Admiral," Charles was saying as he stood off to the side. "I need a video record of the government's complicity in this business. Without that, I'm at the mercy of anyone in Washington who wants to declare war on me...at least until there's a new administration in power."
The Admiral turned toward him with a scowl. He had a strong suspicion that Charles Deforge was playing with them. It wasn't at all clear that a video record of their visit was going to affect the American government at all. They could just claim that the three of them had come to Dominica on their own for a depraved junket. How was this linking the government to the plot?
"Just take the reins and pull in the direction you want to go. Use the whip if they get rambunctious."
The Admiral could hear the scorn in his voice. He knew that even if the video had some evidentiary value, Deforge was playing with them, demonstrating that they were as depraved as he was.
He was about to exit the sulky when the girl on the left turned her head and stared at him. She had an interesting and beautiful face, but it was the look in her eyes that stopped him. She was smiling over the bit in her mouth, mocking his weakness, the timidity that kept him from taking any action to use them in the way they were accustomed.
Suddenly he understood something important about Purgatory. The girls here for the most part wanted to be used badly. This was their life now. They might have resisted their subjugation, some of them might still be resisting it, but it didn't matter. If they wanted to live, to survive, they needed to change, to become what the men here wanted.
There was something more, something sexual. Every girl he'd seen seemed alive, fearful but also excited about life in a way that he had never seen among ordinary women. They were getting off on this! He realized. They might have been forced into the life, but now that it was here for them, they were stimulated by it...and that stimulation translated into a sexuality that simply could not be equaled in the world where women were the same as men.
The girl's eyes flashed once, taunting him for his weakness and without thinking he lifted the carriage whip and laid it across the back of her legs. She jumped and turned her head back to the front.
"Just take the reins, Admiral, and guide them. The whip is mostly for giving audible signals about what you want them to do. You should refrain from using it on them while they're doing what they're supposed to do. It's not good form."
"Fuck you!" he said, snapping the reins on their bare backs.
The carriage moved down the path as he accustomed himself to the mechanics of directing their efforts. The one on the left deserves a whipping he told himself and he would see that she got it before he left. He wanted to see that smile whipped...wiped off her face.
The whip snapped painfully at their bare thighs as he steered the cart down the path. 







7 - Anchors Aweigh

 
The USS Benjamin Franklin (PC1065) arrived at Purgatory three weeks later. She was docked in the newly constructed, 175-foot long, 10-foot deep slip hidden at the back of the plantation's cove. The slip had been constructed in a week by Seabees working off a U.S. naval construction vessel equipped with a 5-ton drag-shovel and a hydraulic cement pump.
Charles had been greatly impressed at the speed and efficiency of the Seabees. The dock was a perfect home for the 330 ton Benjamin Franklin which arrived a week later. Nick had chosen the Franklin because of her shallow 7.5-foot draft. He figured that for their purposes they needed a vessel that could get close in to the shore. In fact, she was a lot more than a shallow draft ship. The Franklin was a Cyclone class U.S. Navy patrol boat with four 6,000-horsepower gas-turbine engines that could accelerate the ship to 35 knots, and two oversized rudders that could turn her a full 360-degrees in less than 200 meters.
"It's no battleship," he had explained to Charles, "but we don't need that kind of firepower. What we need something fast that can get in and out quickly and fight back if attacked. The Cyclone-class boats pack a hell of a lot of punch. She's perfect for us."
The name on the side of her black hull now read Dolphin and her papers declared that she was a legally registered Panamanian coastal freighter. There were hundreds of these plying the profitable short routes between Atlantic coastal cities. The deception was further enhanced by new deck-works that hid her guns and made her look like she was carrying freight. None of this subterfuge would hold up long in a real search, but it was more than enough to allow the Dolphin to roam the Atlantic coast unmolested.
Purgatory Plantation was now, for all practical purposes, the home of American privateers, complete with a hidden Caribbean base and a motley crew of misfits. The only thing they lacked were legitimizing letters-of-marque-and-reprisal from an established government. But Charles wasn't worried about that, he knew that he could add that back onto his list of demands once the Florida operation started, not that a piece of paper was going to make that much difference if (and when) they were disavowed.
It was all part of the cat-and-mouse game they were playing with the government. In fact, privateers had operated out of these waters for almost 200 years taking slaves and other bootie off ships like pirates...but with the permission of upstanding governments. Of course, few governments actually owned up to having licensed their privateers when push came to shove, but in those days everyone knew the truth. Holding onto the high moral ground when the shit was hitting the fan was hard even for a law abiding country.
Not that the U.S. government went totally insane in their license with Purgatory. By agreement with the admirals, the Ben Franklin's Stinger missiles and her highly classified electronic-warfare systems had been removed. What were left were two 25mm Mk-38 machine guns, two .50 caliber machine guns, and two Mk-19 automatic grenade launchers--perfect armament for Nick's purposes. The only thing he was worried about was the crew. Finding 4 competent officers and 25 trained crewman from the Colony's exile population to handle such a thoroughbred was not going to be easy. Nick had assigned Keith Jones the job and he was already scouring the islands looking for former Navy men.
Once the crew had some experience, the ship would make them unstoppable in South America. They could harvest girls from slums as far away as Argentina and Chile. They could even intercept ships at sea if the circumstances were right. It was a formidable addition to their armory.

***

The first contingent of 350 fighters landed quietly in Florida at Titusville Beach in October, almost a year after Hurricane Carla. Nick had crammed them and their equipment into every inch of available space aboard the Dolphin. He wanted to be able to defend the initial beachhead while they waited for the next three waves of men.
The trip had taken took two days, but everyone was happy to finally reach dry land. That good feeling disappeared quickly as they began to explore the town. Most of the inhabitants had fled south looking for food and those left behind survived by scavenging for canned food and other useful detritus from better days. Most of those who had left went to the newly created swamps just west of Miami and Ft. Lauderdale where mountains of garbage existed. This was the remains of those cities which had been picked up and pushed inland by Carla's surge.
The people who stayed were in terrible shape--human skeletons sustained refuse and whatever they could take out of the ocean. They thought the Purgatory men were from the People's Militia and for the most part steered clear. Nick didn't want this impression corrected at least for the time being and ordered his men to stay away from the town and its inhabitants.
"We're going to need some intelligence on what's going on around here," he told Jeri, "before we start anything."
Jeri nodded. Even in her combat fatigues she looked magnificent. She had been a stripper in Las Vegas who had gotten into debt trouble with the Russian Bratva. She and Nick had met in Montana at their U.S. headquarters. When Chechens had attacked the location, Jeri had fought with him, saving his life several times. She had also proven herself to be a gifted marksman and sniper-spotter. Since then he'd been training her as his sniper backup.
"These people are in bad shape, Nick. No wonder they are such easy prey for the vultures."
Congressman Presser who had been standing in the back of the room, stepped up to the map table. He had decided to go in with the first wave of Purgatory men "to understand the political situation." Nick had agreed, they needed to understand what was happening before taking any kind of action.
"Sticking to the coastal towns after a hurricane wasn't such a great strategy for these people," Nick said slowly. "They should have all moved inland. The food is more plentiful and easier to get.
Fishing sounds easy until you need to do it to survive. It takes generations of experience to be successful."
"It's hard to leave your home," Presser interjected, "especially when the world has turned upside down."
Jeri frowned and shook her head, "There are lots of hard things that people have to do, Frank. They are all going to die here unless they get some balls."
"Not everyone has balls your size, Jeri," he shot back.
Nick stepped physically between them to end the debate. Frank Presser had been surprisingly helpful in this military aspects of the operation. Nick still had questions about the man, but he seemed to have a real feel for this kinds of operation. He also knew when to just hang out in the background and when to interrupt...except when Jeri was involved. They seemed to have some kind of contest going along with an obvious dislike.
"Take a few good men and start canvassing the area," he ordered Jeri. "Don't go any further than two day's travel from here. I want to know how Scope's militia operates, where they're based, how well they're armed, all the standard stuff. Mostly I want to know if there's any way for us to get to the head guy himself. It would sure be nice to end this with a well-placed bullet rather than slug it out with these guys in the swamp...not to mention the fact that they outnumber us twenty-to-one."
Jeri nodded but didn't say anything.
"Frank and I are going to stay her and start figuring out the logistics for this 'campaign.' I figure it will take another three weeks to get enough men here to make a difference. They are going to need to be fed and housed. When you get back, we'll figure out some kind of plan-of-attack."
Jeri glanced at Frank as if hesitant to ask her question with him in the room.
"What about 'spoils,' Nick? Some of the men have been asking if they can start taking...spoils. We can use the ship to get...the spoils back. She's empty on the return trips."
Presser remained quiet. It was obvious that he was opposed to the slaving operation, especially since it was taking place on American soil, but he had no better answer. Nick thought about the question for a minute.
"Not yet, at least on a wholesale basis. I don't want our men distracted while we're still trying to understand what we're up against. Let wait until we have the intelligence. If they come across anything especially valuable though, they shouldn't hesitate. Just make sure it doesn't interfere."
Jeri nodded, picked up her weapon, and walked towards the tent opening.
"So far, it looks like slim pickings as far as spoils are concerned," she said unnecessarily. "I hope we don't end up doing all this as a patriotic duty." She was staring directly at Presser as she spoke.
"I don't think you have anything to worry about on that score, Jeri. There were 25 million people in this state. I'm sure a few of them will meet your high standards."
She smiled meanly and walked out into the humid Florida sunshine wondering why she enjoyed taunting him over the slaving operations. "This is the way things are now, Frank," she whispered then wondered if it was only her or if the entire world gone mad.

***

Jeri crawled half-a mile through oozing mud up then pushed herself to the top of the steep bank. She didn't need to get this close to see what was going on in the town square, they had excellent field glasses, but she did need to do it to hear. She jammed her feet into small crevasses then grabbed the base of a small bush and raised her head over the edge.
The journey here had been a nightmare. It seemed as if the entire state of Florida was underwater. The hurricane had dropped enormous amount of rain onto the land then pushed on even more seawater. The result was a huge number of deep interconnected lakes. She had wondered why they hadn't drained in the year that followed then realized that they couldn't drain. The elevated rail beds, roadways, dykes, levees, and towns had created barriers that locked in the water. The lakes were largely the result of human terraforming not nature. Only 10% of the land that was previously dry was still above water.
And it was getting worse not better. Every time it rained, the inland lakes got bigger and more permanent; every time the tide came in, the saltwater eroded more of the land that had previously held back the sea. She hadn't seen much, but from what she had seen she was convinced that Florida was slowly but surely becoming an archipelago.
She raised herself higher and peeked through the bush. The sun had only been up about half-an-hour, but there was already a sizeable crowd assembled. They looked like farm workers. At the far end was a flatbed truck, the kind used for towing cars, parked under a large oak tree. The truck didn't look as if it was still operational rather it appeared that someone had pushed it into its position under the tree. She could see a number of people sitting on the truck bed. What was going on? She wondered. What could be so important that the whole town needed to meet this early in the morning?
She turned back to the lake and looked out over the water. She hoped the three men she'd brought along were remaining alert. If she needed to hightail it out of here, they would have to provide covering fire. She rested her arms, putting her head back into the mud to wait for whatever event the crowd was awaiting.
She knew that the military implication of the extensive flooding was enormously significant. Roads were gone--highways, secondary roads, back roads, walking paths--they had all been rendered useless as transportation infrastructure by the water. This should mean that boats would be a good alternative, but this was also going to be tricky. The embankments that kept the water trapped made navigation a hit or miss proposition. One could travel for miles across the water only to find the way blocked by a causeway or a levee. A heavy boat, like one needed to move a sizeable military unit, would be difficult to get over these blockages.
The other option, motorcycles, which the militia seemed to use to great effect, had more promise. Although it was still incredibly difficult to navigate, since you were up high on the crests you could see for a long ways where the embankments were headed. This would prevent the problem inherent with a boat which was to travel for miles only to find your water path blocked by land.
Of course, the Purgatory force didn't have either kind of conveyance, which meant that they were going to need to walk everywhere. Nick wasn't going to like that. He preferred speed and stealth. Marching an army of men who were visible for hours into an enemy strongpoint just wasn't his cup of tea. But how else could he bring the fight to the People's Militia? She wondered. They seemed to have an abundance of motorcycles. Even worse, they had clearly been mapping the new topology of the land for months which meant that they could move around over long distances without get lost.
They had all the advantages--mobility, numbers, and generally speaking the support of the people. Nick wasn't going to like the intelligence she had gathered. What had seemed like a reasonable task a week ago was turning into a nightmare. She was also skeptical that it would be that easy to capture slaves either. Everyone was nervous. People didn't welcome strangers anymore and they were violent, more violent than any modern community she'd ever encountered.
"Quiet...QUIET!" she heard a man's voice shout.
She popped her head up. He was standing on top of the truck facing to the crowd.
"You people know why we're here," he shouted. "Y'all caught these six taking food outa your warehouse. You tried 'em and found 'em guilty of a capital crime 'gainst the people. We're here now to make 'em pay the penalty Y'ALL laid on 'em."
He paused and looked back at the six on the truck. For the first time Jeri noticed that their hands were bound behind their backs.
Had there really been a trial here? ...A fair one? Had the people themselves really condemned these six to die...for stealing food. If they were wandering, the six were probably starving. Are they executing starving people now for stealing food? ...By whose authority?
The crowd didn't seem that bloodthirsty in fact many of them appeared to be quietly crying.
"After questionin' them, I decided that one a the girls was just brought along by her friend...she didn't really know what they were 'bout. So, by the authority vested in me by the Friends of Florida and by Friend Scopes, I have commuted her sentence to ten-years at hard labor."
There was a slight murmur of dissent from the crowd.
"...Believe me, she'll get what's comin' to her," he said. "But it ain't fair to hang someone who didn't know what they wuz about."
There was more angry buzzing from the crowd but the man ignored it. Jeri couldn't figure it out. It sounded like his pardon was fair and merciful. Why was the crowd objecting, being so bloodthirsty?
He signaled to one of his men to take the girl back to where their bikes were parked. Jeri could see that under the mud and grime on her clothes that she was attractive with blond hair and a well-formed body.
There was more murmured dissent from the crowd and armed men, maybe six of them walked around from the back of the truck and stood between the speaker and the crowd. They took several steps forward, their weapons pointed at the ground but also at the ready. Jeri knew that assault rifles would make short work of the hundred people or so gathered to watch. The angry noise stopped.
Another of the bikers jumped onto the truck bed and dragged a man roughly to his feet. The man was about thirty with a scraggly beard and a new scar down one side of his face. The biker began to carefully unbutton his shirt and pull it off his shoulders then he bent down and untied his shoes.
"Clothes are scarce nowadays," the leader explained. "People bein' hanged don't need 'em no more and they get ruined if we don't do it first."
The man being stripped tried to pull away as his pants were being pulled down. A second biker jumped up to help. In seconds they had him stripped of everything except his shirt which was hanging from his bound hands.
One of the men on the ground swung a rope noose up to the truck bed. The other end had been secured to one of the oak's horizontal boughs. The biker on the truck caught the noose and slipped it quickly over the naked man's head then without hesitation pushed him off the side of the truck.
The man swung by his neck desperately trying to use his bare feet to regain a footing on the truck but there wasn't enough momentum in his swing. Seeing this, he tried frantically to bring his bound hands around to the front which was also hopeless. In the end, he stiffened his neck and tried to hold off the tightening with corded muscles, but the noose was stronger and relentless. In less than a minute, he was jerking wildly trying to pull air into his strangling lungs. It was horrible to watch him dancing in the air. In another minute he was still...dead.
Jeri watched the faces of the bikers as the man strangled. They were indifferent. Nor did they react when he vacated himself or when his body forced his cock into a stiff erection. It was obvious that they had seen it all before, many times.
The biker on the ground gave a final tug then lifted his feet while another used a ladder to untie the noose. When it was free he swung it back to the man on the truck bed. The second condemned man put up a fierce fight as he was being undressed. One of the bikers smashed him in the kidneys with a rifle butt, careful to cause paralyzing pain but not a loss of consciousness. It was clear that this team of executioners was highly experienced. The third to be executed was a woman. They stripped her just as casually as they had the men.  Jeri thought that she was just as attractive as the one who'd been pardoned.
The leader could only get away with pulling one out of the lot being executed, she realized suddenly. Two pretty girls would have caused too much of a ruckus. This one is dying so that he can maintain good relationships with the town folk.
The girl screamed as she was pushed over the edge. She swung for several minutes, a lot longer than the men, before finally doing her death dance. She had been too light, Jeri thought with gruesome logic. A heavy noose that's good for a man's weight won't work that well for a light woman. They don't care, she realized suddenly. As long as she's dead, how long she suffers doesn't matters.
Jeri slipped back down the bank and began to crawl back to where her men were waiting. She could spend a few more days gathering more information, but she had learned enough especially today. She was also tired of walking long miles on these damn levees.

***

The ambush was flawlessly planned and executed. The first three bikers in the execution team were decapitated by the wire. Nick had taught her to always carry a small role of thin wire when you were in Indian territory.
"You'd be surprised how much damage you can do with a role of wire," he had said then proceeded to teach her a dozen ways to kill a man with wire. "The only thing that's more useful than wire is duct tape... It's all about imagination, Jeri, putting yourself realistically in the other guy's shoes and carefully imagining what he's going to see, what he's going to think, and how he's going to react. Nine out of ten times, you're going to be right; when you're not, you go to your backup plan. For Nick, the backup was usually a bullet in the head or a knife opening an artery."
"You're out here to kill the enemy. If you have a problem with that, don't go into the field. It's as simple as that. Once you are in it, focus as if your life depended on it, cause it does."
Nick had spent a decade in the field as a Marine Recon Sniper, completing close to a thousand impossible missions. She couldn't imagine the kind of skill and mental strength it took to acquire such a record of success. He attributed most of it to his spotter, Jack Monroe, who Nick claimed was the meanest mother fucker and the smartest tactical planner in the history of the Marine Corp.
"...Saved our lives a hundred times by using his brain first," he had said. "He also knew when and what to kill. That's why I choose you as his successor, Jeri. You got his brains and his guts and nearly as good an eye. What more could I want in a woman?"
That was the moment they stopped fucking.
Tara, Nick's slave-woman back at Purgatory, was somehow related to Jack Monroe--probably his daughter she guessed based on age--but she had never gotten the full story about how she came to be with Nick.
"It's in the forgettable past," he had said when she pressed. That was how he dealt with most of his personal history--by consigning it to the "forgettable past" and refusing to discuss it, ever.
She heard three quick pops from her left and knew that the three bikers bringing up the rear of their column had been dispatched by her man who was armed with a silenced rifle. That left the four in the middle. They had already dropped their bikes in good order and armed their weapons. They were decent fighters...disciplined, she though, adding this to her packet of intelligence.
Jeri took aim on the first man with her sniper rifle and shot him twice between the eyes. The second made the mistake of letting his foot show from behind his chopper; she took off the foot with her first shot then put a hole in his head with the second. The third man abandoned his cover and tried to escape into the nearby water. Jeri's wing man cut him nearly in half with his Bushmaster. While this was happening, the leader from the flatbed remounted his bike and was speeding away, ducking under the wire before she or anyone could get off a good shot.
Jeri didn't get excited, she just sat on the ground in a good shooting position and waited until he had cleared the trees and was on the causeway. He was far away but in profile. ...Probably thinks he's safe, she thought, as she put a hole in the bottom of his gas tank. With practiced skill, she quickly removed her clip, ejected the round in the chamber, and loaded a yellow incendiary round. The shot ignited the leaking gasoline which had spilled over the riders legs. He looked like a rocket for another hundred yards before slowing and trying to stamp out the flames burning off layer after layer of skin.
It would have been smarter for him to use the last of his strength to accelerate into the water, she thought as she watched him burn. She could have easily ended his agony with another bullet but decided not to do it in memory of those he'd just hanged.
"Fucker!" Jeri said as she watched his arms and legs flailing in the air. She had no compunction about causing pain when it had a purpose. Certainly none for someone who had demonstrated such evil.
The girl who had been spared from hanging was lying on the ground, shaking. She had been hooded with her wrists and ankles tied then slung over the back of the cycle like saddlebags. Jeri removed the hood and sat her up against a tree. She didn't remove the bondage.
"What's your name?" she asked in a soothing voice.
"Ma...Ma...Margaret," she answered, sobbing, shaking out her hair which fell in heaps on her shoulders. The girl was gaunt but unusually attractive even after her ordeal.
"I have a few questions for you, Margaret. Okay?"
She seemed to steady herself then nodded her head. It was obvious that she was still trying to determine if she was going to survive or not. There was a look of controlled panic in her eyes.
"Where were those men taking you, Margaret?" Jeri asked.
The girl stared at her then whispered "Melancholy" as if the word itself was something to fear. That's where they take the ones they want for...sex." She looked confused. "Everyone knows that..."
Jeri smiled in a comforting way, "We're new to these parts... What is Melancholy? Is that the name of a place, a town? Do you know where it is?"
The girl shrugged, somehow aware now that they didn't intend to kill her. "It's a town about 50 miles south. You used to get there by taking route 4 to Barlow and heading west, but now...who knows? No one knows how to get anywhere anymore. Most everyone who wanders gets lost."
"Were you a wanderer? Did you steal the food from the warehouse?"
"We didn't hurt nobody, ever. We just didn't want to work on the farms. We only took a little food," she said, frightened. "Just 'nough for a week or so. We wuz starvin'. They got a whole building full of rice."
"Why didn't you just work for it if you were starving...join the farm?" Jeri asked honestly confused. Farming was hard work, but it had to be a lot better than hanging.
"The others...they didn't want to become farm slaves. Them people get worked to death and the fields ain't safe...got debris in them, snakes, even gators. The debris causes cuts and without medicine, people die. We just figured we could survive longer bein' free."
"You mean the entire group...?"
"Me and my friend, Jenny. We didn't want to go to a farm because girls like us all get taken to Melancholy and...and the girls there sometimes end up bein' nailed to a cross like Jesus."
Jenny must have been the other attractive girl in the group, the one that was hanged. Jeri didn't understand the biblical reference to Jesus on a cross.
"Can't people leave a farm when they want?"
The girl shook her head no, "You leave and they will hang you. The Militia says that everyone has to do their part...that there are a lot of people starving to death...that if people like us are allowed to do whatever we want, everyone is going to starve."
"Does everyone in the Militia have one of these motorcycles?" she asked pointing back towards the abandoned bikes.
"All the militiamen I've seen move around on their bikes. There's no other good way to get from place to place. There's usually about ten or twelve of them in a group...half of them on trail bikes the other half on those big ones. Except for the Harleymen, they all ride hogs...big loud Harleys. They are really scary."
Jeri stood up then paused to think. This made sense. Sometimes they would need the lighter trail bikes to maneuver around the road junk that was everywhere. They probably used the heavier bikes, the Harleys and big Hondas for carrying or pulling stuff.
Casually, she looked down at Margaret and asked the girl the most important question of her young life, "Can you drive a motorcycle, Margaret?"
She shook her head no.
"That's too bad..." Geri answered. "A chopper would have bought your freedom today."
The biker leader's random decision at the truck had saved her from hanging, unlike her friend, but her inability to drive a motorcycle had condemned her to slavery. Things kind of even out in the end, Jeri thought.
She turned back to the man waiting behind, "Pick out two of the Harleys and two of the dirt bikes. We're going back, riding back. Margaret here is coming with us, leave her hands tied but you can take the rope off her feet. Wheel the other bikes into the water. No need to fuss with the bodies," she looked around at the men lying dead on the soft ground, "the gators will take care of them soon enough. She could already hear swirling sounds in the nearby water--a sure sign that there were animals moving.
Young Margret Thornton was the first Floridian to be harvested during the Purgatory operation. She wouldn't be the last. 







8 - Melancholy Florida

 

"It's a small town about a hundred miles to the west and south. Says here that it's about ten miles from the northern edge of the Corkscrew Swamp. It gives road directions."
One of Nick's officers was reading from a computer terminal that was connected wirelessly to the satellite phone in the ship.
"Road directions won't do us any good," Jeri interjected. "There are no passable roads anymore; that the only way to get around is by motorcycle or by foot.
"What good is the stuff we get off the web? It's all out of date."
Nick looked at those sitting and standing around the tent. Gathering intelligence from the internet was a lot easier than acquiring it by other means especially one that involved sending men into the field. They are getting restless, he thought. They need to be used.
He had lifted the ban on acquiring slaves, really just to keep the men busy. The fifty they had bagged, including Margaret Thornton, had just today been sent back to Purgatory on the Dolphin. They had been taken by the patrols in the local area, but it was played out.
Jeri had objected at first to sending the girls back thinking that they might still be able to use them for more intelligence, but Nick had insisted. He didn't want the men becoming comfortable. He also didn't want their girls retaken by the bikers, Jeri realized later. They just didn't have enough men to defend this position and if they were attacked in force...
"Melancholy...," Nick repeated absently, "what kind of fucking name is that for a town? It's these swamp people. They don't think twice about sticking a town with a fucked up name like that."
Jeri knew that he was frustrated. Trying to put some kind of takeover plan together was even more difficult than any of them had imagined. The Friends of Florida had used the disaster to gain control of the entire central Florida area. They had turned a million or two survivors into slaves. What was worse was that they had done it with their consent.
Jeri's initial assessment had proven to be accurate. Even though they had stolen a few thousand good-looking girls and enacted some questionable laws, the Friends of Florida still had overwhelming support from the populace. Most people just didn't care about those things...what counted was that the Friends had saved them when no one else had lifted a finger to help. They were also providing the food, water, and shelter they needed to survive.
She was also right about the People's Militia--it was a mobile force twenty times their size. It was also a well-armed force that had wisely spent its time learning the new lay of the land. They had the maps and the navigational intelligence needed to move tactical forces from place to place quickly, certainly much faster than Nick could deploy.
They had spent weeks discussing various options. Nick knew that the time had come to either act or to pull back. The men were tired of the indecision and now unsure that the spoils that were promised could be obtained at a reasonable cost.
Frank Presser sat quietly in the corner. He thought the same as Nick--it was time to act or to leave, but he had no good suggestions beyond the risky plans they had already discussed. He was also hesitant to put forward any opinions with Jeri in the tent. She was getting more indignant about his participation on the military planning, dropping hints and constantly insinuating that he should deal with the political stuff and leave the military planning to those with more experience.
Nick didn't agree but he also didn't want to lose Jeri's insights. He's here, taking the same risks as they were and contributing. He couldn't understand why Jeri and Frank's were always at each other's throats...why their exchanges were so vitriolic. Presser could have remained on Dominica until the fighting was resolved or even in Washington. There was something to be said for someone who...
"We can't go in by motorcycle, we don't have enough machines." Jeri was pacing as she spoke. "We can't go in by foot. We don't even know how to get to this place. We'd get murdered on the crests if we tried to map the routes. It would be like target practice for the Militia. The way these water barriers work, the route into their lair could be a fucking maze, a labyrinth a hundred miles long. We could spend a month trying to find a way in."
She moved around the tent as if possessed. Frank watched her rant.
"Okay, here it is," Nick said quietly. "We need to do what the Cong did in Vietnam. We need to use the villages, get them to come to us. When they do, we need to hide behind the villagers until we can take them, until we can kill them. This will get their friends to come out for us.
"Once they come for us, we need to track them to learn the way in to Melancholy. We wouldn't have to disrupt them everywhere, just at the farms. Food is the key; the ones who control the food, control the people. There are probably just a dozen farms in this area that we would need to cover."
Nick looked at Jeri, "Like you said, tracking them is going to be the problem. I'm pretty sure that no one travels directly to and from Melancholy. They use intermediaries. There's at least one security ring around Melancholy where only those closest to Scopes are allowed inside.
"That's what I would do, I'm sure this guy has thought of it as well. Running something like this from a fixed location is fatal unless you build in layers of protection. This means that we need to track the bastards down a number of blind alleys.
"The plan has holes. So what if we kill a few of their men, take a few of their bikes. As soon as Scopes sees what's happening, he goes on the warpath and sends out massive mobile columns armed to the teeth. We can't win in a fight like that. They would wipe us out."
The tent was silent then Presser spoke up from the back.
"You're right, we do need to stir the hive, Nick; stir it enough so that we can track the activity in and out of the hive and find out how to approach. Once we have followed enough of their death squads on the trails, we can triangulate the exact route to their headquarters.
"We also know that Friend Scopes has dispersed the bulk of his troops. There's no way that he could control this much territory from a single location especially with no good roads or communication. I also think that you're right about Melancholy itself. The men he has in his immediate vicinity are his closest followers. Others are kept away by a series of security rings. Once you break into the inside ring, you will have a fighting chance of winning this thing."
"All of that is fucking obvious, professor. What we need to figure out is how to track their death squads on the trails. Do you have a brilliant idea for that?" Jeri asked sarcastically, with more distain in her voice than she intended.
"With a satellite, pretty lady," he answered staring directly into her eyes. Get me onto that ship when it returns and I can assemble the satellite images of motorcycle sighting into a route map."
"Satellite!" Jeri repeated contemptuously. "What do you want to do, launch one from Cape Kennedy?"
Nick was suddenly listening intently.
"We have friends in high places in the military, correct?” he asked Nick. "Sounds to me like we need to use those connections now no matter what was agreed."
Nick looked over at him then at Jeri, who was trying to hide her pique behind an indifferent expression. What was going on between them? He wondered then returned to the subject.
"You're right, Frank. We do...have friends...who do...have a satellite," Nick answered while he was thinking. "They won't like us asking, but they would like it a lot less if we failed here especially now that we know the way things are headed down here."
Nick was excited.
"Give me some time to put all of this together in my head. Thanks to Frank, I think we now have the missing piece we need, I just need to fit them together. Let's meet here again at 0600 when we're all fresh and work out the details."
Jeri turned and walked out of the tent. Nick knew she was steaming and wondered why. For the first time in weeks, he felt they had a chance if...if they could convince the Admiral to help. He hadn't been too happy when he left Purgatory.

***

"Listen, Frank," Jeri said flustered, "I think your idea of using the satellite was a good one, but you need to let Nick and me handle the operational details. Too many fucking cooks in the kitchen...you know? Okay?"
Presser stared at her without answering then turned and disappeared inside his tent. Jeri, furious, followed him inside, uninvited.
"It sounds to me like you're jealous, Jeri," he answered, watching her beautiful chin moving angrily. "Are you and Nick still involved...romantically? Is that why you want me to butt out."
"What the fuck do you know about any of this you, you civilian prick? You've been sitting behind a desk in Washington while all of this shit was happening while..."
Suddenly, he reached up and grabbed her hair, turning her head to the side for an open mouth kiss. Jeri was shocked but for some reason she suppressed her instinct to shove her knee into his balls. Instead, she pushed her tongue back against his in kind of fierce rejection of his assault.
But something had happened inside her brain in the milliseconds since he had turned from an enemy to... She had not had a man since Nick had made slave-love to her in Montana. That of course had stopped when he had accepted her as his spotter...his partner and she hadn't made love to anyone since, more than two years. She'd forgotten what it was like to be in the arms of a strong man, to feel his hard body against hers, to want him inside... Her urges were strong and long-suppressed.
"What's your angle, Congressman," Jeri asked breathlessly, pushing herself back with an enormous burst of self-control.
"Do I need an angle to want to make love to a beautiful woman?"
Jeri stared at him, her eyes blazing. There was always an angle. She had been a stripper in Las Vegas, she knew all there was to know about angles, about men with hidden agendas. Still it had felt good rubbing her body against his. She had felt...
This was a war zone. Either of them could be killed any moment. This might be the last time...
She stepped back and tore off her blouse as if challenging him to touch her again. He stood still with a half-smile on his face. She wanted more than anything to wipe that smirk off as she stood before him half naked, her hands at her side.
"You're the most beautiful woman I've ever known," he whispered quietly.
Jeri's eyes softened. She didn't want just any man inserting himself into her, knowing her most intimate thoughts, her desires.
"Are you man enough for me, Frank? I...I find it hard to just surrender. I've never done it straight," she said quietly. "I've always been tied up, even when Nick..."
Presser stepped in closer and pulled his belt from his pants. In seconds he had her arms secured behind then he reached knelt down and took off her jungle boots then her pants.
"You're a sexual-schizoid, Jeri," he said. "A born warrior during the day, a born slave at night. I can handle that just fine, the question is, can you?"
He had always had a taste for bondage-sex. It had been enriched and refined after spending the last few weeks in Purgatory. He now knew that he preferred bondage sex...with most women. But Jeri was different. She was a fierce fighter during the day, as fierce as any war fighter he'd ever met. Could she handle such a transformation? He knew there was something missing for her. Was this it? Did she long to be a sexual slave once again?
He pushed her down to her knees and she kissed his cock then slowly began to lick his shaft as if she was familiarizing herself with it. She did the same for his testicles, gently running them inside her mouth, making an animal-like sound that was totally indescribable. After a time, she took the head inside, rubbing the underside of his shaft with her rough tongue. He closed his eyes in almost a trancelike state. Gradually, she took all of him inside, pushing down hard so that his cock slipped in and out of her throat, all the time moving her lips, emulating the actions of a vagina.
She could feel him twitching as if electric shocks were passing through his body then he came in a powerful thrust of startling intensity. He ejaculated for several seconds then she sucked him dry and leaned back, head down, waiting.
Congressman Presser lifted her to her feet and bent her backwards, running his tongue inside her mouth, moving his hand from her hard breasts to her throbbing cunt. After a while he put her on the cot and tied her wrists and ankles to the wooden corners.
"Now let's see how much excitement YOU can take," he said as he began to play with her exposed and helpless body. It was the start of a night that neither of them would ever forget.

***

The Dolphin returned in five days and Frank Presser made his calls to Washington. It wasn't as easy as he'd predicted. The NSA, like most other government agencies, was being run by a skeleton staff these days, and hardly ready and able to assist. If it wasn't for the bull-headed support of Vice Admiral Arthur, now head of the CIA, Presser never would have succeeded and finally managed to get some results.
Within a few days, the NSA had retargeted its satellite on the town of Melancholy Florida and was feeding the images it acquired to the ship Dolphin under a top-secret umbrella. The real-time images from its cameras would be available to Presser aboard the Dolphin for 20 minutes every hour--the amount of time it would be overhead.
In the meantime, Nick and Jeri had reorganized the Purgatory force into eleven teams--one each for the big farms in the area and one to strike at Melancholy. This strike of course assumed that Presser was successful in discovering a feasible route. Jeri, Nick decided, would lead the team going up against the largest farm. Nick would hit Scope's headquarters with the Melancholy strike force as soon as the attacks on the farms had produced the expected intelligence regarding a route.
The plan certainly wasn't foolproof. There were a thousand things that could go wrong, but at least they had a plan now thanks to Presser and Admiral Arthur.
Jeri spent most of her personal time with him, relearning the other half of her complex personality. Despite the danger and the frustrations, her time in Titusville, thanks to Congressman Presser, was an unexpected treasure. Ironically, they continued to act like adversaries during the day until Nick finally blew his top.
"I don't know what the fuck is going on between you two," he shouted one day, "but I want it to stop NOW. You both have become too important to this mission to drop either or both, but I'm tired of acting as your fucking referee! Grow up!"
They were both embarrassed by the truth of his remarks. Their nighttime sex was inspired, but it left them both feeling guilty and blaming each other for those feelings.
Jeri was a completely different person at night in his bed. She craved the bondage; she wanted to give up control. Even though for them it was pure fantasy, the sex that came out of their play was explosive. Jeri began to think of herself, at least after dark, as belonging to him. Just the thought of it made her excited.
Obviously, as Frank had said, they overcompensated for it during the day, competing with each other as if they were trying to prove that they could simultaneously excel at both war and lovemaking. They finally declared a truce. It wasn't easy, but after a time they both able to repress their desire to one-up the other.
Their last night together, Presser urged her to turn over the farm assignment to someone else.
"You're too valuable as a planner, as a strategist, Jeri," he said persuasively. "Imagine what happens if you and Nick are both out of position to command and there are new developments. The entire campaign could go up in smoke. It's the wrong decision to put both of you in danger."
Jeri stretched her body like a cat. He had put her in their favorite position with her wrists and ankles tied to the four corners of the cot. During his conversation he alternated between using her mouth and her cunt. Unconsciously, he would move to her mouth whenever she tried to respond. Finally he settled on staying inside her, whispering in her ear.
"I can't imagine losing you," he said honestly.
Jeri squeezed her vagina hard on his cock, luxuriating in the feel of a powerful man inside. She had missed this. Could she continue to bifurcate her life into a daytime Jeri and a nighttime? It was a question that had occupied her thoughts since she and Frank had...come together.
"I owe him, Frank. Nick picked me out of thousands to be his...understudy. He never fucked me, not once, after that. Can you imagine being the only attractive woman among the thousands on Dominica to be free. He respected my skills. He respected me. It would have been infinitely easier for him to pick a man as his backup."
Frank stopped moving inside her.
"What are you telling me, that he's a saint for not enslaving you? You saved his fucking life. How did you expect him to respond?"
"By leaving me," she answered softly without hesitation. "That was the simplest and easiest way out for him. He could have just left me in Las Vegas."
He shook his head and pushed himself hard into her cunt over and over. She began to respond, breathing hard. In seconds, they both came with hard muscles gripping. It was a worthy goodbye-climax.
"I want you Jeri. I want you to stay with me, forever. I can't imagine my life without you."
She turned her head and whispered in his ear, "You own me, Frank. The person I am at night is all yours. But Nick owns me during the day. He has for a long time. You'll need to work it out with him."
He thought about that for a long time until the light from the rising sun showed through the tent's fabric walls.







9 - First Blood

 
The farm at Nobby's Hill was made up of twenty enormous rice paddies scattered around a small collection of farm buildings and barracks. It was managed by a small team of overseer's from the Friends of Florida. The backbreaking and dangerous work of planting, cultivating, and harvesting the rice was borne by the 3,000 workers who had been assigned, most of whom had fled from the nearby cities after the storm.
Within an hour after arrival, Jeri's men had neutralized the overseers without a shot being fired. She then ordered them to continue with business-as-usual under her watchful eye. The majority of the field workers didn't even know that someone else was now in charge.
What she had not realized was that business-as-usual on the farm involved a degree of violence and brutality that even exceeded that practiced in Purgatory. Everyone, for example, had a daily quota which, when missed, meant that someone was going to be punished, usually whipped mercilessly in public.
That was what was going on this morning as she watched covertly from a second story window. Two men and two women, selected at random from a planting team, were tied high to whipping posts, stripped to their waists, and lashed until blood poured from their backs. Everyone from their shift was forced to watch. How had things gotten so bad so fast, Jeri wondered, as she watched. This was hard to stomach and also hard to turn away.
For all the discipline that was practiced in Purgatory, she had never seen a drop of blood. She had never seen anyone injured to the degree that they needed medical attention. Still, was it all that different? She wondered as the lash cut into the girl's skin. In Purgatory they were training sex-slaves for sale; training them to obey, to react instinctively to a master's command, any command. How was it different?
She wanted to take the moral high ground, but she could only rationalize it by degree. Maybe that's an important aspect, she wondered. The degree would certainly be important to the girl now being whipped so savagely in the farmyard.
There were at least a hundred girls she had earmarked for Purgatory from the farm. Would their lives be better there? Should she leave them here at the farm?
Incredibly, she realized that the answer was yes. Just like the girls they took out of the Rio slums or the ones they took on the docks at Roseau. There were worse things than being a sex slave at Purgatory. Perhaps if these American girls could return to the lives they had had before Carla, things would be better for them. But that simply wasn't their current reality. They would either spend their lives working in a rice paddy or return with her to Dominica, to Purgatory. She knew the path she would choose for herself. It was all relative, even the most extreme circumstance was only extreme relative to the other options.
The girl’s screams penetrated the window glass and her thoughts. It was the desperate agony of someone being irreparably damaged. She had never heard such a scream before.
"We are different in Purgatory," she whispered to herself.
"Tell that fucking asshole to stop," she suddenly ordered the man at her side.
He stared at her for a second then walked quickly downstairs into the yard and whispered something into the overseer's ear. The man glanced up at the window then threw his long whip disdainfully into a storage shed. It was clear that he disagreed...a farm like this couldn't be run by people with weak stomachs.
"Fuck you, asshole," she whispered into the glass. When the strong prey on the weak, it's only the opinion of the strongest that matters, and right now that's me.
"I just hope that we are really stronger," she whispered aloud to herself, "and smarter."
She looked over at the girl's bloody back then focused on the other two men who had been whipped earlier. Their blood was still dripping on the ground turning the dried mud into a kind of red soup.
"Start picking out the girls we'll be taking with us," she yelled at another of her men standing nearby, "and begin to segregate them." She thought for a minute. "Have them assigned to the laundry for now.
"Once things start to pop," she added with a touch of guilt, "we're going to need to move out of here fast. I don't want us stumbling around for our...compensation when we're in such a hurry." She paused again. "And start to identify those among the workers who seem like leaders, those who can run this place once we leave. No sense leaving the farm without adequate supervision. It's needed. Maybe someday this can be a community again."
The man looked confused for a moment then nodded and turned away. What the fuck was she talking about? What did they care about the welfare of this place, about its future?
She knew that that was what he was thinking. She didn't care. It's true that they were not force for good. They were slavers, privateers, in it for the spoils. But surprisingly, they were not the most evil motherfuckers around this place. Maybe that counted for something, maybe not.
She suddenly understood why the plantation on Dominica was called Purgatory--it was the place between heaven and hell. That's where we belong, she thought ruefully.

***

They spotted the cycles heading for the farm half-an-hour before they arrived, plenty of time to prepare. There were at least a twenty of them, Jeri estimated, rough mean looking men all heavily armed. She wasn't worried; she had fifty equally tough hombres at her back. Of course, she needed half of them to guard the farm's overseers and to control the workers in the fields. She didn't want the place dissolving into chaos when the shit hit the fan.
"Why not?" one of her lieutenants had asked. She had no answer other than "because I say so." Fortunately, it was enough.
The militia leader left half of his men at the farm gate and rode boldly into the center of the buildings with the other half.
That was smart, Jeri thought, leaving a rear guard in case there was trouble. She walked out to meet him unarmed except for the Glock in her back waistband.
"You don't have to die," she said calmly and quietly when she was within hearing distance. Just lay your weapons on the ground and walk away. Like I said, no one needs to die here today."
The man looked at her then smiled broadly. He was handsome in a rough way.
"Who the fuck are you, cunt?" he asked in a voice meant to intimidate.
"My men have you surrounded," she said in the same calm voice. "Like I said, you don't have to die today. None of you needs to die today. Just put down your weapons."
"Do you know who we are?" he asked, scanning the surrounding buildings. "Do you know what we do to people who fuck with us? If you really do have a bunch of assholes with you who are willing to fight us, we'll feel them to the gators.
"You hear that, assholes," he shouted. "Fuck with us and we'll feed you to the gators."
"As for you, cunt, you're for Melancholy. I got firm orders to send anyone as pretty as you there straightaway. But that don't mean I can't have a little taste. Right? How about you gettin' on your knees right now and lickin' my balls. Would you like that? After, maybe we'll have a little freight train action, you know tie you over one of our bikes and let my men take turns on your asshole."
Jeri knew that his trash talk was largely for effect, he was still trying to size up the situation. She knew from the way his eyes moved that he wasn't going to surrender his weapons, no matter what. That was just the way things worked now--never willingly surrender your weapon, ever, to anyone. Anyway, he would be dead if he did that. Friend Scopes didn't run the kind of organization that allowed field commanders the discretion to surrender. She mouthed the word goodbye then stepped back and reached for the Glock.
"GET HER!" the man screamed. It was the only command to fire that the Purgatory men needed. Twenty rifles went off almost simultaneously. Jeri put two bullets in the leader's chest before his rifle was off his shoulders. He fell back with his dead eyes locked on hers.
The fusillade killed half the bikers in the first few seconds. Within another thirty seconds the rest were dead including all but two of those who had stayed by the gate. Two of the men who had been stationed there had turned their still-running bikes at the first shots and headed back along the causeway. The firing stopped while they were still in sight.
One of Jeri's men ran up and handed her an M1D sniper rifle with an M84 telescope sight. The rifle was a little too heavy for her but she preferred it when traveling in the bush. It wasn't machined to the same tolerances as their more accurate sniper weapons, but for that very reason it could take a lot more punishment and still deliver accuracy at reasonable distances. That's all she needed right now.
She took careful aim on the rear rider, about half-a-mile away across the water, and fired. It seemed as if she had missed, but instead of firing again she handed the weapon back to her man and began to give orders to the others for moving out. Across the water the second rider seemed to be leaning slightly then more until he fell in a cloud of dust. There was a small cheer from her men. It always amazed them that she could bring down death on someone at such an enormous distance. It was almost magical...witchlike.
The first rider, the man who had run without firing a shot never looked back. He was at least a mile away now and still running for home at a dangerous full speed.
"I hope he doesn't hurt himself," she said. "He should stir up the fucking nest."

***

Congressman Frank Presser watched the ship's video screen as the lone survivor from the Nobby's Hill farm wound his way south and west. His track didn't correspond to any of the roads on the pre-Carla map he had transposed on the screen. His track was in fact completely new and unexpected. Frank checked the video recorder. He would make a new map from the man's actions. He had been right--the track he was following was like a complex maze--they would have spent months trying to find this route on their own.
He watched carefully as the rider approached a town that he had identified yesterday from another farm raid. As with yesterday's rider, this new one also stopped at the town. A few minutes later a second man continued on to another town. The first town was an outpost on the first ring, he concluded. The second town was an outpost of the second ring.
The satellite feed ended suddenly. Presser kept staring at the black screen willing it to some back on. Forty minutes later he caught sight of another rider heading further inland from the second town. The same thing had happened yesterday from a different second-ring town.
Nick had been right, there was a security ring around Melancholy with multiple towns serving as barriers. He carefully mapped the route taken by the new rider then overlaid it on top of the map he'd made the day before. All the routes came together at Melancholy at a spot about half a mile from the town center.
"Gotcha, you fucking bastard," he screamed then picked up the phone and called the bridge. "Get the launch ready," he ordered. "I'm going ashore."
He need to talk to Nick, immediately.

***

"We could wait for more data, Nick, but it appears that everyone, at least everyone approaching from the north or the east, needs to travel along a single causeway that starts about half-a-mile outside of the town."
Nick nodded, "I figured that there was going to be only one way in. This is why Scopes choose this place as his headquarters. I didn't think it was going to start half-a-mile out. That's a lot of distance to cross under fire."
He sat down and considered what was going to be needed to make such an assault.
"Maybe the Admiral can get us a helicopter...," Frank said quietly. "If we could get ten men on top of that causeway, we could make a hole for the rest. Maybe with the cycles, you could get enough men inside to take the place."
Nick looked at him strangely. "You're dreaming...too noisy; take too long," he answered definitively. "These guys aren't sitting around scratching their asses and playing with their girls. They're alert and waiting for someone to try and take the town. That's why they got two fucking security rings. Even if we can get through the rings undetected, there's still the causeway. No matter how fast you move in at that point, they are going to know about an attack long before we reach the edge of town. My guess is that they have heavy machine guns trained on the crest. It would take a tank to break through or a battalion of rangers in choppers.
"Can you get us a tank, Frank?"
Presser stared at him. He knew that despite the odds Nick was going in the best way he could. This was the other big reason Purgatory had been selected for this job. They were expendable.
"No, I can't get you a tank or a Ranger battalion, Nick. Would a frogman do?"
Presser sat down across the table, "Did I ever tell you about my service, Nick? I was in the Navy twenty years ago...caught a bullet in the Crimea and hightailed it out on a medical discharge."
Nick looked at him, curious. This was a strange time to swap war stories. No one had ever mentioned that the congressman had a combat history. He should have figured. The idea about the satellite...that was first-rate military thinking. He should have known.
"I knew all about you," Presser said carefully. "We all did back then. Not specifically by name of course, just by reputation. A Marine sniper with more than 1,200 kills...survived ten years in hot combat situations.
"We all thought it was bullshit of course, no single man could bag that many hits.
"When they offered me this job...told me about Dominica...about you, I had your story checked out at some pretty high levels. Found out that it was all true. That was the final reason I signed up for this cluster fuck, figured that if anyone could pull it off it was you."
"You were in the Navy?" Nick asked quietly. "What was your station, your rating?
"Mostly I worked out of Naval Amphibious Base Coronado," Presser answered. "I exited as a Lt. Commander, a troop commander."
"...A SEAL, a fucking SEAL," Nick whispered with no small amount of derision. "I should have known that they would want to plant one of their own killers down here. I should have fucking known..."
Presser smiled, "If that isn't the pot calling the fucking kettle black, I don't know what is."
They stared at each other for several seconds.
"The reason I mention it now is because I can still swim 200 meters underwater. That might be a skill you can use if you make it to the causeway and still need to cross half a mile of open space."
Nick continued to stare then nodded.
He was still muttering "Fucking Navy" under his breath.

***

The girl was crying softly as she waited. Jeri brought her crop down hard on her bare ass.
"No noise," she hissed, "none. I don't want to hear a fucking peep out of anyone."
It was 40 hard miles to the coast through hostile territory; noise discipline was going to be critical.
The girl, who appeared to be about 19 or 20 held her breath from the pain then exhaled. The crop felt like a hot iron when it hit bare skin. Jeri noticed that she was tall, about five-eight with long stringy chestnut hair and freckles across her cheeks and chest. Jeri walked around appraising her. She'll clean up nicely, she thought. Probably bring eighteen maybe twenty-thousand dollars on auction, maybe more if they decide to move her through a distributor in Europe or Las Vegas.
Prices for their women had skyrocketed in the last two years as the economic malaise slowed global trade and decreased supply. Imports of competing product from Asia into Europe and the U.S. had practically stopped altogether.
"What's your name?" she asked on an impulse. Getting to know the merchandise, the livestock as they called them, wasn't a great idea, but she was curious about this one. She was one of those they'd taken from the farm.
"Lu...Lucy," she said.
Like the others in the five-girl coffle, she was buck naked with her hands and elbows tied behind her back and a rope collar around her neck. They found it easier to control them when they were naked. She was the last in the line, tied by a rope to the girl in front as they all were except for the first. A slave coffle was the only practical way to transport captives over a long distance when there were no vehicles. It wasn't easy on anyone and the threat of the whips were frequently the only thing that kept them moving.
They had recovered a dozen motorcycles from the militia, which would now travel ahead of and behind the column...for security. The rest of the Purgatory men were assigned to either hold the front ropes of the coffles or trail behind with the short whips they used to keep the girls moving.
"Lucy...," Jeri repeated. "Lucy...that will change."
The name wasn't sexy enough. The slave trainers in Dominica would change it immediately to something like Shana or maybe Lauren, a name that would make her more mysterious, easier to sell when she went on the block. Jeri leaned over to examine her hard uplifted ass, her long muscular legs, her narrow waist.
"How did the militia miss you?" she asked quietly.
The girl looked up. She had wide expressive eyes and high cheekbones. She knew immediately what she was being asked--most of the real beauties from this region had already been transferred to Melancholy.
"I was a student at the University of Florida, a swimmer. I managed to evade the bikers, but the overseers at the farm, they caught me on the levee...just a few weeks ago."
Jeri nodded. That explained it; she would have gone with the group of militiamen that they had ambushed...now she was coming with us, in either case as a slave.
"Why...why are you doing this?" She asked staring into Jeri's eyes with a mixture of fear and courage even a little loathing hiding in the back. "I haven't done anything to you. Why are you...why can't I have my own life?"
Jeri looked up, surprised. Nakedness and this kind of harsh arm bondage usually brought immediate submissiveness and acquiescence. These were well-founded emotions. Once she was in Dominica, they would punish her for such a question. This one had courage though, spirit. I hope it survives the training, Jeri thought. She would make an extraordinary companion for someone.
"Why...?" Jeri thought about the question she had asked. Why indeed. She remembered her earlier doubts while the other girl was being whipped. She didn't have an answer. Maybe there was no answer other than, they could. Whatever the reason, the truth was that there was no future for someone like her in this swamp. Like the Admiral had said, the odds were that she would be dead in a year or two. By taking her as a slave they were saving her life. She should be thanking us, Jeri thought, and smiled at the rationalization then brought the crop down hard again, catching the girl’s nipple with the leather tip.
"I said quiet and I mean it. Open your mouth again, little Lucy, and I'll have you gagged."
The girl dropped her head and remained silent. Jeri turned away then turned back to her and ran her fingers roughly between her cunt lips. She wiped the wetness off on the skin under the girl's nose.
"You're soaking wet, Lucy," she whispered. "It's a common reaction caused by the bondage and the fear, by being naked in front of strong men. And it's going to get worse for you, a lot worse. In a few weeks, we will need the bondage just to keep you from humping trees and fence posts. The sexual desire that you feel now is an itch will soon be an impossible-to-resist addiction, an addiction that will bring you enormous pain and enormous pleasure, an addiction that will become the center of your life.
"Think about this, get used to it. It will be something for you to hold on to during your training."
The girl was staring at her fearfully out of the corner of her eye still smarting from the taste of the whip on her breast.
Jeri turned and walked away not really sure why she had bothered to explain anything to her. Maybe when you steal someone's life, she thought, when you turn them into livestock, you owe them an explanation.
She waited until all the men had finished their preparations then gave the signal to move out.







10 - Waterproof

 
Richie sat at the table watching Annabel's eyes. She had the most incredibly beautiful eyes he had ever seen. They could melt a man's heart and give him a gigantic hard-on at the same time. He reached out and touched her cheek with his fingers. It was a weird gesture almost as if he was sorry for the terrible pain he was causing.
She stared at him with a sudden, desperate hope. She was naked, lying on her belly on a table facing him. Her arms had been pulled back and bound to her ankles then lifted a few inches at the elbows with a ceiling hook to intensify the pain of the impossible arch. It was an especially cruel hogtie, one so tight that her eyes were constantly wet from the pain. Not many girls could survive such a painful position. He had pulled her long black hair back tight and secured it to the elbow chain so that she was always facing front. She moaned pitifully. She had been this way for almost an hour and every muscle, every bone in her tight body was screaming for relief.
This was the kind torture he preferred to watch when he was thinking. For the most part, it encouraged quiet and generally speaking contemplative thought. It was as if her pain had a calming effect on his mind.
Three farm patrols had failed to return in the last two days. It was unprecedented, almost 75 men missing. Perhaps they had disserted, staged an attack to make it look like they were dead...possible, but highly unlikely. The penalty for desertion was to be fed alive to the gators. No one who had ever witnessed a man being eaten alive by gators would ever risk that. Besides, his mounted militiamen were well-treated with all the food and drink and women then could consume. No, it wasn't desertion; they had actually run into trouble like the survivors had reported.
"What kind of trouble?" he asked himself out loud.
The girl stared at him confused, her face twisted in agony. "Ah no, plssss," she signed twisting the burning muscles in her shoulders. He brushed her cheek again soothingly with the back of his hand. "Shhh, now, I'm thinking."
Trouble...Perhaps the peasants had finally revolted. That was more of a possibility. They were dying by the hundreds every day in the fields. They weren't used to this kind of backbreaking work; most Floridians didn't ever venture into the summer heat and humidity of the interior. They just raced from one air conditioned place to another.
The truth was that he had expected trouble from the farm workers long before now. It was amazing that they had stayed so docile for so long. He even had a mobilization plan for the Militia to suppress any such uprising. The retribution he planned on those responsible would be so terrible that the others would be cowed for years. He was almost looking forward to it.
"Plssss, Ma...Master," she signed again. He could hear the despair, the utter suffering in her voice.
"Shhh, shhh, Annabel," he said, pushing his thumb into her mouth and pressing down hard on her tongue. The moist softness of it was stimulating. He pushed it deeper inside causing her to gag. The gagging made her struggle which brought on even more excruciating pain. There were tears flowing out of her eyes now. His could feel an erection pushing against his pants.
Quickly, he stood up and pushed his penis into her mouth. She immediately began to move on it, pressing her lips hard into the skin of his cock. She was desperate to please him, to have him come in her mouth. Even in her twilight of pain she knew that this was the best chance she had to end obtain relief. He trained them to respond this way.
Slowly, Richie took his mind off the girl's mouth and focused on her pointed toes and the wild movement of her fingers. It was a trick he had learned to make the fellatio last longer.
What if it wasn't rebellion? He thought. One of the men who had returned had said that the rebels were armed and well organized, that they had been led by a girl. That someone had shot one of the escaping bikers from a mile away. That was what had convinced Richie that the man had run from the fight like a scared rabbit, run to save his own skin. Richie had had him dragged naked behind a slow moving Harley. It had taken him a painful hour to die...fucking coward.
He pushed himself deeper inside Annabel's mouth. He could feel her chin bumping against his balls, the walls of her throat rubbing against his crown. She was making some kind of humming sound, a combination of suffocating pain and insane pleasure that was vibrating his cock. It felt wonderful.
He began to consider his options.
Should I send out a larger force? ...See what is going on? ...Begin to inflict some real terror on these people? Maybe I should call in some of the men from the south...just as a precaution. That's where the bulk of the Militia is based. That's where they are needed. What if it is some kind of organized resistance...some kind of attack? Was he personally in danger here...in Melancholy?
He could feel the approaching climax. It was going to be monstrous. The girl had worked a miracle with her mouth. "Ahhh," he moaned as he spurted. He shuddered in the throes of an enormous orgasm. All thoughts of danger and protection were momentarily blanked from his mind. He collapsed back onto the chair then staggered to his bedchamber.
"Take her out," he told the guard at the door. "Let her rest. I'll want to use her again."
He lay down and slept for ten hours.
Ironically, the unknown distraction of Annabel's cocksucking which led to his ten hours of delayed decision made all the difference in the modern history of Florida.

***

 Frank Presser sat in the black mud breathing deeply. Nick knew that he was oxygenating--overloading his blood with oxygen for the long swim. He was still skeptical that Presser could make it across the lake without being spotted, but they didn't have much choice.
The water was like glass in the moonlight, absolutely black and still. Any motion, any at all was going to be spotted by the men guarding the causeway into Melancholy. He had a backup plan of course--fifty captured cycles would make a suicide run to smash their way in across the causeway, but there was no guarantee of that working either. Nick had a sickening feeling that they were going to need to fight their way inside foot by foot. If it came to that, he estimated at least 50% casualties...if they made it at all. He had seen plenty of suicidal frontal attacks end in total annihilation. It just wasn't something that any smart soldier wanted to face.
He checked the silenced Glock one last time and handed it to Presser along with two spare magazine. There were nearly fifty rounds. If Presser could get close enough without being seen, it was possible he could succeed. If...that was an awfully big if.
"Don't splash in the water. It will attract gators," Nick said unnecessarily handing him the weapon.
"...Not to mention the bullets from the guards," Frank answered. He wasn't worried about Alligators, their behavior was almost totally predictable.
Nick was quiet for a minute listening to the other man breathing hard.
"Why you doing this, Frank?" he asked. "You could have just stayed in Washington, or waited to see what happens from a cabin on the ship. Are you into the danger? I've heard that some SEALS got addicted to the danger, to the excitement. Is that it, Congressman? You miss the rush."
Presser stared at him.
"It's the girl," he said, "Jeri. I want her. The only way to break her away from you is to make her respect me more than she respects you."
Nick looked at him as if he was crazy.
"I know it's dumb, but you asked. ...Can't tell a lie now with one foot in the hereafter, right?
Nick shook his head and smiled, "Right." But I don't have any hold on her. You think she's going to be impressed by some stupid cowboy action from you? You need to give her more credit."
Presser shrugged then slipped quietly into the black water and disappeared. Nick watched the surface for a long time looking for a disturbance. There was none.

***

 Presser moved with an easy downward stroke knowing that any surface disturbance would give him away. When he finally needed air, he rolled over onto his back and allowed his face to gently push through the water then quietly exhaled and inhaled twice and submerged again. It was a maneuver the SEALs practiced until they felt more like fish than men. There was no sound, no movement on the water.
It wasn't the swim or the ripples that he was worried about. It was navigation. Under these conditions there was no sure way to check his direction underwater. All he had for reference was the moon, a small gap between two causeways, and a wrist compass. Each time he surfaced, he took a line-of-sight bearing on all three.  It was a primitive and unreliable way to move across a body of water, but it was all he had. He just hoped it was enough to prevent him from swimming in circles all night.
At one point, he was convinced that he was lost, but he just swam on by instinct knowing there was no better option. His time in the Navy had taught him that--when there are no good choice, do something, anything. People who freeze die.
The swim took an hour. Quietly he wiggled his way onto the mud at the bottom of the causeway he hoped was the right one and stayed absolutely still. There was no movement, no sound from the crest. If this was right and one of the guards was waiting there with a weapon, he would probably be dead as soon as he moved. Again the maxim move or die slipped into his brain. With infinite slowness, he reached behind and removed the Glock then its silencer and screwed them together. Still no sound, no movement. A cloud passed in front of the moon and he crawled like a snake to the bank and slowly climbed the grass to the top.
Two men were sitting on folding chairs about twenty meters away to the right. He turned his head slowly in the opposite direction. Two others were on guard also at about twenty meters. By some miracle he had managed to surface at almost the exact center between two guard posts. How was he going to kill four men without alerting the others guarding the causeway?
The problem was the distance...forty meters apart, about 125 feet. He would need at least twice that amount of distance for the pop of the silenced Glock not to be heard. A diversion now would be nice, but it would also attract attention. What he needed to do was to maintain the guards' semi-alert 3:00 a.m. state of mind.
There was only one way. Silently, he slithered along the ground towards the guards 20 meters to his left, moving only when the moon was blocked. If either of them glanced behind they would have seen the black bulk of his body and he would be riddled with bullets before he could get to his feet, but they didn't turn. When he was close enough he pulled his knife and struck from behind.
There were probably thousands of men in the armed forces who were trained and capable of killing a single man silently with a knife. There were probably hundreds who could kill two men with minimal noise. But the SEALS were the only ones who were trained to kill two men in total silence. The trick was air, preventing it from passing through vocal cords and producing sound.
Nick moved like an unholy specter rising from the ground. In the first second, he slammed the side of his hand into the first guard's throat; in the next second he swiped his razor sharp knife across the second guard's voice box, by the end of the third second he had turned back to the first and swiped his throat with the knife. He paused for a moment as he'd been trained to look up and check for discovery. Everything was still quiet. He leaned over and finished off the two men by opening their carotid arteries.
Presser sat back on the ground astonished. It had worked. All those years of drills had finally paid off and incredibly he was still alive. But there was no time to celebrate. He took a shooting position bracing his arms on the seat of the chair and fired four popping shots at the two targets forty yards away on the right side. They both jerked and their heads flopped down but amazingly neither fell out of his chair. He turned the chair quietly in the opposite direction and fired four more shots. One of the men slipped quietly to the ground, but the other stayed upright.
Presser ran hunched over to the men on his right and fired at the guards further down the line; he did the same on his left, right, left, right... By the time he was finished, 12 men were dead and no warning shot had been fired. He'd done it! He flashed the signal and in seconds Nick was at his side.
"Not bad," he whispered. "You would have probably done okay in the Marines."
In the next second, they were both up and running into the town along with four hundred of Purgatory's finest.

***

The battle at Melancholy lasted three hours as neither side had the artillery or mortars needed to flush men out of their last-ditch stronghold positions, but the outcome was never in doubt. Without the attack warning they expected from the causeway, the bikers stationed in the town were caught completely by surprise. Most of them died in whatever sleepwear they had been wearing. At least 150 men decided to turn the town's church into a fortress...big mistake. Nick had the place set on fire and the defenders killed as they ran out to escape the flames. Some of the militiamen tried to escape by swimming across the surrounding lakes. This was another big mistake. Unlike Presser who swam without a splash, the noise of their frantic swimming was like ringing the dinner bell for the gators. The screams of those on the water continued until dawn as each of them was hunted and killed by the land sharks that had become so dominant in the region.
Fifty militiamen were captured alive. Nick had considered letting them go until the dawn light revealed what was taking place in the churchyard. Three girls had been crucified the day before and were hanging lifeless by their bound arms. It was standard practice in Melancholy to use the agonizing death of the girls they had used up as examples for the others. He ordered all fifty bikers shot...for "war crimes" he said. It was over in seconds as two dozen Purgatory men emptied their assault rifles into the crowd of unarmed bikers. There were no saints in the Purgatory crowd, but to waste beautiful women that way for no good reason was something they could not forgive.
Nick spent the rest of the day having his men search for Richie Scopes' body. They didn't find anyone who resembled the description they'd been given. It was possible that he was residing in some gator's stomach, but Nick didn't think so. A man like Scopes wouldn't lose his head so easily. What was more likely was that he had died in the church fire and his body had been burned beyond recognition. But Nick was also skeptical of this conclusion. Scope's wouldn't be so dumb as to trap himself in a combustible building. He didn't have any better explanation though.
The thought that somehow the leader of the Friends of Florida had escaped haunted Nick as he supervised the cleanup. Scopes still had huge numbers of loyal men in the south and the east. If he was able to reach them and reorganize...everything they had accomplished would be reversed in a long and bloody swamp war. He sent out half-a-dozen search parties to check for signs that anyone had escaped. They found nothing.
The men spent the rest of the day forming the girls that scopes had gathered in Melancholy into coffles for transport back to the ship. For them, the battle meant little change in status. They had simply traded one captor for another. At least they won't be crucified on Dominica, Nick thought. The count was nearly four-hundred and they were all incredible--lush Florida beauties that would bring four to six million dollars in total on the open market. Not a bad take for one night's work.
Frank Presser immediately began to re-organize the town and to prepare for the work ahead. He intended to build his governorship on top of the Friends of Florida organization using Purgatory men in place of Scope's militiamen. It was a daring venture, but again, it was really the only game in town.







11 - The Last Supper

 
Annabel watched as the motorcycle slipped into the lake and rode the surface of the water to the other side. Her first thought was that she had finally been driven to madness. But as she watched, she realized that the bike was kicking up a fairly large bow wave. If this was a miracle, why kick up a wave? She wondered. There was something under the surface supporting the rider...a hidden track just wide enough for a single motorcycle. It had to be Scopes, none of his men would ever dare run from the fight taking place in the town.
She looked around the tiny cell. Most of the other girls were cowering in the corner afraid to come near the barred window. The bars...they were made of wood. No one had ever imagined smashing them before, but things seemed to be changing fast today. Certainly the bikers had more to worry about than the escape of one girl. Of course if she was caught, she would be crucified. It happened often for much more minor offenses. Their suffering on the cross was...indescribable.
She closed her eyes to block out the horrifying image then without thinking took one of the chairs and smashed it hard against the bars. Nothing. She tried again, this time taking a running start. One of the wooden posts cracked. She banged on it then used the chair leg to pry it loose. In seconds, she had squeezed her thin body through the opening and was running naked for the spot where she'd seen the bike enter the lake. There was chaos everywhere, people shooting, dying, screaming in pain. She ignored it all and focused on finding the path.
It would be suicide to enter the water and try to swim for it. The gators had taken control of all the surrounding water. They had always been around these parts, but more of a nuisance in the past than a real danger. Now they ruled everywhere...anything that disturbed the water was prey, a potential meal. Should she risk it? Was dying that way any worse than what she'd gone through with the bikers?
She was on the verge of diving in when her bare foot struck the gravel path just six inches below the surface. It was a perfect means of escape for Scopes. He hadn't even taken any of his men, just left them to delay the attackers while he escaped. Who were the attackers anyway? She wondered as she stepped carefully onto the underwater path.
She placed each step gingerly, afraid that she would slip off in the darkness, but the path went straight. She could just barely make out a difference in the blackness of the water to her front. With practice, she was able to place her feet so she didn't fall off. In minutes, she was running, running for her life as the shooting and the screaming behind increased. She couldn't die today, she thought, not now. I have something important to do before I die. It was this thought that kept her moving forward onto the dry land of the causeway.

***

Scopes was ten miles away when he heard the first sputtering from his engine. Fuck! Must be water clogging the plugs. He pulled off into a glade and stopped. They would be searching for him, but no one was going to find him in here. They didn't even know that he'd escaped...probably thought I was killed in the fire, he decided.
He got out his tools and began to remove the plugs. Dry. What the fuck! Maybe water in the fuel tank? He took off the fuel filter and dried everything. That was when he heard cycles far off across the lake. They were searching for him. There was no option of traveling in the daytime anymore. Riding on the crest of the causeways was like sending up smoke signals. He'd be spotted for sure.
No problem, he thought. I'll just lay low and fix the bike. When it's dark, when the moon sets I'll be off. It would be hard riding in the dark, but he'd take it slow. He could be at his southern headquarters in half a day. These bastards would pay. Once he had the men he needed he would hunt them down and crucify all of them. This was his kingdom...HIS...HIS alone.

***

Annabel's lungs were bursting when she spotted Scopes pushing his bike into the small stand of trees in the distance. It was dangerous to hang out in the tall pines these days--water from the storm had weakened their roots. Sometimes the slightest ground movement brought them crashing down. Why did he stop? He must be in some kind of trouble to risk it, she thought.
After resting a few seconds she ran on, ignoring the pain in her lungs, in her legs. She had heard the cycles on the far crest. People were out searching for her...maybe for him...maybe for both of them. I need to be careful, she thought again.
It was half an hour before she reached the glade and silently slipped inside the trees, walking carefully on the wet ground. Water squished up under her bare feet with each step. There had to be snakes, she imagined, but she continued on. What she had to do was more important than a snake bite.
She spied him a hundred meters inside the woods. He was hunched over his motorcycle, cursing as he worked. She felt a wave of fear and dread. This was the same monster who had taken her from her friends, who had hurt her so badly she had begged for death, who had made her suck him off with the intensity of a demented pig. She had been proud of herself before Carla, proud of her body before Richie; he had made her into a cocksucker, a worthless cunt.
She moved forward. The ground was firmer here, the sucking noise made by her feet was gone. There was no noise at all other than the birds and the rustling of the trees. She raised the tire iron she'd salvaged from a wreck on the causeway and brought it down hard, but not killing hard, on his balding head.

***

It was the terrible pain in his head that woke him. He opened his eyes nearly blinded by the constant ache, surprised at the darkness. How long had he been...what happened, had something fallen on him. He tried to stand but something was holding him. His hands...they were tied with a cord that ran from his wrists behind the tree he was leaning against. He pulled again, hard, then paused to look around.
A girl dressed in his shirt was sitting on his bike watching him. She looked familiar.
"Remember me, Richie? You fucked me in the mouth a few days ago while I was hogtied on your table."
Scopes shook the cobwebs out of his brain then glared in her direction. There wasn't enough light to make out her features, but he recognized the voice--Annabel. He pulled hard again on the cords at his wrists. She had found the cords in his saddle bags and had doubled them, fearing that the rope intended for a girl might not hold a man.
"Let me out of this, girl," he said with a voice that sent shivers up her spine.
She stayed quiet, not wanting to show him the fear she felt inside.
"I'll bury you," he hissed. "I bury you naked and alive with a breathing tube. The worms and the roaches will feed on your fucking body for days and you'll be alive all that time, you'll feel everything."
She shivered at the description, at his evil imagination. She had no doubt that this cruel monster would carry out his threat...if she let him.
His threat made her mad enough to speak. "I'm afraid that you're the one who's going to die horribly, Richie. I followed you when you ran. The thought of making you suffer made me run hard for ten miles. Lucky for me that you had engine trouble; I never could have caught up. I guess fate intervened."
"Fuck...ing bitch," he screamed loudly pulling on the rope. The trees muffled the sound.
Annabel began to bang her tire iron on the side of his gas tank. The sound was like a bass drum, low and deep. It carried through the woods to the edge of the water. Annabel raised her bare feet onto the bike's leather seat.
"Quiet, bitch. You're going to..."
Suddenly he understood her purpose and for the first time he felt fear. This bitch was crazy.
"Okay, okay, listen to me. You let me go and I'll set you up with you own farm. You'll be in charge...do anything that you want to anybody. I can always use someone smart like you..."
No response, just the continued drumming.
"What happens if you kill me? He asked, his voice rising in pitch. "You will spend the rest of your life trying to survive in a swamp. You think everyone who survived the storm is going to live? There isn't enough food or shelter for everyone...and no one is coming to help us here, we're too far gone. Only a quarter of the people will survive...the strong ones, the smart ones. You want to be one of them, don't you?"
Annabel continued her drumming, mixing up the beat so that it sounded like some kind of animal in distress, or trapped. In a while, she heard something moving along the wet ground through the trees.
"Goodbye, Friend Richie," she said softly. "Your executioner is here. I hope you burn in fucking Hell forever."
The gator walked out through the trees and turned his head to sniff the air. Richie froze then pushed himself frantically to his feet, his back held tightly against the tree by the rope. The gator spied the movement and walked towards him cautiously, stopping three feet away and hissing. Richie froze horrified then turned in panic towards Annabel.
"Noooo," he screamed like a girl.
The animal reacted to the sound by snapping at one of his flailing legs. Richie pulled back in horror but only managed to slip down onto his butt. The gator twisted himself around to take the leg off at the knee. The rest of the leg was twisted completely around--dislocated.
Richie turned again to her, stunned, then he watched in shock as the gator swallowed his foot. In a minute he returned for the rest of the leg now spurting blood onto the wet ground. It took a long time for him to die. The ropes kept him upright and in place as the animal feasted on his lower parts. It was only when the gator took his balls and his intestines that he feinted. Annabel watched in horror as he consumed the rest of his body.
Richie had been right, gators took pleasure in the terror of their prey, like him.
The monster turned towards her sitting on the bike. One swipe of his powerful tail would knock the machine over and she would be on the ground...his dessert. He took a step in her direction then stopped. It's okay, she thought. I brought down one monster with the help of another. There is no way he's going to let me live. It's only fair.
She was wrong. The gator stared at her then turned and walked slowly back to the water's edge. She was sure that he had winked.
At daylight she walked out of the glade and headed south.









Epilogue

 
Washington officially named Congressman Frank Presser the governor of the Florida Territory the next year. There was still no federal help to send to the newly defined territory, which was now more of an island archipelago than a continental peninsula, but there were a lot of official-sounding proclamations and inspection visits.
Eventually the Army appeared in force and began to construct a series of forts which became the new centers of civilization around which people gathered. It took a long time for people to forget those first years and trust Washington again, but eventually they began to think of themselves as Americans again.
Governor Presser, who was to retain the office for 12 years, declared the Town of Melancholy to be the new Territory's capital. His first order was that all militias, guard units, local law enforcement units, vigilante groups, gangs, and any other paramilitary organizations declare their allegiance to the new Territory.
Some complied, others decided to fight it out with the state's new militia, the core of which secretly consisted of the men from Purgatory. The governor's forces were well led and well equipped and eventually brought order. Within two years there was relative calm. Even those forces that had previously been part of the Friend of Florida organization eventually declared their loyalty to Melancholy. After all, there wasn't much to be gained by fighting each other anymore.
Governor Presser wisely left most of these units with a large amount of autonomy. They would form the backbone of the new government for generations. He also left in place the enormous rice farms that the Friends had started. The food produced by the farms saved millions of lives.
Malaria struck the year after pacification was achieved, striking down millions...at least one-third of the population died. Again, it was the governor who rallied the people to fight the contagion in as humane a way as possible. The Territory's First Lady, the strikingly beautiful Jeri Presser, led the relief efforts and became a favorite of the people.
In her later years, after the untimely death of her husband Frank, she was elected governor by the largest plurality ever in a Florida election.

***

When the first histories of the Great Eastern Storm and the Florida Territory appeared in print, they included allegedly documented accounts of privateers from the American Penal Colony taking slaves as war spoils with a government license. Both the Territorial government and the Feds denied the allegation and refused to investigate. No one was ever prosecuted. After a few years, the idea that the American government would sponsor such an outrageous act seemed patently ridiculous. As more time passed, most people accepted the explanation that this was just ignorant folklore...just another tall tale told around the campfires for effect.

 

THE END



cover.jpeg
B

I i
-

o o

Spoils of War
Penal Colony 4

Diana Philbrick





