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He was going to make himself own who he was today. That was a promise whatever the consequences. 

Jacob Terhorst held the large warm piping hot mug of steaming black coffee as he sat on the hard white plastic chairs of the ultra-Train he was riding. He might have been close to a hundred years old but the Ultra-Trains had always scared him and delighted him at the same time.

He tried to look at the large shiny floor-to-ceiling windows of the train but that was the annoying thing about Ultra-Trains. They travelled so damn fast he couldn’t see anything outside except weird and wonderful flashes of green, blue and maybe a little bit of pink but he wasn’t sure.

That could mean anything and Jacob didn’t really mind. They could have been travelling through one of the rich city centres in the southeast of South England or he could have been travelling through one of the small remaining forests.

He didn’t know and that didn’t matter.

Jacob looked back at the immensely long Ultra-Train carriage that was mostly made from glass with white plastic chairs and tables that sort of made Jacob feel weightless and like he was floating, but he knew better than to trust anything made by the English.

Especially after the war.

He weakly smiled at a very tall middle-aged man as he walked past and frowned. There weren’t too many of the old generations that were happy, Jacob respected that but it wouldn’t kill people to smile every so often.

Jacob focused on a large group of elderly women wearing their jeans, hi-top shoes and their white shirts. They certainly looked like the women from his childhood and Jacob was tempted to go over and talk to them, but they were probably sitting on the far side of the carriage for good reason.

Not a lot of the older generation wanted to talk to each other. All that Jacob wanted was to talk about the world war, what had happened and what everyone had done during it.

But no one wanted to talk, listen or even acknowledge what had happened. No wonder England had split.

Jacob shivered as the warm refreshing air of the Ultra-Train rushed past him as a group of young students walked past and allowed the warm air from another carriage to walk through.

Jacob just focused on them for a minute. They were all so young, so innocent and they looked great in their little shiny clothes made from blue, pink and purple silk.

He still couldn’t believe how much fashion had evolved since he was a kid. Everyone back then used to where cotton, jeans and polyester. That was all long dead having been replaced with silk, latex and brand-new materials made by the impressive advancements in science.

He was also more than glad the kids had never known or lived through the Building of The Wall, where England had split into North England and South England.

And the world war that caused it all.

And the world war that had caused Jacob to change everything about himself. 

Something he was hoping to fix today but he doubted he had the courage to do what needed to be done to make up for the past.

***
[image: image]


	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

15th June 2030

[image: image]


Jacob hugged his knees close to his chest as he sat on the cold, wet black floor of a train as it pounded over the metal rails, banging every few metres. 

The cold black walls of the carriage were probably as menacing as the prison guards that would turn up at any moment to inspect everyone yet again. There were no windows except the drill holes at the very top of the carriage.

Jacob had no idea why the dumb guards didn’t put in windows or something, but he knew the truth he was a designer before he was arrested for being in the address book of another gay man.

The guards probably wanted some of the prisoners to die from suffocation (less mouths to feed at the prison that way) and the monstrous guards probably wanted them to know there was no chance of escape.

Jacob just smiled to himself because he already knew there was no chance of freedom, escape or mercy. 

There was only death on this train.

He tried to not look at the other passengers that were standing above him frowning, whispering and making jokes about how they were all going to die. And Jacob hated how each and every one of them was in the same black prison uniform as the common criminals that they had once been told to hate by the UK Government and the other leaders of the “free” world.

Jacob hated the smell of wee, damp and fearful sweat as a very tall woman whacked a few prisoners in the head as they accidentally got in her way.

The woman just smiled at Jacob. 

Jacob hated how just a few days before he had been enjoying a great view from his London penthouse apartment working on a brand-new school that would have helped thousands of poor children get a better education when the Secret Service had smashed in his front door and arrested him.

He had been careful for months. 

He hadn’t smiled at another man in public, he hadn’t kissed anyone in months and he certainly hadn’t had sex in a good year or two (or three) because everyone knew that the UK Government would simply arrest you and leave you to die.

That was the way the world was and as the chances of war got closer and closer between Europe (the true defenders of freedom, liberty and peace) and the UK and USA. Jacob knew it was only a matter of time before the UK finally declared war and then the entire world would go to pot.

Jacob almost smiled at the idea. He had no idea who would win but Jacob hated himself for not speaking out against the entire series of laws the UK had bought out to make sure anyone who wasn’t white, English or Christian wasn’t able to vote or enjoy a whole bunch of freedoms he had never thought about.

But he hadn’t wanted to bring attention to the gay community. He regretted that now.

The woman raised her club like she was going to finish him off once and for all.

Jacob looked down at the massive pink triangle that the English had sown onto his prison uniform so every single person in prison would know he was gay.

And something they should kill on site. 

Jacob had even heard that the prison offered freedom to people who killed gays inside. He was only 22, he didn’t want to die.

He didn’t want anyone to die.

The woman went to bring down the club on Jacob’s head but a man gripped the end of the club and the woman spun around and frowned at him.

“Let me kill him in the camp,” the man said.

Jacob couldn’t see who the man was from down on the floor but he couldn’t get up. If there were other prisoners who wanted to kill him in exchange for freedom then Jacob didn’t want them to see the massive pink triangle sown on his chest.

“I am the guard. I will decide when he dies,” the woman said.

Jacob watched the woman take a step back like the man had done something to scare her but then she started laughing and she simply walked back the way she had come.

A moment later Jacob frowned as a massive, muscular and very handsome, cute man stood in front of him but Jacob knew he wasn’t an ally (as if anyone was anymore).

The man pointed to the left corner. “Your only chance to still be alive in two hours,”

Jacob shook his head as the man walked away because he had suspected the train was meant to arrive at the concentration camp in two hours but he hadn’t realised that meant he was going to die on arrival.

But of course he was. 

Jacob realised that the type of world he lived in now. England didn’t care about gays and the government had been pumping out so much hate lately so he sadly knew the guards wouldn’t think twice about beating him to death the moment he stepped off the train.

Jacob looked to the left.

He gasped as he saw a very elderly man with a bright red triangle sown over his t-shirt. He wasn’t wearing a real uniform and the poor man looked like he was gasping for air.

He wouldn’t last two hours.

Jacob couldn’t believe he was going to have to kill the man to take his T-shirt. The man had to be a European prisoner with that t-shirt on and because of political power battles that Jacob didn’t understand, he guessed that being European might give him protection for now.

The man looked weakly at Jacob and Jacob couldn’t smile, couldn’t move, couldn’t speak.

Jacob just focused on how the man was gasping for every single breath. The man wasn’t going to last two hours, none of the other prisoners on the carriage would care because he had seen two murders already in the past hour so he had to make a choice.

Did he kill a dying man so he could live? Or did he not kill a man and he would die in two hours anyway?

Just because he loved a man.

Jacob shook his head as he crawled over to the man and tightened his hands around his neck.

“I’m so sorry,” Jacob said.
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