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Chapter One


Capesin


 


 


Myka could
barely breathe. Farrow Capesin continued to pound into her, completely oblivious
to the fact that he was practically suffocating her. It took nearly all of her
strength to push on his chest enough to ease the pressure so she could suck in
sufficient oxygen to keep from passing out. But she seriously doubted her
becoming unconscious would stop the guy from finishing what he'd started. Men
like Capesin weren't picky about who they fucked, as long as the recipient was
alive. Or at least warm.


The noxo-sleeve
she'd inserted prior to copulation prevented her from feeling anything. She
could get fucked all night without any soreness or irritation. Of course, the
inmates thought they were getting a treat by getting to ride her. The nearly
invisible condom was a little secret kept exclusively between the Lady Lays.


Capesin looked
to be slowing down. Good. This had to be one of the most boring fucks she'd
ever had to tolerate. Myka lifted her hips a few times and moaned as if she was
receiving the greatest pleasure. The condemned criminal fell for it.


"Oh, yeah,
baby. Enjoy it while you can," he gasped, never looking up to see the look
of patient boredom on her face. But if he did, she would shut her eyes tightly,
screw up her face, and act like she was having the biggest orgasm of her life.
The men never knew any different, and the majority of the time they never cared
if she got any pleasure from the encounter.


"Oh, yeah.
Oh, yeah. I just knew your pussy was gold, baby. Pure gold." Capesin was
on the verge now. Sweat dribbled off 
him, running down his shoulders, back, and arms, and dripping from his
shaved head to fall on her face and neck. Myka tried to avoid having the salty
drops land in her eyes where they would sting like a son of a bitch. Despite
the clean-up and decontamination shower the man was required to have before
coming to her, the stench of the prison was still embedded in his skin. She
often wondered whenever a physician had to come in and perform surgery on an
inmate and he opened up the body cavity, if the smell also clung to the inner
organs and bones. It wouldn't surprise her if it did.


A light in the
upper corner of the room caught her attention, and she quickly looked away. Of
course the sentries were watching, getting their rocks off at the live peep
show. Legally, the cameras were there for her protection in case the inmate she
was servicing went ballistic. It was known to happen when the condemned man,
after having his last night, decided he couldn't fulfill the rest of his
obligation. Technically, Myka knew the prison guards often recorded each Final
Pleasure, and traded vids with the other guards. She wouldn't doubt they also
sold some of those vids on the black market.


Capesin came to
a shuddering stop. A deep groan vibrated within him, and he rolled off  her and onto his back. She took a deep
breath but otherwise remained still, hoping the guy would eventually fall
asleep. A quick check of the wall clock showed it was almost midnight. Already
she could imagine the guards placing bets whether or not Capesin would wake up
and want another go-round with her before he was hauled out of the room to
complete his sentence.


A loud snore
broke her concentration. Slowly, and taking great care not to awaken the man,
she crawled out of bed and went straight to the bathroom where she could have
some privacy. Or at least the semblance of privacy, since there was a camera
installed in there as well.


Reaching up
inside herself, she found the tiny removal tab for the noxo-sleeve and gently
peeled it out before dropping the whole thing into the incinerator toilet.
Reaching behind the base of the toilet, she retrieved the second sleeve where
she'd stashed it earlier, took it out of the wrapper, and inserted it. The
wrapper followed the used prophylactic down the chute.


She treated
herself to a quick shower to rid herself of the sweaty stink left by the man. A
quick dusting of perfumed powder would keep her skin soft, and help prevent her
from having to smell the man all night. Once she was done, she walked back into
the bedroom.


Capesin was
exactly the way she'd left him. She stood by the edge of the bed and studied
him. You got exactly six more hours of life left, she mentally told the
man. Six more hours, and you're sleeping them away. In reply, the
condemned criminal snored loud enough to make the bed vibrate. Myka shrugged.
It didn't matter to her one way or another if the guy wanted to throw away the
last few hours of his life.


It was already
obvious from the volume of noise Capesin was making that she wasn't going to
get any sleep tonight, but while on the job she rarely did. Fortunately she
would be able to catch up on her rest tomorrow. Meanwhile, she slid under the
sheets, rolled onto her side so that her back was to the man, and closed her
eyes.


She had no idea
she'd actually fallen asleep until a huge hand suddenly grabbed her around the
throat, and a voice growled, "Take another step, and I'll break her pretty
neck!"


Panic and fear
slammed over her. Myka gasped as Capesin jerked her tightly against him. Unlike
last night, the man's hands were brutal and rough as he pulled her closer to
use as a shield.


In the cell
doorway stood three uniformed guards. They were there to take Capesin topside
where his sentence would be carried out. By the looks on their faces, it
appeared they had halfway expected this to happen.


"Let her
go, Capesin."


"I mean
it!" The convict grabbed her hair and jerked it downward, exposing her
neck. Pain lanced across her shoulders and pierced her spine. Another milliyard
and he could snap her vertebrae. Myka struggled to breathe. Instinctively, she
reached up to grab the arm shoved under her chin. She dug her nails into the
man's flesh, but she had no effect on his grip.


The men at the
door sighed loudly and glanced at each other. She could tell the guards'
nonchalant attitude was puzzling to the convict. He gave her a little shake to
remind them of her situation.


"I want a
suit and a ship off  this hell
hole."


"You're
getting a suit all right, and a walk outside the airlock, but that's all you're
getting," a guard answered. "Let her go, or we're putting you down
right here and now."


Capesin
tightened his hold. The pain on her neck became excruciating. Myka cried out as
she fought consciousness. It took the last of her air as the world began to
grow fuzzy.


"Last
chance, Capesin," the guard warned. "You can go topside, or we will
blow you away right here. Your choice."


The convict's
grip shifted. Blackness floated like bubbles in front of her eyes as all oxygen
was cut off. Myka felt herself sinking into oblivion when there was a sharp
zapping sound. Several popping noises followed, and the room was suddenly
filled with the bright smell of blood. The pressure on her neck disappeared,
and she bent forward coughing and gasping for air.


One guard walked
over to her and laid a hand on her shoulder. "You all right?"


She managed to
nod when her robe was thrown around her and she was helped to her feet. Walking
slowly, she was led out of the bedroom as the guards called for a cleaning
crew. Myka paused at the doorway and glanced back at the bed. At the bits and
chunks splattered on the sheets and on the walls that were the remains of
Farrow Capesin, convicted mass murderer on three planets.


It's going to
take the crew at least two days to get every piece of him out of here.


Something warm
and wet fell from her hair and landed on her toes. She glanced down to see the
bloody piece of flesh slide off onto the floor.


"You sure
you're all right?" the guard inquired when he noticed her swaying.


"Yeah. I
need another bath, though," she confessed in a hoarse whisper as the first
of the cleaning squad arrived. Seeing as there was no further use for her, she
made her way back to her small quarters. If there was any good that could be
said came from the incident, it was the fact that she could mark another week
off  her sentence.


 








Chapter Two


Webb


 


 


The transport
shuttle circled the moon twice before clearance was given for it to land. Webb
Grace watched through the small window next to his seat as the barren, dusty
gray surface of Doora IV slowly rose up and filled his view. The receiving area
was a rectangular surface blending nearly seamlessly against the background.
Only the oval-shaped landing field surrounded by blinking green lights gave any
clue as to where the ship needed to set down.


The prison
shuttle bounced slightly on the surface. Gravity on this moon was less than
three percent of what he was accustomed to, meaning his weight here would
almost be the same on his home world. If he could be thankful for anything, it
would be the fact that he wouldn't have to fight against a bone-crushing
pressure, or learn to adapt to being nearly weightless.


Maybe that's
one major reason why this shit hole was chosen, 'cause it sure ain't because of
the view.


"All right,
Grace. Haul ass. You've arrived at the last home you'll ever have."


Webb glanced up
at the guard glaring at him but didn't reply. It wouldn't do any good if he
did. Plus, there was always the chance one of the personnel could backhand him
for his impudence while wearing those reinforcement gloves. One swipe from
those spikes would inflict serious, if not fatal, injury.


The glow from
the restricting bands around his chest and hips vanished, allowing him to get
to his feet. The guard stepped aside to let him pass. Webb had barely
acknowledged the fact that he was the only occupant in a cabin that could hold
three more when he'd initially boarded back on the Sers Kvarsi. But when
they had taken off without bringing aboard any more prisoners, his curiosity
had gotten the better of him. By keeping himself tuned to the conversations
between the one security guard and the pilots, he realized the ship's hold
contained some much needed supplies and water, and this emergency run was apart
from the regularly scheduled trips.


"Watch your
footing. Don't touch the side of the tube."


The thick,
webbed extension locking the ship to the airlock of the prison's outer building
was barely ten yards. The guard shoved his shoulder.


"Move it,
deadhead. We got supplies to unload, and we can't take all day."


For a moment
cold, stark fear sank into his muscles, preventing him from taking another
step. What was to prevent the guard from sealing the shuttle doors once he went
into the tunnel, and breaking contact with the building? After all, he'd been
given the death penalty. He had no idea how it was going to be carried out.
This could be it.


His feet felt
like blocks of ice as he placed one foot into the fragile tunnel. Then the
other foot. The hairs on his head stood straight up as every nerve ending went
on high alert, his eyes glued to the closed doorway at the other end. At any
moment he expected to see the tunnel disengage from the airlock and hear the
hiss of air escaping into the void of space. He managed to keep moving forward,
shuffling his feet, sweat popping out on his face. To his relief, just as he
reached the airlock, the doors opened to let him inside. Webb nearly collapsed
once the massive portals slid shut behind him.


Another guard
was standing at the controls. He grabbed an ID scanner and aimed it at Webb's
eyes, who remained still for the computer to check him.


"Identity
confirmed," a metallic male voice announced. "Webb Henry Grace. Age
thirty. Height, seventy-four inches. Weight, two hundred one pounds. Planet of
origin, Earth settlement colony New Massachusetts on Talok Prime. Convicted of
murder, three counts. Sentenced to short term imprisonment and death on Doora
IV."


The guard
lowered the gun and flipped a switch on the console. A door Webb had not
noticed before because it had been partially hidden in the shadows opened up to
his right. He looked back at the guard.


"Go
on."


Surprised, Webb
dared to ask a question. "By myself?"


The guard
smirked. "Well, you could go back outside, but the tube's already been
retracted." The smirked turned into a scowl. "Hurry up. I ain't got
all day."


Same song,
second verse.


Webb noticed the
energy bands binding his wrists hadn't been removed. Without another word, he
ducked through the narrow doorway and began the descent leading into the
underground facilities.


The going wasn't
difficult, but the passageway was narrow, meant for one person or persons
walking in single file. Rather than lead straight down, it curved and spiraled.
Several times he had to stop and blow out his ears to relieve them of the
growing pressure on his eardrums. He had no idea how long or how far he walked.
The walls were roughly hewn from the rock. The floor was covered with a thin
layer of packed dirt. At one point, he stopped and held up his arms, holding
his fists against his chest while keeping his elbows parallel to the ground.
Or, at least, he tried to. His elbows scraped the sides before he could lift
them all the way. The passage was barely wide enough to accommodate him, making
him wonder how bigger guys than him managed to squeeze through.


Every so often
he passed a sconce with a lit crystal torch or lantern. It reminded him that
Doora II was a mining moon. Its only export was the glowing energy crystals
known as "prats". If he had been given a lighter sentence, he would
have been sent there to serve out his time, rather than here on this forsaken
hellhole that people referred to as "the death john".


After what he
felt must have been a good hour, if not more, he arrived at a substation.
Glowing green restriction bars prevented him from going any further down the
tunnel. A guard seated behind a small screen nodded as he approached.


"Stick your
hands inside the window."


Webb was about
to ask what window when the bars parted midway. He obediently stuck his wrists
through the opening. The bands melted away, freeing his hands. The bars parted
again, this time giving him enough room to pass through.


"Keep
going. When you reach the fork, go right. If you decide 'fuck you' and choose
the left, go ahead. We'll know about it and have you ejected back topside so
fast, you'll never be able to take a deep breath first."


Giving the man a
nod, Webb continued down the corridor. He was barely out of sight of the guard
when the tunnel branched off. A solitary sign pointed right with the
accompanying word Containment. There was nothing to clue him in on what
lay to the left, other than what the guard had told him.


The tunnel
continued to remain narrow for several more yards, but he could see a light
penetrating from where it led. Rounding another turn, the corridor suddenly
opened up, and Webb found himself entering another tunnel. A wider, higher, and
better lit tunnel.


A big brute of a
man strode into view. He gave Webb a casual once over and waved for him to join
him. Cautious, Webb held back.


"It's chow
time. I know you're new and you ain't got shit one reason to trust me, but you
don't have much choice now, do you?"


Webb dropped
into step, but kept himself just beyond arm's reach. Yes, he was the new guy on
the block, but self-preservation kept him from fully trusting the man.


"Name's
Merit."


"Webb
Grace."


"Where you
from?"


"Talok."


"That an
Earth prime colony?"


"Yeah."


"What 'cha
in for?"


"Murder,
but there were extenuating circumstances."


The man snorted.
"So what else is new?"


No more was said
as they approached the dining area. Already Webb could smell the odor of food,
and his stomach tightened up in anticipation, reminding him of how long it had
been since he'd last eaten.


They entered the
hall from the top of a short flight of stairs. The area was large, about the
size of a soccer field, although the kitchen area tended to take up about a
third of that space. Below Webb could see several rows of tables laid out. Just
beyond was a clear wall where shadowy figures passed behind it.


However, the
biggest attraction was the enormous lit board embedded in the rock, right next
to the entrance. Fully ten or twelve yards high, it bore nothing but names.
Each name was its own single line, and right at the very bottom was Webb Grace.
There was no explanation or title to the board, so he raised an eyebrow at
Merit.


"We call it
the death board. Guy at the top is next to go. Once he's offed, the names move
up a slot." The man waved at Webb's name. "Don't let the sight of it
put you off your feed. Just accept it as it is."


The man headed
down the steps. Webb held back as he looked for Merit's name, finding it about
midway. Now he understood why there hadn't been a concrete number of days given
to his sentence. Here, it was like a serving line. Take a number, and wait your
turn.


He started to
descend the short set of steps when an arm suddenly and forcefully slammed
between his shoulder blades, nearly sending him over the railing if his hands
hadn't been gripping the cold metal bar. He jerked around to see another man
grin back at him as he went downstairs. Silently fuming, Webb decided not to
see if the incident would repeat itself with the next guy and descended into
the hall.


Instead of going
over to where a short line was already waiting at the serving area, the man who
had shoved him joined a small group of fellow convicts at one of the tables. At
the sound of his name, Webb saw Merit gesturing to him from the line. "Who
was that asshole?" he asked, taking his place.


Merit glanced at
the man in question. "Oh, him? Name's Oketo. He was just funnin' with you,
trying to see what you would do. Trying to provoke you. Stay away from him.
He's bad news. One thing you'll quickly learn is, for the most part, there are
no egos here. But there are still some who are determined to make as many
people as miserable as they can. Like it's some sort of contest they hope to
win before they take their last walk outside." He handed Webb a disposable
tray, then grabbed a pouch labeled "chili" from the dispenser. Webb
glanced over the options.


"These are
out of date."


"They're
all out of date. Be careful and check what you take before you eat it. Make
sure it hasn't turned."


He chose a
"meatloaf" and "potato: loaded", and followed Merit to
another area where the drinks were located. "They feed us food that's gone
over?"


Merit chuckled.
"If it's expired, yeah, we get it. Saves the company a ton of money not
having to buy fresh food for us."


"What did
you mean when you said that, for the most part, there are no egos here?"


"Hell, we
figure from past observation that the longest any of us may have is maybe one
or two months. Most of guys in here have around four or five weeks, if they're
lucky. There's no time to try and establish any kind of dominance crap, much
less a hierarchy, but there are a few who try and somewhat succeed until
they're offed. Cons like us come and go as often as these guards change their
underwear. But, like I said, every now and then we get an asshole who'll try to
throw his weight around. When that happens, you write him off and give him lots
of room. Life here is too short to be miserable."


"What about
the truly vicious? The ones who'll tear your heart out of your chest without a
second thought?"


"Oh, we've
had a couple of those. After a couple of weeks, when their true colors are
exposed, they get shipped over to Doora I. That's where the psychos are
contained in tiny little cells no bigger than a coffin. At least, that's what
we've been told."


They picked out
their drink selections. Again, he noticed the expiration dates were anywhere
from two to three months old. To play it safe, he chose a packet of water.
Together they found an empty table and sat across from each other. Webb noticed
how the furniture was carved from the same rock as the walls. The tables and
benches weren't smooth or even, but they were functional. In addition, because
they were made from stone, it was unlikely a guy could snatch one up and try to
throw it across the room.


He quickly broke
the heating element in his food, pulling on the little strip to open each
pouch, and sniffed the contents. As far as he could tell, the stuff was still
edible. He taste tested a portion of the contents with his paper spoon. It
didn't taste too bad, considering packet food wasn't exactly haute cuisine. In
truth, it smelled fantastic, regardless of the fact that its taste and
consistency was less spectacular. Still, it didn't matter. Inside his belly it
had the same effect as a real meal.


The two men
quickly ate, keeping their conversation for when they were finished and could
sit back to drink the remainder of their beverages. Webb glanced around again,
and what he saw stunned him. There couldn't have been more than thirty or so
prisoners.


"Is this
it? Is this all of us?"


"Not quite.
Some of us eat right as the dinner bell rings. Some of us wait until the
initial rush is over. Not everyone eats in the dining hall. Some eat in the
lounge. Some go back to their sleeping quarters. Otherwise, that's it. At last
count I think someone said we're sitting on fifty-three. You're number
fifty-four, at least for the moment. Our numbers are low because we're the most
notorious of 'em all. That's why we're here. We're deadheads.
Short-termers."


"What about
those who get a lesser sentence?"


"You mean,
the ones who are serving a regular term, or who got life?"


"I know the
ones who get life are sent to Doora II," Webb commented. "Nothing
like mining prats until you keel over."


 "Ain't it the truth? The rest are on
Doora III. That moon's bigger, and it holds both men and women." Merit's
eyes looked past Webb's shoulder and nodded in that direction. "And then
there are the Lady Lays."


Webb turned
around and spotted the transparent wall he had seen when he'd first entered the
dining area. It looked to be a small alcove, deliberately partitioned off from
the main room. Behind the wall he could see three small tables, and seated at
them were four, no, five women. His gaze was immediately struck by the fact
that all of them were young and fairly beautiful, until a sixth woman walked
into the room and headed directly for the food dispenser. Like the male
inmates, they wore the single-piece jumpsuit, except theirs were neon pink,
rather than the bright green the men wore.


"Lady
Lays?"


He couldn't take
his eyes off the latest one. The woman with the long, long brown hair that went
all the way down to her ass. When she turned in his direction to present her
full face, he was struck by the delicate features. The large eyes. And that
hair. Oh, sweet heavens, that hair.


"Yeah,"
Merit answered, pretending to be oblivious to the fact that Webb was glued to
the sight. "Yeah, that's probably the one decent perk we cons get. The
Final Pleasure, our last night alive."


"The
what?" Webb turned back around. "What pleasure?"


"Around
here we refer to it as the final fuck. It's a setup the warden made with the
warden over on Three. They pick from the new arrivals and offer them a pretty
neat deal. For every con they serve, they get a week off  their sentence."


Webb frowned.
"They serve? They're prostitutes?"


Merit waved a
hand. "Six of one, half dozen of another. Of course, rumor is these girls
didn't have much say-so in the matter in the first place. But once one of them
reaches the end of their sentence, with a combination of time served and time
serving, they're shipped back to the Sers Kvarsi, and set free to return
home via shuttle." Leaning over the table, he grinned and gave Webb a
wink. "And the best part is you get to request which one you prefer. That
is, if you have a preference."


Webb's
imagination went into immediate overload. The vision of having the woman with
the long hair underneath him while he pounded into her was enough to get his
dick so hard, the jumpsuit was almost cutting off its blood supply. He took a
final drag on his drink pouch and tried to calm his racing heart.


"What if
the girl declines?"


Merit shook his
head. "Oh, she ain't got a choice in the matter. Besides, everything is
made clear to them up front before they come over here. Unlike us, they get
better treatment because they're here longer. Better food, clean beds, special
clothes. And hot water. Fuck." A corner of his mouth turned down. "If
there's a positive to going to your Final Pleasure, it's knowing you'll be
getting a decent hot shower beforehand."


"No hot
water for us cons?"


"Nope. And
no decent entertainment. Like I said, we're short-termers. The big bosses
aren't going to spend any extra credits to keep us happy and entertained while
we're waiting for our sentence to be carried out. They give us just enough to
allow us to feel human, but no more."


"So, when
do I put my bid in? How?"


Merit stretched
his arms over his head, laced his fingers together, and placed them behind his
head. "Well, now, that depends on whether or not you've been a good boy.
You see, you have to earn the right to get the privilege. That's another way
they keep us on a short leash. Too many strikes on your good behavior record
and bam! You're off the list, and you go topside without the special
good-bye." He nodded in the direction where Oketo and his buddies were
seated. "That's why I'm warning you about him. He'll try to take you down,
then threaten you to keep you from ratting on him, and preventing him from
tasting the final fuck. If you go ahead and try to report him, well, let's just
say there are worst ways to be killed than taking a walk topside. And, believe
me, no one will say a word when the guards come asking who did it."


"Speaking
of..." He looked around but spotted none of the familiar black uniforms.


"If you're
looking for guards, they're there. Just not in person," Merit told him. He
pointed up where the lights were suspended from the ceiling. Squinting, Webb
could barely make out a webbing of wires running like veins along the rock.


"Cameras?"


"Yep.
Everywhere."


"Even in
the john?"


"Everywhere,"
Merit repeated. "They pretty much leave us alone. But if they see
something they feel needs their attention, they'll be down here in short order
to investigate. That's why you have to watch what you do, and who you do it
with."


Webb gave a
quick glance at the name board. He found what he was looking for four lines
above his name: Gero Oketo.


Four lines.
Which meant they were going to be moon buddies for a while.


Webb peeked back
at where the long-haired girl was sitting alone at a table and slowly eating
her meal. Like him, she was staring out into the crowd, scanning the men, maybe
wondering who her next client would be, when their eyes suddenly locked. Her
spoon froze halfway to her lips, and for several seconds Webb would swear there
was almost a silent communiqué between them.


"I see
you've noticed the new girl."


Webb tore his
gaze away. "What's her name?"


"Myka. Her name is Myka." Merit smirked. "I
don't know anything more than that. If you want to learn more, you'll have to
wait and ask her when she gives you the Final Pleasure."
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