
Wohk

A political-correctness satire

Simon Fox

© Simon Fox 2026

The cover image and the interior images in this novel have been generated by Grok.


Table of Contents

Copyright Page

1

2

3

4

5

6

7

8

9

10

11

12

The FirstLord Chronicles

The Parallel Earths Series

Other fiction by Simon Fox

Non-fiction by Simon Fox

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

1

[image: ]


[image: ]

COSMOLOGISTS TELL US that in a universe which is infinite (or, at least, unimaginably vast), every conceivable possibility must actually exist, somewhere or other.

So we might conclude that somewhere in the universe there is a planet very, very similar to our Earth.

Such is the planet Wohk. It closely resembles Earth in every way. Its continents are comparable in shape to Earth’s and it’s inhabited by a sentient species so similar to homo sapiens that if you passed a Wohkan in the street, you would notice nothing remarkable about her or him.

Even Wohkan history, culture and technology bear an astonishing resemblance to ours.

And like us Earthlings, the Wohkans could go either way. They could have a bright future, or they could strangle their civilization to death through insane Political Correctness ...
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PROFESSOR WOLLTUR MICHULL’S scientific career was littered with great achievements. For decades he had worked in the field of Applied SpaceScience, making many key contributions to the understanding of the fabric of space, and how that fabric could be manipulated.

Along with many other scientists around the world, he had been searching for a way to enable spacecraft to travel beyond the speed of light, thereby making possible the exploration of deep space. 

Six months ago, through an unexpected and game-changing discovery, he had finally cracked the problem of interstellar travel! Wohkan civilization could now expand in all directions among the stars. 

But he had kept his discovery secret. Not for selfish reasons, but because he believed that the Wohkan species did not deserve to expand. He intended to make sure that they would never get the chance to pollute the rest of the Galaxy.

Does that sound ruthless? Maybe it was. But then, Michull lived in desperate times, and desperate times tend to provoke ruthless decisions.
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THE PEOPLE OF PLANET Wohk were in the grip of a self-inflicted death-spiral – a descent into collective insanity and species-suicide.

The first signs of this intellectual canker had set in about 50 years ago, when Political Correctness had become a major factor in Wohk’s planetary culture. Little by little, everyone became increasingly sensitive about many political, ethnic, social, sexual, gender and lifestyle issues.

There was an ever-lengthening list of things that people were not allowed to say or even think. There was an ever-growing tendency for people to be offended by things that other people had said or done, and to demand that those people should adjust their thinking, speech and behaviour so as not to upset me. People who refused to do so were labelled as [whatever]-phobic and were viciously hounded and persecuted through the WorldNet’s social media.

Parallel with this trend was an increasingly widespread assumption that facts and truth were subjective, or could be ignored altogether. If certain facts contradicted my chosen view of the world or of myself, then I was at liberty to disregard those facts.

To sum up: Political Correctness was a bizarre but highly toxic combination of radical fact/truth evasion plus extreme persecuting nastiness plus absurd hyper-sensitivity.
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DURING THE LAST 300 years the people of planet Wohk had, generally speaking, become less religious than their ancestors had been. The dominant modern philosophies said it was no longer necessary to believe in God or gods. The Wohkan species, it was claimed, had evolved beyond such “primitive” concepts.

However, old habits die hard. Many people secretly felt insecure living in a Godless/godless world. The old orthodoxies had been, in some ways, stifling and oppressive, but it proved to be difficult to live without them. Millions of people all over the planet were hungering for a new orthodoxy to embrace – one which would assure them that they were righteous, and unbelievers were wicked.

Thus the concept of Political Correctness gathered force with every passing year. It enabled its believers to feel good about themselves and to despise those who were not Politically Correct.

There came a time (32 years ago) when this movement crystallized as a world-wide quasi-religious organization – the Global Consensus (GloCon). Every government on the planet felt compelled to bow to this powerful ideological force.

Then came the time (12 years ago) when all of Wohk’s states and nations were dissolved and incorporated into the GloCon, which thus became a global government/religion.

Now the entire world was one big zone of Political Correctness, and everyone was running around in anxious circles trying to behave, speak and think Correctly.
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THE PROBLEM WAS, POLITICAL Correctness was always expanding, becoming ever more demanding, fastening ever tighter shackles around people’s hearts and minds.

It was impossible for anyone ever to be Correct enough. There would always be some aspect of a person’s life where they would fall short – because the GloCon was continuously inventing new rules for people to follow, new hurdles for them to leap over, new hoops for them to jump through, new traps for them to fall into.

But the tyranny of the GloCon was not merely intellectual. It was also brutally physical. The GloCon’s diktats were enforced by a terrifying global police agency – the Ideological Constabulary. The IdCon’s fanatical officers ruthlessly interrogated the entire population on a regular basis, checking that their thinking conformed to the very latest requirements laid down by the GloCon. 

Those who failed these thought-checks were locked up in vast purpose-built “Re-education Facilities” where every conceivable kind of torture, both mental and physical, was employed to “adjust” the thought processes of the inmates.

A few of these people were eventually released, to be re-integrated into the general population. But they were invariably mere shadows of their former selves, their original personalities having been replaced by zombie-like conformist personas, incapable of genuine interaction with other people.

The vast majority of the inmates were never released, and lived out the remainder of their miserable lives within the appalling squalor and terror of the Facilities. Year by year, an ever-growing percentage of Wohk’s population were incarcerated in these huge fear-factories.

It was now blatantly obvious to people like Wolltur Michull that Wohk was in the lethal grip of a planet-wide terminal mental illness. Wohk’s civilization, which had been built up over ten millennia, was now on the very brink of self-induced collapse.

But Michull and his like-minded friends were a tiny minority, and in order to survive they had to keep their unorthodox views to themselves.
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WOLLTUR MICHULL HAD had a terrifying run-in with the Ideological Constabulary just three days ago. 

In a conversation with one of his junior staff members, he had said something which she had deemed to be Politically Incorrect, so she had reported him to the IdCon, as citizens of Wohk were legally required to do.

Two plain-clothes IdCon officers had come to his lab at Svabandar University and had insisted on having a private conversation with him – “to check your thinking”, as they’d put it. For a full hour they had grilled him about the conversation he’d had with the woman who’d made the complaint, accusing him of ThoughtCrime. But he’d managed to wriggle his way out of it, arguing that she had misunderstood what he’d said.

Of course, he was well aware that, had he not been a world-famous scientist, the officers would simply have beaten a confession out of him and dumped him in the nearest Facility, where he would have been left to rot, like millions of other unfortunates. However, because he was a highly respected public figure, they had restrained themselves. But it had been obvious to Michull that they were itching to use their fists or the butts of their pistols. Evidently they were men who thoroughly enjoyed their work.

That scary incident had been a wake-up call to Michull, convincing him that the time had finally come to take action. The IdCon could return at any time, day or night, and demand that he prove that his thinking was ideologically pure.
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HIS FAMILY – WIFE JANNIIS, daughter Myzhell and sons Krayg and Maak – had known for a long time that this day would come. So too did a carefully chosen group of 20 other people, all of whom, like Michull, loathed the GloCon and the IdCon and all that they stood for. They came from many walks of life, from many different lands and ethnicities. But they were all Michull’s friends, and they all longed for a world where people could live without their every thought, word and deed being ideologically scrutinized.

Michull sent them a one-word message via the WorldNet:

Hajjamallka.

(Hajjamallka was a highly revered figure in Wohk’s ancient history, who had led an enslaved nation to a land of freedom.)

The message was a pre-agreed code which activated a carefully thought-out joint plan of action. The 20 friends, with their families, now dropped whatever they were doing, wherever they were, and flew without delay to Michull’s home city, Svabandar. They then made their way to a nearby country district, where Michull and his wife owned a small farm.

Not that they grew anything there. It merely served as a cover for the research work that Michull had been secretly doing there in his spare time.

Three months ago he had bought a second-hand orbital shuttle, and it had been delivered by the vendors to his farm. He’d got it for a knock-down price because, of course
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