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I looked back at the cop car and saw the two officers inside watching me, their eyes hidden behind mirrored sunglasses. Mentally shrugging to myself I turned and continued walking to the large house at the end of the drive. I rubbed my wrists where the cuffs had chafed them and felt my bag of meagre possessions sway against my back. 

Behind me I heard the car drive away. A thought of running for it crossed my mind, I mean I didn’t have one of those ankle tracker things on. I guess I was such a low-level criminal that they just didn’t bother. But I quickly squashed the idea – if I was caught and sent back to jail my life would be far, far worse. 

But what could I expect here? No idea. I was the first to take part in this new rehabilitation program. Kinda like a human guinea pig. Apparently the judge had thought this up to try and solve the overcrowding issues in the jails, and she was determined to see if it worked.

So here I was going to live in the same house as the judge until she deemed me fit to re-enter society, or the program was shown to be a failure, or yet more shit happened to me.

I suppose they chose me because I didn’t do guns or violent crime, also I wasn’t big, or aggressive-looking, or one of those steroid-poppers, with biceps bigger than their brains, but I wasn’t small either. I guess I was sort of in the middle. I much preferred the click of the keyboard to move money around from those that had it to those that didn’t, i.e. me. All that yelling and shouting and guns and blood and death and... ugh. Not good. Not me. I grew up with an intense dislike of guns, knowing first-hand the pain and suffering they could cause.

I got to the steps and walked up the front door. It didn’t open. I mean it wasn’t as if I’d arrived here unannounced. I knew the judge was in as the cops had called ahead and even spoke to her.

Was this what I was going to have to expect during my time here?

I sighed, knowing that this was still far better than sharing a crowded cell with god knows who, and rang the doorbell. The sound of talking and footsteps slowly got louder. The the door opened and the judge looked at me like I was going to try and sell her something. 

Jeez! I was pretty fucking certain she knew I was coming!

Or was she having second thoughts about having a low-life like me in her house? 

She held a phone to her ear and beckoned me in with her free hand, moving back to give me room. I nodded my head in thanks and walked in. She closed the door and continued talking on the phone. It sounded like she was talking about some law thing, all so and so versus whoever in whatever the fuck year.

I looked around where I was going to indefinitely live. It was a big place. Open plan. Bigger than where I lived last, and waaay bigger than a prison cell. So there was that I suppose. Polished wood floors and walls and ceiling surrounded me. Kinda nice. Some landscapes and pictures of diplomas decorated the walls. An ornate mantelpiece stood to one side of the large room with a large framed oil painting of the judge looking very judge-like while sitting at a desk hung above it. A large oriental rug on the floor broke up the wall to wall wood. A staircase was set in the middle so that the room went all the way round it. The stairs had a red runner up their centre and polished wooden bannisters which led up to more rooms on the first floor. Light came from some old-fashioned decorative metal chandelier-type things and from windows either side of the door. Yeah, like she couldn’t see me arrive.

“Hello, John.”

It seemed she now saw fit to acknowledge my existence.

“Judge Cooper,” I greeted her. 

She was slightly shorter than me and had a stern weather-beaten face, sort of like a female Lincoln, but without the wacky humor. Her grey hair was down to her shoulders. I didn’t realise it was that long, having only seen her wear it pinned up in a bun when she was in court. She wore tough-looking denim dungarees over a white tee and a flowery scarf. 

“John, we have few rules in this house but while you’re here you follow them.”

Fair enough. “Ma’am.”

“You do exactly what I say when I say it.”

“Ok.”

“So when I say we have breakfast at six thirty, you’re at the table at six thirty.”

This I didn’t mind as food was one of those things that depended on money, which I was nearly always in short supply of. So yeah, breakfast. Winner right away. If it came with the two other generally accepted daily meals then I’d kiss her.

“Lunch is at one, and dinner is at eight.”

I felt it best not to kiss her.

“Ma’am.”

“We’re in a probationary period for this rehabilitation proposal so it needs documenting. Every week I’ll submit a report to say how it’s proceeding. If there’s anything you feel needs to be added from your viewpoint then I’ll add those as well.”

“Ok.”

She turned away and said loudly, “Tony!”

She was married? I hadn’t a clue. I suppose she was old enough to be married. I mean not many broads her age weren’t married, or divorced, or widowed, or something. I’d not really had the chance to do a background check on her before this. I didn’t care though – it still wasn’t a cell I was having to share.

The sounds of someone coming down the stairs came to me and I wondered what her husband looked like. Was he a judge as well?

Breath left me as the sexiest woman I’d seen in way too long came down the stairs. Her shiny black hair was in a long bob, and she had a cute turned up nose between two dark eyes. Even though she only wore skintight jeans and a white tee my dick desperately wanted to get to know her.

“This is my niece, Toni.”

Oh, Toni, not Tony.

She looked to be roughly in her mid 20’s. As she walked over I saw she was roughly half a head taller than me. I could see her muscles move like she knew she could kick my ass and throw me to the floor. I guessed she was some sort of athlete or in the military. Though with her hair that long maybe not the military. 

“Um, er... h– hi,” I stammered and tried to smile. It’d been a while since I’d been so close to a girl. Especially one this hot. I put my bag down and offered my hand.

She looked down at it like I’d just been juggling shit, then her dark eyes burned into mine as if she was working out the quickest way to kill me.

“This is the piece of slime you’re working with?”

I guessed she wasn’t talking to me about her aunt.

“That’s not nice, Toni. This is John. He’ll be here until I say otherwise.”

She prowled round me like a big cat with something new in its territory and it wasn’t yet sure whether to eat it, fuck it, or fight it.

I knew my preference.

“Pleased to meet you,” I tried again, without offering my hand.

She disdainfully turned her back and stalked off without a word. 

I watched her tight ass until it disappeared round the corner past the stairs, feeling a stirring in my prison-issue jeans. Then turned round to feel the megawatt glare of the judge burning into my eyes.

“That,” she began, fierce anger in her words, “is exactly what will send you straight back to jail.”

“Sorry, Judge.” Hot chicks have been in short supply where I’ve been, is what I didn’t add.

“Pick your bag up and follow me.”

I did so and let her lead me up the stairs. I felt it best not to watch her ass – for two reasons, the main one being that it just wouldn’t compare to Toni’s.

The stairs didn’t creak like in most of the places I’d stayed. The place was also spotless, I wondered who did the cleaning. Did she have someone in, or did Toni... Oh my god. Maybe Toni did it but not wearing tight jeans. Maybe something slightly more... feminine? Maybe a short dress? Let her show her legs
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