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Prologue

In the twenty-third century, after a terrifying holocaust, New Victoria rose like a jewel out of a wasteland of ruins.  Unlike other upstart nations, New Victoria is known as a place where moral purity thrives, minds think as one, and creativity and sexuality—the demons of discontent—are controlled by Law.  In order to reduce the threat of dangerous uprisings, lawbreakers are subject to harsh and often public punishment.  Such extreme measures guarantee that order prevails within the bounds of New Victoria's austere and inflexible design.

Conformists believe New Victoria paradise.  The restless find it hell. But since it's commonly believed that what is outside its borders is savage and dangerous and wholly without redeemable value, the people submit, and the State of New Victoria enjoys prosperity. The masses endure the deprivation of liberty with good grace in order to secure their peace in what is otherwise an arbitrary and uncivilized world.
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Tobacco smoke colored the air gray, as the balding magistrate puffed on the stub of his cigar while listening to testimony.  Coughs and aggravated squirming were the only noises except the sound of the witness, Rafferty, as he answered the prosecutor's questions.  When Delila coughed the judge glared in her direction so that she squelched a second cough.

"You may proceed," the bespectacled magistrate instructed the prosecuting attorney who waited politely for some instruction.

The attorney nodded and returned to the witness.  "She seduced you?" the angular man with horned rimmed glasses asked the nervous blonde man who sat uncomfortably on a small stool in the witness box.

"It was mutual," Rafferty replied.

"Did she not bare her breasts for you?  Open her blouse and taunt you with them?"

"She did," he agreed.  "But that was only after our conversations."

"Conversations about what?"

The witness paused, anxiously pursuing words in his mind that would explain.  "Conversations about our mutual urges," he finally said.

The attorney was piqued.  "Can you be more specific?" he asked.

"We talked about what we were feeling."

"And what were those feelings?"

"They were sexual, sir."

"I see.  You talked about having sex with each other?"

"Yes," Rafferty spoke quietly.

"So when did the conversations end and the fornication begin?"  The prosecutor's voice rung shrill throughout the room.

"It's hard to say, sir.  It just sort of happened."

"Out of the blue?" he inquired.

"Yes, out of the blue."

"I see."  The attorney moved from the witness box strolling about the area, his eyes staring up at the ceiling as if he was deep in thought.  "Perhaps you ended your conversations about sex, and the fornication took place when Delila Armand opened her blouse and flaunted her breasts for you."

There was a ripple of response in the crowded courtroom, though the murmurs were squelched by the glaring eye of the judge.

The prosecutor, not having an answer from the witness, returned to the box, and stared at the young man.  "Mr. Rafferty, tell me please, did not the defendant, Delila Armand, open her blouse and flaunt her naked breasts for you?  Is that not when this fornication began?"  The third time repeating the question, he enunciated each word.

Rafferty bit his lip, as if he wished he could hold back his reply. "Yes sir," he finally spoke.  "Though she was just teasing."

"Did you ask her to stop?"

"Not exactly."

"What did you tell her?"

"I told her we probably shouldn't be doing this."

"And what did she do?"

"She stopped."

"Stopped?  Or did she just close her blouse, only to expose herself to you later?"

"I . . . I, I can't really say how it happened," Rafferty said, scratching his head as if he didn't know the answer.

"Mr. Rafferty," the prosecutor leveled another mean stare, "you're not on trial here, but you could be charged.  You understand that?  We're here to get to the bottom of the story and nothing more.  It would be wise for you to tell the truth in the simplest terms possible."  The prosecutor's threat was hardly disguised, neither was his power over the witness.

"Yes, sir, she teased me," Rafferty said.  "It was a little game we both played."

"Did you display your private sexual parts to her?  To tease her?"

"No, sir," Rafferty replied.

"But she did?"

"Yes, sir," the witness agreed.

The prosecutor took another momentary pause and then began again in his most sweeping style.  "Isn't it true, Mr. Rafferty, that the defendant, Delila Armand, shamelessly, without regard to her married status and to the laws that she was violating, teased you with her body in various states of undress until you were drawn into her sexual advances and gave in?"

"I wouldn't say it that way," the witness replied.

"A simple yes or no, please," the prosecutor pressed.  "Did she seduce you?"

"Yes," Rafferty declared in an angry snap, though he turned his head away so his eyes would not meet Delila's.

No one spoke, no one even coughed, and even for that instant the Judge sat motionless, the incessant jawing on his cigar halted.  Delila, in the defendant's chair, bowed her head.  Her once wild dark hair pulled tightly back made her face look drawn, the weariness of the last several weeks written in the faint lines on her pretty face.

"How many times did you and Armand's wife engage in sexual intercourse?" the prosecutor went on.  By then, the details were simply formalities. 

"Five times," Rafferty whispered.

"Repeat that, so that all can hear," the prosecutor said.

"Five times," Rafferty repeated.  Looking closely, one might see that the man was close to tears, though not one would trickle down his cheek at such a public moment.

"Five times," the prosecutor repeated for the benefit of anyone that might not have heard.  "Five times this fallen wife seduced this man, fornicated with his hallowed body, defying every convention of this prudent society."  

The fixed eye of the prosecutor had turned to Delila as he finished his remarks;  and zooming in on her, he stared in an emotionless vacuum until he finally turned away and returned to his seat at the prosecutor's table.  "Nothing more from you," he said of Rafferty as he sat down.

"Will Delila Armand be speaking on her behalf?" the judge addressed the defender sitting next to the raven-haired woman.

"No, sir," her lawyer replied.  "Though I do have closing remarks to make."

"Proceed," the judge said, motioning him with his hand.

The defender rose from his seat and walked to the center of the room, no sweeping gestures like his more flamboyant counterpart.  He looked first at the prosecutor, then at his client, and then at the judge.

"I believe, sir," he began speaking quietly, "that Delila Armand is guilty of nothing but an innocent dalliance, a simple flirtation that swept two lonely people from their best judgment.  Her husband missing for weeks, it seems more of a means to find some comfort than a serious breach of law and the morality of marriage.  I do contend, as you have heard the witnesses confess, that Delila Armand had every reason to believe that her husband would not return from the dangerous mission to which he'd been assigned by his job.  She believed he was dead.  Such a state would stress anyone beyond their ability to think in the most reasoned way.  And now, sir, that her husband has been found alive, indeed sitting behind her in this courtroom, willing to forgive her sin and be on with their lives together, I think it only prudent that this court show mercy and leniency, allowing these two to reunite without another unfortunate separation."

The defender finished keeping a steady eye on the man behind the bench.

"Sir, it was just an innocent and misguided dalliance, certainly no crime."

The judge listened, sighed, and then took his cigar from his mouth.  "She admits to breaking the law?" he asked. 

"Yes, sir, but the extenuating circumstances should be weighed here.  There's her family to consider . . ." the lawyer tried again.

"But she admits to breaking the law, just as the evidence shows, just as the last witness testified?" the Judge interrupted.

"Yes, sir, she does."

"Then take your seat.  Unfortunately for your client, social status and fancy explanations don't sway my judgment.  Does the prosecution have a summation?"

"No, sir," the prosecuting attorney said.  "The state rests its case on the evidence presented."

The judge sat immobile deliberating, staring at the young woman, Delila Armand, wife of Armand, guilty of the most extreme of morals crimes, having sex with a man outside the sanctity of marriage.  The decision for him was easy, the rules proscribed by long held laws, it almost seemed ridiculous to go through the formality of trials anymore.  But he'd figured long ago that institutionalized humiliation was part of the punishment, and if he could in some small way add to the distress of this despicable soul, he'd certainly do his best.

"Delila Armand, please stand," his voice suddenly boomed, jerking even the most sound asleep from their slumber. "Armand, husband to Delila, rise also."

Standing, the husband and wife rose above the crowded courtroom honoring the judge's command.  The remainder of the room waited for the sentence to be read.

"Delila Armand, despite your attorney's attempt to explain your adulterous and indecent behavior, the unfortunate situation with your husband can bear no weight in this matter.  The law is clear and unequivocal.  As such, this court finds you guilty of five counts of seduction, five counts of fornication outside the vows of marriage."  

In a near faint, the blonde woman slumped into a chair, as her husband turned his head aside and closed his eyes.

"Delila Armand," the Judge boomed out once more, rapping his gavel on the thick wooden bench.  "You'll stand until I am finished with you."

Her lawyer pulled her to her feet so her eyes could not waver from the jowl-cheeked magistrate as he chewed the end of his cigar and continued to speak.

"For violation of the Sex Crimes Act," he started again, "you will be appropriately marked as an offender by identification tag, and are sentenced to be flogged in the public courtyard, once for each count, that is five times on separate occasions, each one week apart.  At the end of this preliminary punishment, you will be remanded to a State workhouse deemed suitable for your crimes.  You'll serve two years re-training at the discretion of the State Prison Authority."

Hearing the sentence, the defendant  couldn't help the tears that were spilling down her cheeks.

"And, on orders from the District Re-training Committee you'll be assigned conjugal privileges after the initial four months of your sentence."  Reaching that point, the judge took his glasses from his eyes so his one beady eye with the lowered brow could fix her with its fast stare.  "The purpose of such visits will be to repair the breach your contemptible behavior has wrought.  At such occasions, your husband, in accordance with guidelines from the State for such visits, will have the liberty to use whatever means he chooses to punish you beyond what this court has sentenced.  You are obliged to comply in full.  I urge you, Delila Armand, to take advantage of his intent to restore the contract of your marriage.  Under the circumstances, it is a rare woman that has such an opportunity."

It was not Delila's place to speak.  After hearing the stern words, she bowed her head again.

The judge restored his glasses, and sitting back in his chair, rapped the gavel.

Delila:  I felt Armand behind me.  I could almost feel his breath at my neck, almost taste his lips as they might have kissed me.  I felt him go limp when the sentence was read.  For myself, I didn't know how to react to so many words.  They were just that, words with no meaning, no power to compute in my mind.  But I imagined the impact would be devastating by the way Armand's whole being seemed to crumble in that instant.  I realized then the degree of hurt that I'd unwittingly caused him.

Armand:  My wife was led away from me between two strong armed matrons that held her delicate arms so firmly, I'm sure they'd bruise.  At the door she was able to look back to me just once.  I had no idea that it was mostly such furtive glances that would define our marriage for months.  I suppose if I'd known that, I would have paid more attention to them, savored each one.  For the past two months before my rescue, I could think of nothing but seeing her face again.  Confined in the detention cells of the distant isles, I worried over her constantly.  I knew they'd tell her I was dead, or nearly so, since it was the custom, and since I would likely have died if fate hadn't intervened in such a capricious way.

***

Delila sat on the floor in the unfurnished cell for three hours.  They wouldn't begin the first flogging until after court had adjourned.  She tried resting her head against the cold cell wall, closing her eyes so she might think of something other than the horror facing her.

"Delila Armand."  The voice was sharp, penetrating the quiet that had surrounded her as the minutes ticked slowly away.

Rising to her feet, she was led from the cell by a matron and taken to a sterile examination room. 

"Remove your clothes," she was ordered.

She'd already been examined twice in association with her crimes, one vile examination, one cursory; though each conducted without her clothes, she was getting used to being naked and probed.  Perhaps this one inspection was better because it was a woman that was doing it.

"Lie back on the table," the matron ordered her once Delila was shivering naked in the chilly dampness of the gray room.  

The table was colder than the air, not lucky enough to have the warmth of wood at her back, this was metal and feeling like ice against her skin.

"Spread your thighs wide," the woman instructed.  She turned around, fooling with something on a nearby counter.  When she turned back, leather straps went around Delila's waist to hold her in place, and her thighs, already wide apart were jerked to the extreme and bound as well.  The matron finished the job, binding the young woman's arms overhead; though they were not drawn tight, but simply secured out of the way.  The task complete the woman opened the door and called to someone on the other side.

Inspectors, Delila assumed.  Everything about the process of being arrested, tried and convicted was inspected by ghoulish men wearing somber faces.  Some in suits, these men wore white lab coats.

"She's checked out," the tall man said, referring to a paper on his clipboard.  

"Get it over with quickly, she's to take her first re-training in a half hour," the shorter man said.

"You give me precious little time to prepare, you know," the matron snapped, and she moved to the counter and retrieved the necessary equipment.

Delila didn't look, there was no way she would watch as she became the sovereign property of the State Prison Authority for the next two years.  She attempted to squirm, a natural response to the activity commencing between her legs; but as intended, the bonds held her fast while the matron worked.  There was a fierce sting, then it was over.  The woman had pierced her upper labia with a ring the size and weight of a large coin from which her metal identification tag would dangle.  Other prisoners had their identification tags on their ankles, this was special treatment reserved for her particular kind of sex crime.  According to the decrees of the State, she would wear the identification for the rest of her life.

Delila refused to cry as the men approached and took the ring in their fingers, tugging it as if they didn't believe it would stay.

"Snaps tight, she won't be taking it off, if that's what you're worried about," the matron barked at them.

"Get her ready for flogging, then this one will be done for a while," the tall man said.

Before Delila opened her eyes again, both men were out of the room.

"Think they get off on it," the matron grumbled to herself as she undid Delila's bonds, and pulled her to a sitting position.  Every now and again she swabbed the wound between the woman's legs with disinfectant and something to stop the bleeding.  "You'll rue the day you tried to buck this system, miss," she said. 

Delila felt the tag at her groin a heavy weight that threatened to make her lopsided.  She was too afraid to look at the result, so she fixed her attention on the brute of a woman who was attending her.  Watching, she saw the woman pull leather cuffs from a drawer and then turn around.

"I'm Briel," she told her.  "You comply with what's demanded of you, this time will go much easier.  Believe me, I've seen many like you, and how they respond.  Despite what you might think, you'll get through it."  She was almost being kind, though her face remained grim.  "Hold out your hands."

Delila presented her thin wrists to the woman, and taking each one in turn, the matron placed the wide strips of leather around them; the cuffs buckled into place, and fit snug.  Sitting on a stool before her, the woman did the same with cuffs about her ankles.

"They won't like it if your eyes are closed when they use the lash.  I've seen the administrator repeat an entire flogging because the prisoner's eyes were closed.  Best to fix on one face, I imagine."

She was being kind.

"Fix so hard that you let the pain go around you."

"How would you know?" Delila asked.

The woman grimaced.  "It's best not to question anything around here.  Like I said, just do as you're told."

The matron pulled her to her feet and led her into a room where another offender waited just as Delila would wait.  She was naked and cuffed too, a tag at her labia in the same place where Delila wore hers.  She might have spoken to the brown-haired woman, but instead, the trembling young thing averted her eyes, so Delila sat down on the bench beside to her to wait.

Delila:  When I heard my name called, I jerked up so fast I almost lost my balance.  I was trembling everywhere and chilled as I was led though the waiting room to an outside door.  Through a long corridor where the September breeze whipped my skin, I found myself appearing in the courtyard as several dozen eyes inspected me.  For reasons beyond my understanding I smiled as they led me naked through the throng, even as tears trickled from my eyes.

In the center of the brick-walled enclosure stood a dais where Delila was to be flogged.  From scaffolding hung ropes to bind her wrists.  In the wooden floor of the structure was a bar that would hold her feet.  Buckled into the bindings, her arms were extended high above her head, her legs spread wide, her feet a good pace apart.  There was no hiding from the exposure of limbs and breasts and loins.  This treatment was considered the ultimate humiliation the State could decree, a reflection of its regard for her foul crimes.

She was made to face the man that would wield the flogging implement.  He stood just a yard from her vulnerable body as the instructions were read.

"For no less than ten minutes, no more than twenty . . .  at the discretion of the perpetrator, flogged on the backside without mercy."

"Do you confess this chastisement has been fairly appraised?" she was asked by an unknown voice behind her.

"Yes," she answered meekly.

"Then ask for it," she was ordered.

As was the custom with this procedure, Delila requested her own punishment, "I request that you castigate me in accordance with the law," she repeated the words the matron made her memorize, "and beg no mercy for my contemptible crime."  

The administrator nodded and moved behind her as he unfurled the long lash that had been contained in his hand.  The flexible strip of two inch wide leather fell against his thigh almost touching the ground, as he eyed the target of his task, Delila's backside.

She was a small one, but she had the body for such things: a narrow waist, flaring hips, a well padded rump that would take the brunt of the blows,  Her well formed graceful thighs and legs were well-proportioned for her voluptuous body.  It would be the administrator's task to come down with ample force and snap to raise a raw red color on her white skin.  It wouldn't take ten minutes to do the task.  Five would likely suffice, but he'd continuing punishing her according to the law.

Drawing back the leather the flogging began.  A rain of lashes pelted Delila's backside, the center of the punishment aimed at her rounded ass cheeks, which soon blushed red from the fiery heat of the blows.  The lash strayed often to her back and thighs where the vicious snaps made her shriek.  Otherwise, Delila Armand tried to subdue her agony, as if it was the one act of defiance against her tormentors that she could control.

She wasn't bound to win this war of will, however, since there was no stopping the violating lash even when it would appear a good time to stop.  For this induction into her new life, Delila would experience the entire twenty minutes allowed by law.  By the time the administrator finished, the young woman was struggling mightily against the bonds and crying loudly with each new strike that hit on skin that was already raw and at the limits of endurance.

Oddly though, the view of this travail gave the lusting onlookers a strange sight indeed; for the crowd gazing up at this creature in abject pain, witnessed not just her woe, but a certain and beguiling eroticism.  The way Delila moved in response to the lash, particularly at the end, she appeared to have entered another world than the present rude one, where each strike of leather drew her deeper into its devouring center, and her body writhed more in a sexual heat than in agony.

Delila:  I thought of the pain as something that would purge me of my guilt.  Where I had not felt much guilt before, I was assured that it had taken hold of me, especially when I chanced to rest my gaze on Armand's face.  I was shocked to see the fury in his eyes, at first thinking he was angry at those that had put me in this place, but then acknowledging that he was angry with me.  

If this flogging could wash the guilt away I hoped it would.  Though as it was ending, I knew it had not.  Rafferty's face came to me, whether it was because he was there in the crowd or I just imagined he was, I'm afraid my worse shame was the unrepentant longing for him still.  He was a fine lover, and for a moment the pain I was feeling on my flesh wasn't pain at all, but desire reaching out to grab hold of me.
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Armand:  They told me I would have five minutes to converse with Delila after the flogging, that this would be the last time I'd be with her privately until our first conjugal visit four months in the future.  I wanted to desire her enough to take her in my arms and hold her.  I knew that the punishment she'd just received was hurting her badly, but for all my better desires, I could feel nothing but a raw and vicious anger.  That she would bring us to this unhappy hour with her unbridled lust made me rage in a way I never had before.

***

"They won't let me touch you," Armand said.

"I know."  She looked up at him from behind a bar that separated them.

"You must be in great pain."

"Most of that is over now."  She spoke the truth, not just trying to make her husband feel better.  What was arising in her body was akin to sexual satisfaction in a crude sort of way, just heat, terrific heat flooding through her everywhere, though centering in her loins, adjacent to her punished bottom.

"That's good," he said.

"I'm sorry, Armand."

He sighed as he fought for some words that seemed appropriate.  "I know."

"It'll be months now."

"Oh, no, Delila, not months, just a week."  There was sarcasm rising in his voice.  "I'll be expected here to witness your flogging next week and then the next, until this is all over."

"I'm so sorry."  She was crying again.

"And I am too.  I love you, Delila.  I know that beyond all the fury in me, there's a place where my love still resides.  Please understand if I'm having trouble finding it."

"Thank you for waiting for me.  I can't believe you're doing that."

"Did you love him?" Armand asked.

"No," she answered truthfully.

"But you were lonely?"

"Missing you.  I never deserved you," she said.

"You never believed you did," he agreed.  "Perhaps that was our downfall."

"Time's up!" a voice shouted, and the matron Briel walked through the door.

"Please!" Delila let the tears spill from her eyes.

"I'm sorry, but the rules prevent it," Briel told her. She pulled Delila to her feet and away from any breach of regulations on the prisoner's mind that might have found her embracing Armand.  "You don't want to violate your re-training before it's begun."  

As she was led away, her eyes gazed at Armand's sorry face, wishing that for just an instant his dour countenance might lift, but it did not.

***

Delila was in her prison cell, lying down, staring into the gray space in front of her.  There was sunshine now outside, she could get just a small peek of it from the high window on the wall.  It had seemed like weeks, though it had only been days since she had the gift of sunshine on her face—when she was a free woman in the midst of a love affair that had taken her from the gloom of Armand's disappearance.  She should hate Rafferty, but she didn't.

"They proscribe cream for your backside," she heard the matron's voice, as Briel arrived with a large white jar.  She unlocked the heavy metal door, moved to Delila's side, and with the motions of her hand scooted Delila to the inner edge of her cot.  The hefty woman sat down at her side, and unscrewed the lid on the jar.

"On your stomach," she ordered.

Briel began spreading cream on the bare ass cheeks, and places on her back where it was obvious that the lash had struck hard.  

"That stings the most there," Delila acknowledged as the woman's large hands rubbed the thick substance into her thighs.

"Yes, it would," the woman replied.

There was such raw energy generated under the woman's tender touch, Delila found it difficult not to squirm against her soft fingers, especially when they were intent on massaging her buttocks with such spirited energy.

Delila found herself groaning once.

"It's all right to feel the pleasure after what you've been through," the matron told her.  Briel's massage slowed into a more sensuous fondling, and her fingers slipped deeply into Delila's rear crack.  "It does feel good to you, doesn't it?"

Delila was flustered by the question, not knowing how to answer, though Briel was requiring one.  In fact, she chose that moment to stop the rubdown, return the lid to the jar and then rise to her feet.

Delila nodded to her.  "Was the flogging as bad as you thought it would be?" she asked looking down, as Delila, having turned over, was gazing up at the severe woman's face.  

"No," she admitted.  "It hurt terribly bad, but . . . "   She stopped.

"But what?" Briel asked.

"But perhaps it has its purpose."

"And what is that, Delila Armand?" the woman inquired.

She thought for a moment.  "Assuage my guilt."

"Then you'll be sure to have more to alleviate that state.  Remember, it's all right to feel the pleasure," she said again.  The matron was about to walk out of the cell when she turned back.  "I'll bring you a dress in the morning," she said.  "For now you'll have to cover yourself with the blanket if you get cold."  

The cell door clanked shut and Delila was alone again.

***

In the anteroom, outside Delila's cell, the matron sat in a chair behind a desk. She didn't have to take up such a vigilant place so close to the prisoner, but she had her reasons.

About a half hour into her quiet solitude, Briel heard what she was waiting for, the sounds unmistakable, ones she'd heard a hundred times in her tenure at the prison.  Delila's moans were soft, her breathing was heavy.  The matron imagined that she had climbed under the blanket on her cot, her hand quickly finding the centerpiece of a woman's luxury, her fingers exploring the vast valleys and soft tissue surrounding the wet center.  The moans went on for several minutes climaxing in a heavy sigh and a heavier gasp.  Delila Armand climaxed with Briel listening, and the matron smiled.

Getting up from her seat in the anteroom, she left to make a phone call.
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It was a bitter cold day for the second of Delila's floggings.  It was not just the bitterness of the air, but the bite inside her that made her struggle against the treatment this time.  Despite the matron's cautions, those that the woman gave to ease the burden of her punishment, Delila, somewhere in her mind, thought that contesting her treatment might somehow change it.

