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…
Eventually the whole group helped me back to my cabin and we sat talking until we heard the engines starting and we were underway once more. As we reached the room, I turned to Father John and Father David and I thanked them for talking to Sister Grace that afternoon. 

"I meant to talk to her myself, but the drug left me in such a state, and I fell asleep. I don't know if I can forgive myself."

"You have nothing to forgive, you couldn't change her mind. It was you who made her realise this is what she needed to do, you and Lola. When you couldn't beat Lola, you showed her that you weren't the witch Bishop O'Brien had made you out to be and that made her realise that her life was a series of lies put into her by the Bishop. We told her all about our plans for the next few weeks and that we would be happy for her to be part of them, to help us rebuild our faith in her and her faith in the church. I think, when we get back, she'll make another great leader – we might even make her Mother of Mercy for the mission."

 I looked at him and commented that the missionaries certainly seemed to love her.

"Although she was taken in by the Bishop, she spent all her time working for the good of the church. She was one of the few people on board the ship who didn't know you were coming, didn't know that you had been selected many years ago. I don't know if she would have behaved any differently though, she had been well brainwashed by the Bishop and believed every word he said."

"Did she ever have a Child?" 

Father John looked down at me, understanding in his face. He knew I didn't really mean had she ever had any children, I meant had she ever been fucked by the Bishop, had she had a Child of the Church. 

"That's a question only the Mother of Mercy can find the answer to," he said looking at me. "You have full access to everybody's family history, from now on you are the one responsible for seeing who can mate with who, who can have a child with who. You know the rules for becoming a missionary, you know the women are allowed one child or maybe two, but have you worked out the mathematics of it? If each woman can only have one child, the population goes down. Long-term, within the church, we must have a stable population so for each woman who only has one child there must be people who have more. Your job is to decide who those people are, which people we want in the church. You decide who gets to fuck who." 

I looked at him askance. "What, like breeding racehorses?"

"Yes, mankind has been stuck in a rut for too long; we need to give evolution a hand. For the last 10,000 years, greed and lust for power have been the main driving forces behind human evolution. Everybody wants more, everybody is driven to earn money at the expense of family and love. 'We'll be together then dad, I know we'll have a good time then'." I looked at him and realised that he only had part of a family. He had a mother, and presumably he had children but they were all children of the church, taken away and looked after in the nurseries. 

"Do you miss your family?" I asked.

"I've never had a family to miss. Do you miss your family?"

I thought about that one. It was only yesterday that I decided I didn't want my wedding rings back, but it was a lot longer than that since I'd had a family. 

"Sometimes." I answered. "But you're right, they push you to make a decision and women who fail to love their families are somehow thought to be failures, not worth knowing."

"And yet the whole family system is set up to look after women.” he continued, “Monogamy is there so a woman can be sure her husband won't go off with another young floozy as soon as she is pregnant. Marriage is there to protect women, yet they are the ones who lose out having to have a family and look after their children."

"So how did the family evolve?"

"Consider the lion. One male impregnates several females and has cubs, and over the course of three or four years those cubs grow up and eventually the males leave home, they find an old male who can no longer defend his pride. When the young male takes over, he'll kill any young cubs and drive away any older males that might challenge his supremacy. That worked fine for lions, because they grow up quite quickly. With mankind, it takes 15 to 20 years for the next generation to grow up, so they need something more stable. 

The family developed round a man, the hunter gatherer, with his wife and children and possibly grandchildren. Women would spend much of their life pregnant or nursing babies, and childbirth in those days was dangerous. The men had to hunt and later farm the land to keep their families alive. As the families grew, they developed into tribes with the most powerful man as the leader. When two tribes met they would either merge or fight, with the most powerful man becoming the leader or king. Tribes grew to cover whole landmasses, like the Roman Empire and more recently the USA and the USSR.

The family was always important within the tribe, with the family of the leader always being very powerful. These days, power is usually measured in terms of money, the most powerful people in a country being those who control the largest amount of money, while the rest of the world ends up paying taxes to support them.”
“And you think there is a better way?” I prompted.
“I sincerely hope so, or mankind will destroy the earth.”

…
As the ship pulled into the harbour, I was surprised to see how big the village had grown. From Father John's description of the island I had expected a half ruined hotel building and a few dilapidated shacks. From the port I could see buildings stretching away up the hill. I wasn't sure which were houses, most seem fairly industrial but the multi-storey hotel in the foreground blocked much of the view.

There was no pilot here, the captain knew this port better than anybody and the big curving seawalls stretching out round the harbour were clearly visible. There were no other ships here, just a number of small boats, and none of these appeared to be powered. There were sailing boats, rowing boats, even some native canoes with outriggers for stability. While a couple of the sailing boats might have been capable of crossing to the other islands, there was nothing there that looked suitable for getting to the mainland. These people really had cut themselves off from the world.

I was very surprised when we tried to leave the ship, to be stopped by customs.

"Excuse me my lady, we need to search you."

"What?"

"We need to search you ma'am. No drugs of any sort are allowed on this island except those permitted by the Sisters of Mercy for medical reasons."

"What? No tobacco, no alcohol?"

"We do not allow any recreational drugs, including tobacco to be brought to the island, and the only alcohol allowed on the island is what we make ourselves. I'm sorry madam but I am supposed to check everybody who comes off the ship. Will you permit us to search you?"

"No you do not have my permission. I do not want to be searched."

I didn't have any drugs on me or anything else that I was concerned they might find. I wasn't even particularly concerned about them seeing my body – under my robe I was wearing a bra and a pair of knickers, but I didn't want to expose my bare head to the people yet. I was still a little embarrassed even though most people seem to know what had happened to me, and I was sure the missionaries would tell everybody on the island fairly quickly but I wanted the story to spread that way rather than through some customs officer revealing the secret. 

The man looked at me, nodded and said "Very well my lady."

He then turned around to Father John and said "Excuse me Father but we need to search you as well."

Father John grinned, and said "I don't want to be searched either."

The guard looked at him and politely responded "I'm sorry sir but I am required to search everybody."

"I am the leader of this church, do you think the rules apply to me?"

The guard stood his ground. "I'm sorry sir but I need to search you."

Just to make his point Father John pointed at me. "You didn't have to search her, why do you have to search me?"

"The Mother of Mercy makes the rules, Sir. The rest of us just have to follow them."

I suddenly realised where Father John was going with this. Even he, the head of the church, had to obey my rules. I looked at the officer again, with some respect. He could stand up to the head of the church, but he knew who his boss was.

"If you really feel you need to search me, we will need to find somewhere private. I don't want everybody staring at my body."

The officer turned to me, went down on his knee and said "My lady you do me great honour, I don't need to search you. Had I been sure of who you were I would never even have asked but as it was the first time we had met, I thought it was my duty."

I looked at him and smiled though nobody could see it with my mask. "I will make sure your superior is told what an excellent job you are doing here. We are thinking of appointing a Mother of Mercy just for the island, I will make sure she is aware of the importance of your job. Now for the sake of convenience, would it help if I were to assure you that Father John carries no drugs?"

He smiled at me and said "That would be acceptable my lady, thank you. Father John you may proceed." Father John was grinning to himself, and I realised that been another test. A little exercise to show me how much power I had, that I was actually in some ways more powerful than him.

"Come on then, we're holding up the queue." Father John and I stepped forward into the sunshine. I look back to see Lola, Susan, Maggie and most of the missionaries standing naked behind, not in any way ashamed of their bodies. I looked at Father John.

"Would you have let him search you if I hadn't been there?"

"Of course I would, those are the rules. The Head of the Church is not above them, only the Mother of Mercy can ignore them."

"Who was the last Mother of Mercy?" He looked to me, I think he was trying to work out where to start.

"I suppose Sister Agnes was the first Mother of Mercy, and then when she came over here Sister Grace took over."

This shocked me, Sister Grace, who had been banished to Prison Island, had been a Mother of Mercy before me. 

"When Sister Agnes returned to the mainland, five year ago, Sister Grace stood down to let her resume the role, but when the Bishop made her disappear, he forced Sister Grace to drug her and put her on the ship to send here and that really was the first time Sister Grace started doubting the Bishop. She refused to take on the role Mother of Mercy after that, and grandmother has been looking after the role ever since."

Here was another puzzle I had to work out some time, Grandmother was Father John's mother, yet she also seemed to hold a place of great responsibility within the church. As far as I knew, she was the only person in the church who knew who her children were, and it seemed a bit out of place that she should be in such an important role and yet such an anomaly.

"So your mother is also your second-in-command?

"She's my second-in-command and your second-in-command, while we are both away she has absolute power in the church. She is the only person in the world that I will trust in that position, and only because I know she would never do anything that is not in the interests of the Church."

A thought struck me. "Are you a child of the church?"

He didn't seem taken aback at this question, he just replied quite simply "I don't know. My mother never told me who my father was, I don't know if she knows herself. If she does know, the record will be somewhere in the archives so you could have a look and find out if you wanted." 

Somehow, it seemed to be breaking his trust to even think about looking for it. 

"So how long have you been in the church?" 

He looked at me, this time he seemed a little wary of answering. "All my life. My mother was taken to the church when I was born, like I say I've never known my father but I was brought up by my mother in the church. This was before the days of nurseries, something we brought in about 15 years ago." 

I looked at his face curiously. When I first saw him, I thought he was in his 30s but sometimes, he seemed to have the weight of great experience on his head.

"So, how old are you?" 

This time he grinned at me. "I'm only as old as I feel and I feel about 25. Of course that could be these illegal drugs that I've just smuggled through customs in my pocket!" 

Now, I knew he wasn't going to tell me. I also knew that I could look it up if I wanted to, but again it would be a breach of his trust. "So, you're older than me then?" 

He grinned at me. "I'll never be as young as you" he said, and with that we entered the old hotel building. 

From the outside, it had looked just what it was, an old hotel building. Like so much in the church, the inside looked different. The entrance hall was huge, in fact it was big enough to hold several hundred people. At the far end there was an altar and I now understood this was not just accommodation for visitors, this was the church on the island. Hanging above the altar there was a crucifix with a serpent twined round it but even as we entered, it was being lowered to the ground by some workmen. A couple of minutes later it was pulled back up, now without the crucifix. The news had at last arrived that the Bishop was gone, that our Church was Christian no more. 

It struck me that the church didn't really have a name. I'd always referred to it as Bishop O'Brien's Church, but there was no longer appropriate. I asked Father John what the new church was going to be called; he laughed and simply replied The Church. I knew he was too modest to call it Father John's Church or anything like that, but I also knew that if ever did get into the newspapers, we needed a name for our religion. Something else to add to the list of questions I had to answer.

One good thing of being near God is that you don't have to queue for the room. I saw there was a reception desk over to the right, some of the missionaries already there with Father David, others standing waiting outside. As soon as Father John was seen though, there was another Father approaching us. As he drew closer, he identified my purple stripe and he fell to one knee before us.

“Father John, Mother of Mercy, it's good to see you. May I welcome you to the Island and to the Church on the Island and may I escort you to your room?”

 I was looking round at this wonderful area, when I suddenly realised both men were waiting for me to speak. Fortunately, with my mask on they couldn't see the slight flush of embarrassment that spread across my cheeks, and I pulled myself together so I would not sound flustered as I thanked the father and said it would be a delight to have him accompany us. The father immediately stood up and started walking off. I walked beside him and asked him his name and how long he had been on the island.

"My name is father Andrew, and I've been here for nearly 10 years now. "

"Were you one of the first to come here?"

"I came here when this hotel was just a wreck, I managed the rebuilding of it and the building of all the other workshops and warehouses round here, you could say this is my island."

"Then you were here when Sister Agnes was here?"

He stopped suddenly and looked at me. His face was full of concern. "I tried to persuade her not to go back, I knew she wouldn't be able to do any good. I just wish I knew what had happened to her."

 I looked at him, there were nearly tears in his eyes.

"Did you love her?"

I saw a flash of anger in his eyes. "Not in that way, she was the last of the good Christians. I think she was still a virgin when she left here, I don't know what happened to her since." 

I glanced across at Father John but he gave no clue as to how to proceed, so I turned back to Father Andrew. 

"Have you heard of the disappeared?"

"I hear the missionaries talking, but I've never heard anything official. Is Sister Agnes one of the disappeared?"

I stepped up close to Father Andrew, pushed my good back and took my mask off so he could see me clearly. I spoke softly. 

"Sister Agnes was the first of the disappeared, she has been on that accursed island for three years, but we think and hope that she still alive and we're going to make her reappear soon. I understand that you love her, in the true meaning of the word. I hope that we can bring her back for you and I hope she can come and live here with you."

His eyes brightened at my words, he seemed almost cheerful as he stepped back, said thank you, and lead us on to our room. 

To call it a room was a bit of an exaggeration. The ground floor of the building was split into three sections, the entrance hall and church occupied the centre third, the left-hand third was occupied by the staff rooms, and on the right hand there was our suite. Three big bedrooms, each with an ensuite bath, and each had a connecting door into a smaller bedroom. There was a kitchen, which appeared to be well-stocked with food and the central area had comfortable chairs, coffee tables and towards the back was the dining area that could easily accommodate 12. The furniture was all soft and comfortable, except the two large desks on either side of the entrance door, which seemed built for efficiency rather than comfort. 

As father Andrew was showing us round, the girls arrived. We heard them giggling as they entered the room, then fell silent in awe as they looked at the size and scale of the suite. Father Andrew bowed to us and made his exit, closing the door behind him. Father John looked at me, still barefaced and bare headed, and suddenly grinned. 

"I think I made you a promise, and so far I've let you down." I looked confused.

He suddenly swept me off my feet and carried me into one of the bedrooms, dumping me on the bed. He started untying my robe, then looked at the three girls peering round the door.

"Lola, close the door! Go and get some rest." 

Lola looked disappointed that she was not going to be involved in our activities, but when Susan and Maggie pulled her away I could see that they were going to get involved in activities of their own. I suppose that technically, as the Mother of Mercy, I should be telling Lola not to have sex with novices. There was less than three months difference in their ages though, and what had been okay last week could hardly be classed as immoral now, and anyway Father John had me naked and I certainly was not going to walk out on him at this stage. I lay back as his cock entered my cunt.

"I suppose it was 3 o'clock yesterday morning when I last fucked you, so I am holding true to my promise to fuck your every day." With that he sank down and started a long languorous kiss. Our tongues twisted together, as his hips thrust against mine. His hands were all over my breasts, twisting and pulling my already erect nipples. The drug seemed to have worn off a little bit, but as he stimulated me I could feel it coming back.

…
I was dressed in full mother of Mercy white and purple, painted mask and hood pulled well forward, but underneath Lola had found me the most scandalous of dresses. To call it a dress was a bit of an exaggeration, it was actually four strips of white material laced together with purple laces, two strips on the front which stretched from my boobs down to mid calf, the only point where they came into contact was around my groin, just covering my pubes. If I hadn't been totally shaved down there, you would have been able to see my pubic hair – if I wasn't careful how I sat, you could see that I had nothing on underneath. Higher up, the laces allowed the material to spread so there was a 3 inch strip of material covering each tit, with laces between and laces going round the side to fasten on the strips of material at the back. There were also two laces either side going over my shoulders, one running straight up and then crossing at the back and the other crossing in front and then straight down the back, holding the material firmly in place. At the back, there was a tracery of laces from just below my shoulder blades to half way down my arse, by which point the strips of material had been pulled together to give me a modicum of decency. The laces however stopped about 3 inches below my arse, and from there the four strips of material just fell loosely to mid calf. The sides also laced together, from tit level down to just below my waist, leaving the rest free to blow in the wind. I was wondering what the others would be wearing if I was wearing something this revealing, but I soon found out.
Father John knocked on my door and then looked in, to see if I was ready. We were due to attend the evening meeting, something which apparently happened every evening but today was rather more formal as they had farther John and myself as guests of honour. Lola, as ever, was wearing pale yellow but her sari style dress seemed to have been made with a very light, floating material. She had a red ribbon tied round her left arm, and I asked what this was for but she said she would explain later. Susan and Maggie were also wearing the sari style dresses, in white very much as usual but there was also a white ribbon tied around their arms.

As we walked out of our suite and through into the reception area, we discovered the place was packed. Every chair in the church was occupied, and there were hundreds of people sat on the floor and standing round the edges of the room. It looked like they all had their best dresses on, the women all wearing saris while the men all had long trousers and smart shirts. Most of the people were wearing different shades of green, but there were a few other colours scattered around as well. I recognised a few of the people, the Smith off the ship stood out as the only person that I could see wearing brown, the two nurses from the ship were wearing white Sister of Mercy style dresses, but they were not wearing masks and their hoods were thrown back. I could see Father David and Father Andrew in their rich blue robes, and of course Father John beside me was wearing black. Everybody stood as our party entered the room, and Father Andrew rushed over to escort us through to the altar at the other end of the Church. We stepped up onto the stage and stood in front of the altar, the massive serpent hanging over our heads. The crowd sat down as they could, and father John stepped forward to the front of the stage.

"Good evening to you all. Just in case any of you don't realise, I am father John and as of two days ago, I am the head of the church." A ripple of noise passed through the audience, some people turning to their neighbours inquiringly, others turning to the new arrivals who seemed to know what had been going on.

"I am here to lead you in our first act of worship as a non-Christian church. As you can see, the crosses have been removed from the hall, only the serpents are left. This does not mean that you are no longer welcome if you have a Christian viewpoint, we welcome all faiths and all creeds as long as they believe in our core ethos. We believe in one God as do the Christians and the Muslims and most of the organised religions of the world. 

Where we differ from other religions is that we do not believe in the afterlife, we don't believe you have to work hard in this life to pay your taxes and tithes, in the hope that you can be happier in the next life. We have yet to have anybody come back from the afterlife and tell us how good it is, I would rather have a good life here as long as it does not hurt the others around us. You are all here because you believe in our ethos, you believe in our credo, you believe in our God. You are all here because you believe there are too many people in the world, you believe the pressure of population is causing terrorism and cold wars, that greed is causing financial hardship and destroying people, that the family is tearing apart civilisation. 

We are here because we believe this is the best bet for the ongoing evolution of humanity. We believe that this is the future of mankind, and today I have great pleasure to introduce to you a lady who is going to help us move forward into this great new adventure. Ladies and gentlemen, I would like to introduce Sister Karen, our new mother of mercy.

I suddenly found around two thousand eyes watching me, once again I was glad of the mask to hide my embarrassment, and once again I was annoyed at Father John for not warning me what was coming. I stood up beside him and turn my head, moving my hood back a little bit so people could see the mask, so people could see the anonymity of the mother of Mercy.

"I am told that you are all my responsibility. I am told that while father John looks after your souls, it is my responsibility to look after your bodies, and I hope that with your help I can accomplish this task. But I want to go further than this, I want to be more to your just a mother of mercy, I want to be your friend." I put the hood back and took off the mask. A gasp went through the hall as many of the people had never seen me before, bald and hairless.

"On the ship on the way here, I took the opportunity of talking to as many of the missionaries as I could find. They are now here in this room, and I'm going to ask them to talk to you in groups. Over the coming weeks, speak to these people. I know them, I trust them to tell you the truth about me. I don't feel worthy to hold the position of mother of mercy, I don't want the degree of responsibility involved, but I do want to help you to make this church a success, I want to help you bring about the future of humanity. Together, we can do this. I look forward to the new future."

As I step back, a cheer ran through the hall. These people all knew what the church stood for, probably better than I did. I really genuinely was looking forward to working with these people, I was looking forward to talking to them this evening, to circulating amongst them and to making friends with as many of them as possible. But first, I knew there was going to be a service, a meal, and then a celebration of life.

Father John stepped up beside me and spoke loudly enough for the congregation to hear. "Mother of Mercy, since you have already removed your hood, and exposed your face, would you like to lead us in the next part of our celebration?"

I wasn't quite sure what he meant, but Susan and Maggie had already stepped up beside me and were loosening the ties on my robe. They slipped it back off my shoulders and I was left in the scandalously scanty dress, which only covered a small part of my body. It had seemed inadequate for a religious celebration, until I realised that Lola was now naked, father John and father David were just in the process of removing their robes and looking round the room, there were naked bodies everywhere to be seen. Soon, the only people still dressed were Susan and Maggie. I looked at them, questioningly until Lola whispered in my ear.

"It is not permitted for anybody under the age of 18 to be naked in the church. We celebrate God by enjoying everything we do, and that includes sex. If you are naked in the church, it is a sign you are prepared to enjoy yourself freely with any other person who tickles your fancy."

"So why am I still dressed?"

Father John and Lola looked at each other and chuckled. It was Father John who answered.

"We did not know if you would have been comfortable being naked in front of this many people. I know some of the mothers of mercy felt it beneath their dignity to be seen naked in public, but I feel you wear your dignity and do not need to rely on clothes so if you wish to be naked, Lola here will help."

"If you wish to take your dress off, I have a purple ribbon here to go around your arm."

"I don't think there's many women here with shaved heads, I don't think anybody would have difficulty identifying me."

"The ribbon has greater significance, sister Karen. It shows that you are fertile, it is a warning to the men who are wearing ribbons that they should not engage in sex with you, that you may become pregnant. That is why I wear a ribbon, and if you look around you will see that father John and all the fathers, the two nurses and the Smith are all wearing ribbons."

"So why should some people still be fertile? I can understand that you are, having been newly initiated but I thought the idea was the people were all sterilised so they could enjoy sex without worrying about such things."
"The two nurses are professional mothers, in order to keep producing milk they must have babies regularly, so they must be fertile. Because these ladies provide so many children into the community, they have all been carefully selected, that's part of your job now. I believe the Smith has not yet provided a child to the church, since he went out from the church and has been out for a few years. It is also possible that he has some special skills which the sisters of Mercy feel may be genetic, so he may be one of those lucky men who are allowed to father several children. He does have a lovely set of muscles on him doesn't he?"

"And what about the fathers?" I had seen that all the fathers had ribbons tied round their arms, in the same colours as their robes.

"All the fathers are fertile, because it's a responsibility to initiate the girls. What happens is that a lot of the girls will be fucked by the fathers, to give their children of the church. And then a lot of the men will fuck the professional mothers, so it all averages out and the population remained stable."
The Service

So here I was, one of only three people wearing clothes in the whole church. The question, do I strip off? The answer: no! This dress just felt so sexy, and I was one of the older people there, my breasts couldn't stand up as well as many of those around me, my tummy was a little bit loose and if you look closely you could still see a couple of stretch marks. My dress covered these aberrations while showing off the length of my leg, my thighs and my bald head. I wasn't sure how sexy most people found this, but I knew I loved it when the girls were stroking it. I also knew that I would probably need hair when I became a corporate asset, it would be much easier to sell the church as a normal human being and I didn't want to be constantly wearing a wig. I ran my fingers across my head, feeling the very gentle fluff that was starting to grow back – it was only two days since it was shaved, but so much had changed in my life.

Father Andrew with leading the service, he was just waiting for the congregation to settle before starting with the first hymn. I was curious as to what songs would be sung in the service, I knew that the Church had a Christian background but they would probably try to avoid overtly Christian songs, so the first one seemed a bit of an odd choice as I regularly heard it in Christian churches. On the other hand, it was praising God through dance, not exactly mainstream Roman Catholic. I didn't know all the words, but I joined in the chorus – 
dance then wherever you may be, 

I am the Lord of the dance said he, 

I'll be with you wherever you may be, 

and I’ll lead you all in the dance said he. 
After the hymn, Father John stood up and gave a speech – I suppose it was a bit of a sermon – about the need to work quickly, to encourage as many people as possible into the church, and to make sure the islands were ready to receive them. He mentioned the thousands of people that were there already, and the thousands more on the mainland who were working to support the church.

I looked around the church. There certainly seemed to be the better part of a thousand people in here but it didn’t look like the thousands Father John was talking about, and I wondered where the rest were.

The sermon was fairly short and we soon moved on to the next hymn, one I had heard just the previous day. They had the same flautist from the ship, the same drummer, and the same girl starting the song, but very quickly the congregation joined in and I joined in myself, where I could remember the words.

Then fancies flee away,

She'll fear not what men say,

She'll labour night and day

To be a pilgrim.

I could see throughout the church that there were missionaries in tears, even father John was having trouble and it was left to Father David to stand up and explain the significance of this song, the story of the disappeared and how Sister Grace volunteered to go to the island to help them prepare for their return. Sister Grace was very well known on the island, many of the people there remembered her as Mother of Mercy and they were proud that she had shown the courage and the faith to take this step. It was not exactly a pilgrimage she had gone on, but to these people it was something far greater. She has shown true devotion to the church and was well worthy of reverence.

The service moved on, a couple more songs and then it was over. A lot of the people in the church left at the end of service and I thought it a bit strange so few were staying for the celebration. I was looking forward to talking to these people and I didn't want them to leave. I saw Father John moving around the room, talking to the congregation and I was about to follow when the Smith walked up to me.

"Mother of Mercy.”

"Mr Smith, what can I do for you today.”

"I was just looking at you, Mother of Mercy, how beautiful you look in your dress."

"Please, call me Karen. I must say, you are quite beautiful in your nakedness."

He grinned, his cock standing a little prouder I thought, then he frowned at all the young naked bodies that were all around. "Sometimes, I just feel so old. I may be naked, but a lot of the young girls are wary of me because of the armband.” He nodded down, where the ribbons stood out darker against his tanned skin.

"But Sister Karen, I was watching you during the service and you looked dubious when Father John suggested there were thousands of people here, I was wondering if you would care to step upstairs with me, and I’ll show you.

I indicated my left arm where Lola had insisted on tying a purple ribbon and pointed out to him that I was not the best person to take upstairs. He laughed and assured me that that was not his intention at all, and I gave a bit of a disappointed look before grinning at him. We both knew that it couldn't happen, but it was nice to flirt with somebody occasionally – especially with one of the few people wasn't in awe of me.

"How do we get upstairs?" 

He took me by the hand and led me to a door in the corner of the stage which led on one side to a fire exit and on the other side to a staircase. We climbed to the very top of the stairs and came out on a corridor which led across to the front of the hotel.  A glass door at the end let us out onto a balcony which stretched across the width of the hotel which the smith crossed. He leaned on the balustrade at the edge of the balcony looking over as I came to join him, standing close to him - closer than I thought I should have, certainly closer than etiquette required. 

“There you are.”

He gestured over the side of the balcony to the hotel grounds and I was shocked, the area in front of the hotel was packed. There were far more people out here than had managed to get into the church, you were literally thousands of that quickly. We debated? Turn it back to the railing gestured to the hotel. This is our home said there's enough was here further about 2000 people, and a lot of people to splash out in the church. Celebration well past midnight, by then most people well forked and ready to just collapse where there will stop in and of course you really need anywhere to stay on this island, a lot of the farmers without outside what is sleep out under the stars. After all, that only island.

"And what about you?"

The rooms on the top floor reserved for people like us. It's not that we can't with the youngsters, is nothing to stop us getting a regular girlfriend or wife, otherwise no formal marriage in the church the couples who live together thinking using years, and then the trio's large groups as well. Then we get the serial monogamy is one stay with one bill to time pressure only do with one partner at a time, move on every few months, and in the summer just sleep around. Not having to worry about pregnancies and families and stuff like that make sex so much easier.

But you do have to worry about things isn't family and things like that."

Usually, but a lot of the girls don't like the thought likely: any time to fuck a girl, casual type more meaningful relationship.

With a?"

Gestured to adore, is on the right, one of those with Windows out of the balcony. "As sleeping tonight, that how many people out here. Over the next few days, and I thought down there. He gestured to a nearby buildings. "I will have my own room down there, because sometimes for jingles only tonight when he can only start, and I a few other interests as well.

"What sort of interest might leave it?" She asked,.

"We'll from the forge makes everything very thirsty job, a nice pint of ale goes down so much better than a pint of water. Of course this bare feet from the forge is very good for making the East work after starting off the hops. America has traditionally the Smith shop has been centre for the menfolk of the village, and I planning on keeping well in touch with the gossip place by having plenty of people around, so shops could be a lot bigger than it really needs to be just the ones.

"Getting to keep me in touch with that gossip?"

"Not quite sure how we communicate around here, but I will certainly pass on any information that I think will be relevant.

I have a word with the captain, make sure everything passed straight onto me.

I know the enforcement of rules sister Moses job, but I think it times probably useful to have a nice strong man outside, thought we could: you in need, I would really appreciate it.

"Because you will lady, anything I can give the church. I worked very hard to earn my place here, I'm honoured that they think we were the bearing children for the church, and I am honoured to be your friend. Now you back downstairs includes.

"How do vitriolic people? It's not like the feeling 5000

"I think we have more than 5000 led three fishes, feels and five fishes but yes a lot of the people food. There are a few big shops and kitchens wrong area, people are going away to the far side of the island for a few days take food with but I suspect today's been working overtime in the plenty of food available. Turnaround, he went back inside downstairs back out onto the stage. Lola was the, looking very worried – she – although from around my neck.

"But sister Karen, you must do that, I was so worried

"thank you Lola, you're right I should tell you where I was going. Mr Smith here invited me upstairs to see the crowds outside. We only got a couple of minutes.

"I know sister, so you go out with this myth. I was just worried you'll both be relevant, I was working might have done something inappropriate.

Smith step forward, portable Lola by the-based turnaround such as exams, face-to-face with even to the. "Now Lola, you were talking to me about the ship. Did I seem to to be somebody couldn't be trusted? And I feel deeply insulted if you are drawn. "Why no Mr Smith, Mr Smith, I trust everybody "stop I was concerned that sister Karen isn't really familiar with the rules yet I think Karen the? If she decided it was okay to sleep with my, neither you nor I do anything about it. But you and I will have to himself not to do such a thing on the other hand, you're quite a pretty little wench and you evening down who blushed. I thought I better intervene odds she is just an initiate, she's fertile might not be appropriate for you to touch."

"You haven't already yet have you?" "Reluctantly blushed again." I asked the nurses what I should do that sheet, and one of the washing doubtful me. When she was given back to me, I to examine me, and she seems to think that 8% likely to to be pregnant. Curricula to ensure,

"I think what must suggest still be a little inappropriate though, congratulations happy for you."

Smith gave all the big kiss on the cheek, and settle down. "You can for me anyway. I've always old lady." In England at me, making me blush in turn stop at that moment, we were rescued by father John going to escort us to the table.
The daughter

she grew up just like any other girl, in the community nursery. She now felt in any way different, although she did sometimes think the staff watched more closely than did the other girl, this team together had exercises and more challenging problem, but she assumed that was just because she was able to do them. The whole thing about the community's cooling system was a Jew challenged each person to the limits of their abilities, you found out what they were capable of and pushed a little bit further

at 13, she started with weapons training along with all the other girls, and it was then that she met the boys. It wasn't that they were kept separate to anything like that, it's just they have so little, stop there were forbidden from doing the one thing the boys and girls like to do, and there were plenty of girls to do that sort of thing with such wasn't too bothered. She knew when she was 18, they find boyfriend and she had a baby. She hoped she might be one of those lucky ones who could have more than one baby, but to do that she'd have to work hard, show she was well above average intelligence and demonstrated ability in all sorts of ways. Even weapons training, she seemed to be pushed more than the other girls. The boys had been in training for 12 months by then, they only started earlier, but she was pushed to the point where she was competing with the best of them. She had no trouble putting it bullet in the ball advantage arts, she was quick and the reaction test and managed to avoid killing all the innocents. Admittedly, she never had to shut the person. There were no animals on the island, such never chanced to them but she was expected to work in the hospital and see the injuries that were caused by negligence by the heavy machinery that was used on the fields. She had even witnessed people dying, not of her hand and the lack of medical treatment is available at the scene. Even on an island the size of theirs, took an hour to walk from one side to the other in the medical services will all concentrated village. When a man had his arm ripped off while felling a tree on the far side of the island, she was first on the scene, she was the one who had nursed him when he slowly bled to death. She had not been able to sleep for the week afterwards, even though everybody told that Donna best, positing her nature to accept suffering easily.

When she was 16, all girls were tested and most of them were sent out into the world to start work. Those who passed the test moved to another island, to a bigger school where the 16 and 17-year-olds could be given advanced training. Nobody ever stopped learning, there was always something new to learn but the girls were also expected to be fit and agile, they would be expected to run at least 5 miles a day and then settle down and do some studying before helping out around the school. By the time they were ready for bed, they rarely had enough energy left for more than a kiss and cuddle, before settling into their dormitory beds.
