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Chapter 1 - Resistance

Sunday 28 September 93

Tommy was on a 5-man patrol of a section of the Green Bay – Queendom border region. Tommy was 18 and a member of the volunteer militia, in this case the Mount Vernon Troop, which consisted of 40 infantry and a four female support staff. A larger troop was based at Green Bay town. The colonies of Green Bay and Mount Vernon had merged 8 years previously, but even so, their combined forces were still no match for the large, well equipped Queendom Army.

Relations with the Queendom of Vena had been strained for some years. The Queendom regarded it as their manifest destiny to take control of the whole of the island of South Vena, but the Union also had interests in the region. Mount Vernon was the source of most of the planet’s iron ore, and it’s only supply of copper, and it had good supplies of other minerals as well.

Until recently, Green Bay’s security was based on the idea that neither the Queendom nor the Union would make aggressive moves for fear of intervention by the other side. Green Bay was also to some extent protected by its relative isolation. There were no roads to other parts of South Vena. Movement of passengers and goods was by aircraft or ship.

But the Treaty of Green Bay had changed all that. The Union had caved in and given the Queendom almost everything they wanted in exchange for guaranteed supplies of minerals and the release of interned citizens. Green Bay colony itself had had almost no say and had only signed under intense pressure from both sides.

The treaty would take effect on 1 January 94 – just over a month away – when Green Bay Colony would become a duchy of the Queendom. The treaty stated that the males of Green Bay would not immediately be enslaved and also stated that marriages would be respected. Since all males over 18 in the Queendom were slaves, and marriage as an institution did not exist, these were trumpeted as major concessions. However, it was widely expected that there would be severe restrictions on males, but nobody knew exactly what form these would take. Clarification was promised in good time.

In the meantime, Green Bay was, in theory at least, still an independent colony, and the militia were under orders to continue normal operations. As far as Tommy and the Mount Vernon troop were concerned, this meant weekend patrols of the border region north-west of Mount Vernon. The Mount Vernon Troop did not have the resources to patrol the entire border let alone man a defence line, so their activities were limited to a weekend reconnaissance of a selected part of the border region to see what the Queendom Army had been up to since the last time the militia was there.

The border was in fact undefined. No one had yet made detailed maps of Vena, let alone defined where the borders actually were.

The militia patrol had used a scout car to advance as far as they could along dirt roads originally made by the Mount Vernon Minerals Company and then continued for about 2 hours on foot. They had advanced to high ground a few miles short of the halfway point between Mount Vernon and Victoria. They then observed and made notes.

“There’s nothing new as far as I can see.” said Ryan, the patrol leader and the commander of the Mount Vernon troop.

He was peering through binoculars at a Queendom Army bunker about three miles away across the valley. Military vehicles were parked outside. The Queendom, it seemed, had permanently if thinly manned their side of the border. Tommy and Bobby looked as well, but they couldn’t see much as they didn’t have binoculars. Jake and Tommy’s twin brother Luke kept watch.

Suddenly Jake shouted: “Hey, watch out, Queendom troops!” and raised his rifle.

“Hands up! Don’t fucking move! Put that fucking gun down! Put it down!”

They all turned to see four Queendom Army girls pointing rifles at them. They were all in their low to mid 20s.

“Lower your rifle, Jake. Nobody make any sudden moves.” said Ryan to his men. Then, to the Queendom troops: “You’re on the wrong side of the border, girls. This is Green Bay territory.”

“No way, this is our territory. You’re in the Duchy of Victoria. And you’re all under arrest.”

She got on her radio. “Cindy 2 to base.”

“Base here. Go ahead Cindy 2.”

“We’ve caught five militia boys. Requesting instructions.”

“Understood. What is your exact location?”

“We’re one mile southeast of hill 819.”

“Wait, Cindy 2.”

Then, a few seconds later:

“Captain Ashley wants to know what they were doing there.”

“They were observing our positions with binoculars. They claim they are on their side of the border.”

“Wait, Cindy 2.”

They all waited for the response. The militia boys now had their rifles slung over their backs, and their hands on their heads.

“We’re at least three miles from the border. In fact, it seems to me that your bunker is actually on our side.” said Ryan.

“Shut it, male.”

“Cindy 2, this is base.”

“Go ahead, base.”

“Captain Ashley says to let them go. Return to hill 819 and then continue your patrol in a south-westerly direction.”

“Received. Out.”

“Ok boys, it’s your lucky day. On your way.”

The two forces moved off in opposite directions. Tommy watched the girls move off. He glanced up in the direction of Vena’s star. The brightness of the star made him squint. As he watched, he realised he could see a halo around the star, and his vision began to take on a yellowy tint. He felt a headache coming on. He had been getting these attacks more frequently over the last few months and they were getting worse. He turned round to join the others.

“Tommy, contact base, tell them we encountered a Queendom patrol but we’re returning to MV now.” said Ryan.

“Yes, Ryan.” They didn’t have modern radio sets like the Queendom Army had. Instead, Tommy tapped out the message using morse code and a few seconds later he heard the acknowledgement.

They made their way back to their scout car and then set off along the rough roads back to Mount Vernon militia HQ.

Back at base, Ryan went into an office to confer with Mark, his second in command, who had been in charge at HQ that day. Bobby, Jake and Luke all went to sign off. But Tommy saw his sister Sarah and went over for a quick word.

Sarah was two years older than Tommy and was also a militia member, and unlike the three other female members of the militia, she was weapons trained. Weapons training for females was voluntary in the militia, but Sarah had eagerly volunteered. She had always been a bit of a tomboy and had asked to go on patrols. But despite being proficient with weapons and consistently scoring top marks on the range, she would not be deployed in combat units. That was militia policy. Female weapons training was strictly for self-defence. Instead, Sarah worked mainly with records and administration in HQ, but she was also trained in first aid and could assist her best friend, and Tommy’s girlfriend, Clare, the militia’s medic, in an emergency.

“How did it go?” asked Sarah.

“Fine. We bumped into a Queendom patrol, but it was all sorted. Is Clare in?” asked Tommy.

“Yes, she’s in the sick bay sorting out some gear.” replied Sarah. “Everything all right?”

“I’m not really sure. I had another bad migraine attack.”

Tommy knocked on the sick bay door. Tommy and Clare had been going out for 3 months now, but this was not a personal call.

“Come in.”

Tommy entered.

“Oh, hi Tommy. What’s up.”

Clare hurried over and gave Tommy a kiss.

“Hi Clare. I keep getting headaches and my vision keeps going yellowy. And sometimes I see circles around bright lights. It’s getting more and more frequent and to be honest it’s starting to scare me.”

“Oh, that’s not good. Come and sit down and let me have a look at you.”

Tommy sat down in a chair. Clare leaned over him and shone a bright light into each of his eyes in turn.

“What can you see?” she asked,

“I see the light but it’s like there’s a ring around it.”

Clare peered into his eyes.

“Hmm. I can’t see anything amiss. But it doesn’t sound good. You need to get yourself down to Green Bay medical centre, they have a trained optician there, he’ll have a better idea of what’s up.”

“OK, thanks Clare.”

“Tommy, are you coming?”

It was Bobby.

“Off you go, Tommy, your friends are waiting.” smiled Clare.

“Ok, see you later, Clare.”

Tommy signed off then grabbed Luke, who was talking to Sarah, and joined Bobby and Jake who were waiting outside. Then they all headed off to the Quarryman’s Arms for a beer before heading for home.

Tommy lived with his twin brother Luke and his sister Sarah. Their parents had both passed away. When he and Luke got home, they found that Sarah had dinner almost ready. They sat down to eat and afterwards Tommy and Luke did the washing up.

“Are you seeing Clare tonight, Tommy?” asked Sarah.

“Not tonight, I’m worn out.” said Tommy. “I’m going to have a bath and an early night.”

“I’m going to watch some tele.” said Luke.

Monday 29 September 93

The next day, Tommy got up early and had breakfast with Luke and Sarah, then he and Luke left the house for the half mile walk to Mount Vernon Minerals. They both clocked in. Tommy was a trainee in the garage, helping to maintain the excavators and the fleet of trucks that took the minerals down to the docks at Green Bay. Luke operated one of the excavators.

There were two electric trucks in for routine servicing today, and Tommy got to work on the first one.

A couple of hours later, on his tea break, he met Jake.

“Hey, Jake, what’s up? You’re looking a bit down!”

“Oh, hi Tommy. It’s Rob and Jenny.”

Rob was Jake’s older brother and Jenny was Rob’s wife.

“What’s happened?”

“They’re leaving. Emigrating. They’re going to live in Ryman. Rob doesn’t trust the Queendom and wants out. He wants me to leave as well.”

“What are you going to do?”

“I don’t know. I like it here, I’ve got a good job, my friends are here. I don’t really want to leave. What about you, are you staying?”

“I hadn’t really thought about leaving to be honest. My sister and brother are here, and I haven’t got any other close family. I like it here. And of course, there’s Clare.”

“Tommy, when are you going to move in together?”

“I don’t want to rush things, Jake. We’ve only been going out for three months.”

“Be brave man! “

Just then, Ryan and Bobby came rushing in.

“Listen to this, guys!” said Ryan.

“What is it?” Tommy and Jake both said.

“The Queendom have just published new by-laws for the Duchy of Green Bay which come into effect in January. Listen to this:”

“1. Existing Green Bay marriages will be honoured.”

“2. New marriages are not permitted.”

“3. In the event of a divorce, the male becomes the property of the ex-wife and can be sold off if desired.”

“4. All males must have an owner. For a married male, this is his wife. For a single male under 18, this is his mother or female guardian. Single males 18 or over are owned by the Duchess of Green Bay. However, until 30 February 94, a private female in a relationship with a boy may apply for ownership free of charge using form QM219. A private female may only apply for one boy using this method.”

“5. Males cannot have bank accounts or own property. Any such become the property of their owners.”

“6. Male employment will be converted into rental agreements. A male’s salary or wages will be paid as rent to his owner. Owners are free to cancel rental agreements and arrange new ones at any time subject to contractual agreements.”

“7. All males in the Green Bay Police Force will be dismissed.”

“8. All males in The Green Bay Militia will be dismissed.”

“9. All male management positions will be phased out within two months.”

“10. Males cannot drive private vehicles without a Queendom permit in addition to the normal driving license.”

“11. Males cannot be outside unescorted by a female unless at their home or place of work or travelling on foot between their home and place of work and the distance is not greater than one mile. If travelling to or from work requires the use of public transport, or if the distance on foot is greater than 1 mile, a permit will be required.”

“12. All males aged 10 or over, and all males on reaching the age of 10, will be summoned onto a two-week male etiquette course during the first two months. Beginning March 94, etiquette laws will be strictly enforced.”

“And there are by-laws mainly affecting females as well.” continued Ryan.

“13. All females aged 15 or over, and all females on reaching the age of 15, will be summoned onto a two-week mistress course. On completion, and if aged 17 or over, females are entitled to buy, sell and own slaves.”

“14. Females wanting to have a daughter are encouraged to apply to the Population Centre at St Agnes, who’s services are free of charge. Natural births are discouraged.”

“15. Females who nevertheless wish to have a natural birth must take Queendom birth drugs, available free of charge, to reduce the likelihood of producing a male child.”

“16. In the unlikely event that a male child is produced by a natural birth, the male is the property of the mother only if Queendom birth drugs were taken but if not, he is the property of the Duchess of Green Bay.”

“17. All males to be presented to the Dept of Male Education on reaching age 5, or immediately if already over 5 but under 18. The male’s owner may apply for the male to reside at the owner’s home. The DME may permit this if it is practical.”

“18. All males to be presented to the Dept of Slave Training on reaching age 18. Males already over 18 will not need to undergo slave training.”

“19. The DST and the St Agnes Population Centre will supply the males needed to service the Duchy of Green Bay.”

“That’s slavery, in all but name!” declared Jake. “Ok, technically males already over 18 aren’t going to be slaves, but with virtually no rights, it’s just semantics. And anyone younger will be an outright slave the moment they reach 18. Within a generation we’ll be just like the rest of the Queendom.” said Jake.

“Yeah, it certainly looks that way.” said Tommy.

“They’ve fucking double crossed us.” said Jake.

“Fucking bitches. So, are we going to take this lying down?” asked Bobby.

“But what can we do?” asked Tommy.

“There’s not much Green Bay as a whole can do, but we at Mount Vernon could certainly make things very awkward for them.” said Ryan.

“What do you mean?” asked Tommy.

“Mount Vernon is the most easily defended colony on the planet. We’ve got no coastline, and only one approach road. And it’s a winding mountain road, very narrow in places. There are several places where a small force could hold up a much larger force almost indefinitely, with no way for them to out flank us.” said Ryan.

“So, their only hope would be to attack from the north-west where there are no roads, which would be a logistical nightmare for any sizeable force.”

“So, are we doing this?” asked Jake.

“There’s a Green Bay council meeting tonight, the Mount Vernon council is joining remotely. They’ll undoubtedly ask what the military options are, and I’ll make sure they know that we in Mount Vernon are capable of putting up a fight.”

Tuesday 30 September 93

On the evening of the next day, Ryan organized a meeting at Mount Vernon Militia HQ for all militia volunteers.

“Good evening, everyone. I’ve called this meeting to discuss last night’s Green Bay council meeting. All I can tell you at the moment is that nothing definite has been decided. That’s mainly because the council is split. Councillors based in Green Bay town itself are mostly against resisting whereas our own councillors here in Mount Vernon, led by Raymond, are in favour. I guess that’s to be expected. Green Bay port is largely undefendable, so they don’t see the point in risking the lives of their troops for a lost cause. We’re in a different situation though. I’ve told Raymond and his councillors that we can put up a fight and hold the Queendom back for a long time, provided they give us the go ahead to start preparations soon.”

Ryan took a breath.

“The plan would be to identify the best defensive position on the road from Green Bay, some place where the road is narrow and the terrain makes out flanking manoeuvres impossible. We then get obstacles and land mines to the site ready to block it on the evening of 28 October. We’ll need fortified positions that overlook the roadblock. A roadblock that isn’t covered by fire is pointless. So, we’ll set up sandbagged emplacements connected by trench lines and ideally shell proof bunkers. We’ll go ahead with identifying the site and planning the defences without waiting for Raymond, then if we get the thumbs up, we’ll start actual work. I will be in charge at the roadblock with 12 men. Mark will be in charge of the defences at Mount Vernon itself and the north-western approaches. Over to you, Mark.”

“Thanks, Ryan.”

“While Ryan is at the roadblock, I will be in charge of the defence of Mount Vernon itself. Six men will man HQ together with Sarah, Clare, Katie and Beth. That leaves 22 men to cover the northern and western approaches. That’s nowhere near enough to man a continuous line so what we’ll do is set up four hidden and fortified observation posts that together cover all likely approaches. They’ll be manned by four men each. The remaining six men will form a rapid response squad to reinforce where necessary. Simon will be in charge of the response squad. We’ll dig trenches on the western edge of town and at HQ itself. We’ll get going on identifying the sites for the observation posts immediately.”

“Thanks Mark. So, the final decision is with Raymond and his team. They’ll also work out exactly what concessions to demand. They need to be sufficient for it to be worth risking our lives for, but at the same time not too much, we need the Queendom to feel that it’s easier to just give in to our demands rather than going to the bother of launching a full-scale assault on us.”

Wednesday 8 October 93

They had to wait until Wednesday of the following week for the decision to be made. The Green Bay Colony Council had decided that they would make an official protest about the proposed new by-laws, but there wouldn’t be any resistance. The councillors in Mount Vernon disagreed with this decision, but Green Bay town was larger than Mount Vernon and had more councillors, so they had been out voted.

But Raymond had summoned Ryan and Mark and told them to disregard the colony council decision. Raymond had been Mount Vernon colony leader before the merger with Green Bay in 85.

“We should never have merged with Green Bay in the first place. I always said it was a bad idea, but I was out voted. Well, now it looks like we’ll be going it alone anyway. Ryan, Mark, go ahead with the defences. I’m pretty sure Green Bay know what we’re up to and will turn a blind eye but try to keep things as quiet as possible anyway. Let me know what you need and I’ll do my best to get it for you. I’ve already commandeered two trucks for you from the quarries.”

“Excellent. I’ll need to get the boys going right away. Are we mobilizing the militia?” asked Ryan.

“Not officially. It would draw the attention of the Queendom. But just take anyone you need and refer their boss to me if you get any problems.”

“Brilliant. Right, come on Mark, let’s get things moving.”

Saturday 18 October 93

Ten days later, Ryan held a weekend exercise with the militia occupying their battle stations. Tommy was in the strong point overlooking the roadblock while Luke was in Simon’s response squad.

The materials for the roadblock were hidden at the side of the road. They also had six landmines on site ready for laying.

But while he was there, Tommy suffered yet another bad migraine attack and lost his vision again. He held his hands up to his eyes and moaned.

“Tommy, are you ok?” asked Jake.

“My head. I’ve got another migraine attack. I can hardly see.” said Tommy.

“Ryan! Tommy’s got a problem.” called Jake.

Ryan came over.

“What’s up Tommy?”

“I’ve got a thumping headache and my vision’s gone all blurred and yellowy.”

“Ok. Jake, take the scout car and get him back to HQ. Ask Clare to have a look at him.”

Forty minutes later they arrived outside Militia HQ. Jake helped Tommy inside.

“Clare! Clare!”

“What’s up Jake?”

“It’s Tommy. He’s got a bad migraine and yellowy vision.”

“Again! Bring him in and sit him in the chair.”

Tommy sat down in the chair.

“Here, Tommy, take these pills.”

Clare gave him a couple of pills and a glass of water for his migraine.

“What’s your vision like at the moment, Tommy?”

Tommy moved a hand in front of his face, backwards and forwards.

“I can hardly see anything at all, Clare. I can just about see my hand in front of my face, but it’s all blurred. But beyond that, nothing at all.”

“Tommy, I’m sorry, I’m not an eye expert. We really need to get you down to the clinic in Green Bay. But with the situation as it is, I think it’s best if you lay low here in Mount Vernon until everything’s calmed down.”

“Can it be fixed?” asked Tommy, worried.

“I don’t know. But if you need an operation, it will be expensive, and you’d have to go to Romulus. There’s nowhere in Green Bay or Mount Vernon geared up to perform eye operations.”

“Will that be possible? You know, after the Queendom takeover?”

“Good point. Probably not. You might have to go to Victoria then. If that’s even allowed. I guess we’ll just have to wait and see.”

Tommy sat up. “Well thanks, Clare, I really appreciate it.”

“Where are you going?”

“I guess I’ll sign off and go home.”

“I’m sorry, Tommy, but you can barely see. I can’t allow you to go home. You can’t be on your own in this state and Sarah and Luke are going to be on duty most of the time throughout the emergency.”

“Where should I go then?”

“You can stay here in HQ. We’ll be permanently manning it from now on. I’ll get one of the sick bay beds made up for you.”

“But I’m not tired.”

“You don’t have to go to bed, but we can’t have you wandering about on your own. Come on, let’s get you settled in, Sarah can pick up some things for you next time she’s off duty.”

“Thanks, Clare.”

“Tommy, there’s something else we need to talk about.”

“What’s that, Clare?”

“We’ve been going out for nearly 4 months now. I think we should live together. I think you should move into my place as soon as possible.”

“I’ve no objection but why the hurry, Clare?”

“When the Queendom takes over and their by-laws are implemented, I want to bid for you using form QM219. If my application is rejected, you will effectively be a state slave. My bid is much more likely to succeed if we’re already living together.”

Tommy was silent.

“What’s the matter, Tommy? Don’t you want to be with me?”

Tommy wasn’t sure what to say.

“Tommy, what’s the matter?”

“I’m almost blind, Clare, and it’s getting worse. It might be permanent. I would just be a burden to you. You could do so much better for yourself. Why do you want to saddle yourself with me?”

Clare moved in and took Tommy in her arms.

“I love you, Tommy, I always have. Ever since we were little and we played together. You could never be a burden to me, Tommy, never.”

Tommy had tears running down his face, but Clare kissed them away.

“I’ll have a word with Sarah, and we’ll get your stuff moved.”

“Thank you, Clare. I love you so much.”

They kissed again.

“Think positive, Tommy. They may be able to fix your sight. And even if they can’t now, technology improves immensely with each new consignment from Earth.”

Later that day after the exercise was over, Ryan and the militia arrived back at HQ for a debriefing. Then most of the boys signed off and went home. However, HQ would be continuously manned from now on.

Clare went out into the ops room,

“Ryan, can I have a word?”

“Sure, Clare, what’s up.”

“It’s Tommy. His eyesight is intermittent and getting worse. He really needs to get checked out in Green Bay. He might need an operation. But he’s totally unfit for service so I’m afraid you’re a man down.”

“Poor Tommy. We could have done without this. Ok, I guess I’ll have to replace him with someone from HQ, although I really don’t know who I can spare.”

“Ryan, why don’t you let me take his place?”

It was Sarah.

“I’m sorry, Sarah. No women on the front line. It’s militia policy. Besides, we need you here.” replied Ryan.

Sarah looked disappointed. Clare continued:

“Ryan, I don’t think Tommy should be left alone, and Sarah and Luke will be on duty most of the time from now on, so I’ve allocated Tommy a bed in sick bay here in HQ for the time being.”

“Yes, that’s fine.”

Sunday 19 October 93

The next day, Sarah and Clare got Tommy’s stuff moved into Clare’s place. She had a flat above a shop in the town centre. Tommy’s eyesight still hadn’t restored so there was not much he could do to help, and he stayed at Militia HQ.

Monday 20 October 93

On Monday, Mark was duty officer at HQ, and Bobby, Johnny, Sarah and Katie were in the ops room and Clare was manning the sick bay. They also had two men at each of the four observation posts and four men at the roadblock site, although the road was not blocked at the moment.

Johnny was on the radio, checking in with each post at regular intervals. But then they all looked round at an unexpected noise and were startled to see Tommy making his way into the room by feeling his way around the walls.

“Tommy! What are you up to?”

“Mark? I’m bored. Give me something to do. Please.”

“But you can’t see!”

Suddenly the receiver began beeping. It was a morse code message coming in.

Johnny began writing the message down. When the message was complete, he transmitted an acknowledgement then went to hand the message to Mark.

“It’s from the roadblock. All’s well. Nothing to report.” said Tommy before Mark even had a chance to read it.

Mark and Johnny both looked at Tommy then at each other.

Mark said: “Hey Tommy, do you think you would be able to handle the morse code transmitter in your condition?”

“Sure.” said Tommy. “It’s all done by sound anyway. Just park me in the seat and I’ll be fine. But I’ll have to call out the messages rather than write them down. And if you want a message sent, I’ll need it verbally instead of on paper.”

“We can live with that; it’s a small price to pay for gaining an extra man. Ok, Tommy, from now on you’re on comms. And Johnny, I know you’ve been dying to get in on the action, you’re now on the roadblock squad. So, take the rest of the day off, and report back here at 20:00 tonight, Ryan’s doing a tactics briefing in the meeting room. I’ll let Ryan know you’re on his team.”

“Thanks, Mark. And thanks, Tommy.”

Tuesday 28 October 93

It was officially the last day of Green Bay Colony’s independent existence. At midnight that night, it would cease to exist. Instead, it would become the Duchy of Green Bay, part of the Queendom of Vena. The colony council, based partly in Green Bay town and partly in Mount Vernon, would be disbanded. The colony would come under Queendom military occupation for two months, and then a duchess and eight councillors would take over, all female and elected from an approved list of candidates.

But the Mount Vernon troop of the Green Bay militia were determined not to go quietly. Raymond and his team had come up with their modest demands. Modifications to the by-laws that were due to come into effect. The changes demanded had been documented and would be presented to the Queendom at an appropriate time. The changes they demanded were designed to make a significant improvement to the lives of males, while at the same time being insignificant enough that it wasn’t worth the Queendom going to the trouble and expense of a major military assault to oppose them.

The changes they would demand were:

3. In the event of a divorce, the male becomes the property of the Duchess of Green Bay and not of the ex-wife.

This was to take away a profit motive from divorce.

11. Males to be allowed outside unescorted by a female when in their designated hometown.

By 17:00, the roadblock and the four observation posts were fully manned, and at 17:53, Tommy received a morse code message.

“The Green Bay road has been mined and blocked, and the defences are fully manned.”

“Well, this is it guys, now we just wait.” said Mark.

At 19:47, Tommy received another message.

“Ryan says they can see a truck approaching from down the valley.”

“Ok, Tommy, keep me informed.”

And at 20:23: “Mark, that truck contained volunteers from the Green Bay troop. They’ve reinforced our guys at the roadblock. Fourteen guys. Ryan’s sending ten of them back here.”

“Fucking excellent! Oops, sorry Sarah, sorry Katie.” said Mark.

“That’s quite all right, Mark.” laughed Sarah and Katie.

Tommy made regular contact with the four observation posts, as well as Ryan’s detachment, but so far nothing was happening. The HQ team took turns trying to get some sleep. Tommy nodded off at the comms desk.

Wednesday 1 January 94

At 06:43, Tommy was woken up by an incoming message.

“Mark, are you awake?”

“Yawn. What is it? What’s up Tommy?”

“I’ve just received a message from Paul at Green Bay militia HQ: He says that a Queendom ship has just docked and troops and administrators are disembarking along with some vehicles.”

“Ok, keep me informed. I’ll get some coffee going.”

At 08:15: “Another message from Paul. He says this will be his last message. The Queendom Army has arrived, and they’ve ordered the militia to parade outside.”

“Ok. Contact Ryan’s detachment and find out if they’ve seen anything. Then check all the observation posts.”

About 20 minutes later, Tommy was able to report to Mark that nobody had seen anything yet.

Clare approached Tommy. “How are you feeling today, Tommy? Any headaches? How’s your vision?”

“I feel fine, Clare. The headaches have gone, but my vision is no better. I get short periods when I can see but then maybe an hour later it’s gone again. But I’ll be fine here in HQ.”

“Ok, Tommy. Sarah has brought you some things and put them in your cupboard.”

“Ok, thanks Clare.”

Clare gave Tommy a kiss and then went back into sick bay.

Thursday 2 January 94

The next day started off quiet, then at 09:13:

“Ryan can see a convoy of military vehicles coming up the valley. He reckons a scout car and three trucks. It looks like the Queendom Army.”

“This is it guys!” said Mark. “Anything from the observation posts?”

“Nothing to report when I checked 15 minutes ago, Mark.” said Tommy. “Want me to check again?”

“No, keep the line clear for Ryan.”

Updates kept coming in from Ryan’s detachment:

At 10:05: “The convoy has stopped 200 yards short of the roadblock. There’s been no shooting and nothing seems to be happening.”

At 10:25: “A Queendom Officer with a white flag is approaching the roadblock. Ryan’s going down to meet her and will present our demands.”

At 10:45: “The Queendom Officer has gone back to her convoy. Nothing else is happening.”

The rest of the day was an anti-climax. Nothing seemed to be happening. Every time Tommy checked, Ryan replied that nothing had changed and the Queendom convoy was still stopped 200 yards short of the roadblock.

Friday 3 January 94

Mark was up early Friday morning and quickly roused Tommy and asked him to get reports from all the posts.

“Nothing to report, Mark. The Queendom convoy is still 200 yards from the roadblock, and the observation posts report nothing in sight.”

Nothing happened until 16:00 that afternoon:

“The Queendom officer is coming back again under a white flag. Ryan’s going down to meet her.”

And then at 16:15: “Ryan says the Queendom has rejected our demands. They say that Green Bay Colony Council has already accepted the treaty and the by-laws and that’s final as far as they’re concerned. They say they do not negotiate with town councils.”

“Ok, Tommy.”

The receiver was still bleeping.

“There’s more: They say that from 1 January, we are all part of the Duchy of Green Bay and that therefore our action could be construed as treason which could result in the death penalty for the leaders.”

More bleeping.

“If we lay down our arms now and dismantle the roadblock, no further action will be taken. We’ve got until 27:59 tonight to consider our response. And Ryan’s on his way back.”

About 17:00, Ryan walked in and Mark joined him in the meeting room. Fifteen minutes later, they came out and addressed everyone in the ops room.

“Listen up everyone. The Queendom has given us an ultimatum. Either we give up by 27:59 or we could be charged with treason. I doubt they will actually execute anyone, but there will likely be sanctions of some kind. How does everyone feel about it?”

The guys in HQ were all for taking a stand and giving the Queendom a bloody nose.

“They’re going to enslave us anyway. We’ve got nothing to lose.” said one.

“Ryan, what do the guys on the front-line think, after all they’re the ones in the thick of it?” asked Tommy.

“When I asked, the consensus was fuck ‘em, let them do their worst.” replied Ryan, laughing.

“Tommy, check with the guys in the observation posts, let them know about the ultimatum and get their thoughts.”

Twenty-five minutes later, Tommy had contacted all the observation posts and got their replies.

“Ryan, Mark, the observation post guys are all for taking a stand.”

“Well, it seems to be pretty unanimous.” said Mark.

Beep beep beep.

“Message from Jake at the roadblock: There’s a tank coming up the valley.”

“Will your guys be able to stop it, Ryan?” asked Mark.

“Yes, no problem at all. That road is totally unsuitable for tanks. We’re well dug in; they won’t be able to touch us. They can’t drive off the road at that point, there’s a thirty-foot cliff one side and a fifty foot drop the other, and if they try to drive through the roadblock, they’ll be blown to kingdom come. The problem is if they start shelling us. We’ll be safe enough in the bunkers, but we’ll be pinned down and unable to leave. I wanted the flexibility to reinforce or withdraw troops as the situation requires. Well, I’d better be getting back there anyway. Good luck everyone.”

An hour later, Ryan sent an update: “Ryan says it’s one of their new Q2 light tanks. They’ve moved it to the front of the convoy. But it’s all quiet there at the moment.”

Clare approached Tommy.

“Everything ok, Tommy?”

“Same, Clare. My vision still keeps coming and going. But at least the migraines have stopped. I’ll be ok, Clare.”

“Good. But next time you’re in your room, get changed. You’re classed as a non-combatant now; you’ll find a T-shirt on your bed, and I’ve taken a few spares home for you.”

Clare gave Tommy a kiss.

Most of the militia wore green camouflage pattern trousers and jackets. Non-combatants wore normal civilian clothes, but they were issued with white T-shirts with MILITIA printed on them.

Saturday 4 January 94

Early on Saturday morning, Tommy received a message from the roadblock.

“Ryan says the Queendom officer is coming back again under a white flag.”

“Ok, Tommy, keep me informed.”

Twenty minutes later.

“The Queendom officer has given them one hour to dismantle the roadblock and surrender. Otherwise, they will open fire. But Ryan’s confident they can hold out.”

“Ok. Tommy, contact the observation posts and warn them that it looks like things are about to kick off. Tell them to be extra vigilant from now on.”

“Yes, Mark.”

Just over an hour later and Tommy received another message from the roadblock.

“The tank has opened sporadic fire but so far, their troops haven’t made any attempt to advance.”

“Ok, Tommy, let the OPs know that the Queendom have started their attack.”

But ten minutes later.

“Mark, I can’t get a response from observation posts Bravo or Charlie. Alpha and Delta are responding, and they say everything looks normal.”

“Shit. I don’t like this. Simon!”

“Yes, Mark?”

“Take the scout car and the response squad and reconnoitre to the north-west. Return the moment you see anything, but don’t leave the scout car. Report back regularly.”

“Yes, Mark. Come on boys.”

Luke was a member of Simon’s squad and got up to leave.

“See you later, Tommy.”

“Sure thing, Luke. Good luck.”

About an hour later and Tommy received an update from Jake at the roadblock.

“Jake says the roadblock is still under occasional tank and rifle fire. They’re basically shooting at anyone who sticks their head up. But there’s still no sign of an advance. Also, Ryan is on his way back.”

“Ok, Tommy.”

“Message from Simon’s squad. They’re about 10 miles out, nothing to report.”

After another half an hour, Ryan walked in and immediately spoke to Mark.

“What’s the situation, Mark?”

“We’ve lost contact with observation posts Bravo and Charlie, so I’ve sent Simon’s squad to investigate. How’s it looking at the roadblock?”

“I don’t like it. They’ve made no attempt to advance. It looks like they’re happy to just keep us pinned down. It took me half an hour to crawl out and reach my scout car, every time they saw me, they fired. And that was from the commo bunker at the rear. My helmet got pinged by shrapnel twice.”

“How are Jake and the boys coping?”

“They’re in their bunkers; the tank can’t get line of sight on them from where it is, and if it advances, it’ll run into our mines. But anyone who shows themselves gets shot at, and we’ve already got two wounded. It’s too dangerous to leave the bunkers at the moment. If they try an infantry attack, our boys can quickly man the defences and I’m confident they can stop them. But that’s what bothers me. We know we’re in a strong position, and they must know it too. So, this sudden silence from Bravo and Charlie has got me worried.”

Just at that moment, Tommy received a report from Simon’s squad.

“Ryan, Mark. Simon’s made contact. Fred and David have been wounded. They’re returning fire.”

“Tell them to pull back immediately.” said Ryan.

Half an hour later, Simon and his squad walked in, Luke among them. They had a wounded man with them who they took into the sick bay. Clare and Sarah started tending to his wounds.

Tommy looked over. His eyesight was intermittent but at the moment he could see although everything was blurred. But he thought he recognized Luke.

“Luke?”

Luke quickly came over to see Tommy.

“Hi Tommy.”

“Luke! I was so worried. Is everyone ok?”

“No. David’s badly wounded. And Fred . . .”

“Yes?”

“Fred didn’t make it.”

“I’m so sorry, Luke.”

Simon was giving his report to Ryan and Mark.

“So, what happened, Simon?” asked Ryan.

“We spotted them coming over a ridge. They had four tracked vehicles.”

“Shit! Tanks?”

“No, not tanks, some kind of small personnel carrier.”

“Even so, with tracked vehicles they can cross the roughest terrain. This is a game changer. They could be here any moment. So, what happened?”

“They spotted us and stopped then opened up on us with rifle fire. We did a quick U-turn, and the guys returned fire, but Fred and Dave were hit. Then we drove off as fast as we could. I’m afraid Fred didn’t make it.”

The remaining members of the response squad left to join the six-man HQ defence squad and the ten volunteers from Green Bay in the slit trenches at the western edge of town, and Luke hurried to join them.

“Tommy, recall the guys from Alpha and Delta. And tell them to keep their wits about them as they come back.” said Mark.

“And Tommy, get hold of Jake. Tell him to send half his guys back here if he gets the chance.” added Ryan.

About 15 minutes later:

“Message from Simon in the trenches: They can hear the tracked vehicles approaching.”

“This is it guys.” said Ryan.

“Ryan, I’m going up to join the guys in the trenches.” said Mark.

“Ok, Mark. Tommy, tell the roadblock guys that Mount Vernon is under attack from the west.”

“Ok, Ryan.”

Suddenly, they could hear furious rifle fire coming from the western edge of town, but after only ten seconds it calmed down.

“Simon says they’ve made contact and opened fire. The enemy force has stopped and gone to ground.”

Suddenly, new noises. Crumps coming from the west.

“They’ve now come under mortar and rifle fire but there’s no sign of an advance yet.”

“Tommy, get a report from Jake.”

“Katie, Beth. Out. Go home. That’s an order.”

Katie and Beth started to protest.

“It’s going to get hot here. Sarah and Clare can handle the sick bay. There’s no point risking lives unnecessarily. Off you go, girls.”

“Good luck, boys.” said Katie and Beth as they left.

Tommy messaged Jake and asked for a report.

“Jake says they’re pinned down and can’t move but there’s no sign of an advance.”

“And there’s a message from Simon in the trenched. They’ve got one killed and two wounded. The enemy is trying to flank them. They’re pulling back to the HQ trenches.”

About ten minutes later the guys came streaming back and jumped into the trenches on the west side of Militia HQ itself. A wounded man was taken into the medical bay. Mark came into the ops room to report:

“We stopped them, but then they opened up with mortars. We kept our heads down, but a lucky hit went straight into one of the trenches. We’ve got two killed and one wounded. Then we saw them trying to flank us, so we pulled back.”

“What’s your strength now, Mark?”

“I’ve only got 16 men left.”

The sound of rifle fire started up again, both outgoing and incoming, plus the crumps of hand grenades. Mark rushed back out.

Suddenly there were two more crumps from incoming mortar rounds and then a loud crash and Tommy found bits of plaster coming down from the ceiling onto his head. A round had hit Militia HQ.

The mortar sounds stopped but the rifle fire kept up.

Suddenly there was a loud bang as a grenade went off not far from the entrance door which rattled violently in its frame. Then the sound of two more grenades and shouts and screams and rifle shots from just outside.

Ryan picked up a rifle and began heading for the entrance, but just at that moment, the door was suddenly kicked in. It had barely opened when a hand grenade came sailing in.

“Grenade!” yelled Ryan, as he dived to the ground. Tommy quickly flopped off his chair and onto the ground under the desk with the radio set on it.

Bang!

Ryan cried out and let go of his rifle.

A grenade fragment smashed into Tommy’s radio set. Another slammed into the chair he had been sitting in and threw it hard against him. Tommy felt it bang on the side of his head.

Four Queendom soldiers then stormed in and the first soldier fired six or seven shots randomly into the smoke and dust, fortunately all the shots were fired at waist height and did not hit either Tommy or Ryan on the ground.

The enemy soldiers soon realised there were only two males in the room and they were both down. The first quickly kicked Ryan’s rifle further away and aimed her own rifle at him.

“Don’t fucking move or I’ll blow your fucking head off!”

The second soldier pointed her rifle at Tommy. Then, seeing he was unarmed, she reached down and grabbed his legs and dragged him out from under the table and towards the centre of the room. The movement woke Tommy up. He realised he had blacked out for a few seconds. His vision had gone again.

The two others set about clearing the building and soon returned with Sarah and Clare who had their hands on their heads. The sounds of fighting had now stopped. But they could hear female voices shouting orders outside.

After about 5 minutes, a Queendom officer came in accompanied by four more soldiers. After speaking with the soldiers already there and glancing at Ryan and Tommy, she approached Sarah and Clare.

“You may return to your sick bay. Patch these two up. Five or six more of your wounded will be brought in shortly. Let one of my girls know if there’s anything you need.”

“Thank you.” said Clare.

Sarah helped Ryan into the sick bay while Clare came for Tommy.

“I’m ok, Clare.” said Tommy. “The chair banged into me, that’s all.”

“Tommy, this wasn’t caused by a chair. Sit still while I stop the bleeding.”

She was dabbing the side of his face. Tommy reached up and touched his face and felt the warm liquid.

“I’ve been hit! How bad is it, Clare?”

“Relax, Tommy. I’ll have you patched up in no time.”

Actually, it was quite a deep gouge. And Tommy also had quite a few tiny shrapnel fragments lodged in his face. Clare stopped the bleeding then gave him four self-dissolving stitches. She then began picking the shrapnel splinters out using tweezers and a scalpel. She then slapped a plaster over his wound.

“Ok, take a seat here, Tommy. I’ve sewn you up and removed all the shrapnel I can see. There might be more but I’m not going to cut you up looking for them. If there are any more, they’ll grow out naturally in time. Probably within a year or two. If you get any inflammation, come and see me or any medic. Also, if you feel metal when you rub your finger over your cheek, find a medic and they’ll sort it out for you.”

“Got it. Thanks Clare.”

Just then, Queendom troops began bringing in wounded militia boys on stretchers. They were getting tight for space, so Tommy said:

“Clare, I’m fine now, you need the space, send me away.”

“Ok, Tommy, and thanks. Take care of yourself and I’ll see you soon.”

Clare gave Tommy a long kiss.

As the Queendom troops were making their way back out, Clare spoke to one of them and pointed at Tommy:

“We’re short of space here and this boy is good to go.”

“Ok. Stand up, boy.”

Tommy felt someone grab his hands and zip tie them behind his back, and then he felt a blindfold being tied around his head. Not needed, thought Tommy, but he didn’t say anything. He was then marched outside.

“Lay down. Face down. Don’t fucking move and no talking.”

They left Tommy there for what felt like hours. Eventually he was pulled to his feet and taken into a building where his blindfold and zip ties were removed.

“Hi Tommy. It’s Jake. What happened to your face? Are you ok?”

“Hi Jake. I’m fine. I caught a grenade fragment. Where are we?”

“We’re in a storeroom. Looks like most of Mount Vernon militia is here, plus the Green Bay guys who joined us. But I can’t see Ryan or Mark.”

“Ryan was wounded; they took him to the sick bay. Where’s Luke? Have you seen him?”

Jake didn’t say anything.

“Jake?”

“I’m sorry, Tommy. Luke didn’t make it.”

Tommy was silent for a while.

“How did it happen? Was it quick?”

“He was with Bobby and four other guys in the slit trench right outside Militia HQ. Bobby said Queendom troops stormed the trench line under covering fire and a hail of frag grenades. A frag landed right in Bobby’s trench and blew up, then seconds later Queendom soldiers appeared over the trench and shot anyone who moved. Bobby was slightly wounded by a grenade fragment, but two other guys were hit bad and the other three, including Luke, were killed.”

Tommy was close to tears but just managed to hold himself together.

“So, what happened to you at the roadblock? Did you see any action?”

“Not really, I never fired a shot. When their tank first opened fire, most of us were already in the bunkers but two guys in the slit trenches got wounded as they rushed back. We could see the roadblock from there, and we were ready to rush out and man the trenches if they tried an infantry attack. But it never happened. We were safe enough in the bunkers. Ryan wanted to get some of us back here but there was no way to get out and back to the trucks. It would have been suicide to try. So, basically, we were stuck there until we lost contact with HQ. We figured Mount Vernon had been overrun and were discussing what to do when a scout car arrived behind us. It was Ryan with a Queendom Army officer. Ryan told us Mount Vernon had already surrendered and ordered us to surrender as well.”

“What happened then?”

“They made us dismantle the roadblock and dig up the land mines. Then we were loaded into trucks and brought here.”

“How did they treat you?”

“Very well. Probably because we never actually fired at them. But we were up against regular troops, not the brutes you’ve got here.”

“What do you mean?”

“The troops that overran you and are guarding us now are Queendom Special Forces. You can tell by their shoulder badges. They don’t mess about. The slightest hesitation in obeying their orders and you get a boot up your arse. Those two on the door for instance. Fingers on triggers. Just itching for an excuse to shoot.”

“I heard that Fred, in Simon’s squad, was killed, and Dave was wounded and we heard about those two at the roadblock. Have you heard anything more?”

“Yes, there were two killed and one wounded at the western trench line, and four killed and six wounded outside HQ. Including Luke of course.”

Tommy didn’t say anything.

“And I heard Ryan got his wound when they stormed the ops room.”

“Yes, it was a grenade, I was there when it went off, that’s how I got my scratch.”

“I heard the Queendom lost three girls and they’ve got some wounded as well, but I don’t know how many. Anyway, how are you? How’s your eyesight?”

“I can’t see a fucking thing at the moment.”

“Why don’t you tell them you’ve got dodgy vision? Maybe they’ll let you go.”

“We’re all going to be enslaved. Who the fuck would want a blind slave? I’d be dead weight as far as they’re concerned. I’m worried they might just bump me off and say I was killed in action, so I’m keeping quiet.”

“I don’t think they would.”

“I don’t want to chance it.”

“But they’ll find out. There’s no way you can hide something like that for very long.”

“True, but maybe my vision will come back. In any event, I just want to keep it from them until we’ve been processed. Once I’ve been registered and I’m in their database, it will be much harder for them to bump me off.”

“Good point. Stick close to me and I’ll help you.”

“Thanks, Jake, you’re a good mate.”


Chapter 2 – Accused

Wednesday 8 January 94

They spent several days locked in the storeroom. Tommy’s plaster started to come unstuck, so he pulled it off and threw it away.

“Nice scar!” commented Jake.

They were given soup or broth twice a day, and bottled water. Buckets were provided for their waste. After a few days, an army officer addressed them:

“Listen up everyone. Change into these. You’re leaving today. You’ve got one hour. Get ready.”

She pointed to a pile of jumpsuits that some slaves were bringing in.

Jake grabbed two of the jumpsuits and gave one to Tommy.

“What are these?” asked Tommy.

“Jumpsuits. Bright orange, with PW on the front and back.”

“Where do you think they’re taking us?”

“No idea.” replied Jake.

An hour later, soldiers entered the storeroom.

“Everyone stand up. Hands behind your backs. And no fucking talking.”

The soldiers went round, and zip tied each boy’s left hand to a strong loop sewn onto the left thigh of the jump suits. Tommy felt with his right hand and found that there was a similar loop on the right thigh, but they left his right arm free. They then blindfolded each boy.

“Touch those blindfolds and we’ll fucking whip you into kingdom come.” yelled one of the soldiers.

Tommy left his well alone. He didn’t want to annoy these girls. They were real bad asses. It didn’t make much difference to him whether he was blindfolded or not. In fact, it was an advantage, as it helped to hide the fact that he was almost blind.

Soldiers began giving instructions to individual boys. It appeared they were being arranged in some way. Then Tommy was grabbed and pulled along.

“Stand there and hold on.”

The soldier moved on and spoke to Jake.

“Stand there and hold on.”

Tommy wasn’t sure what he was supposed to do until Jake whispered to him:

“Reach out and hold onto the shoulder of the guy in front.”

“Hey you! No fucking talking!”

They began moving out. After a short time, Tommy felt fresh air on his face and realised he was now outside. Then he heard someone giving instructions:

“Right, up! Up! Climb up!”

Tommy didn’t understand what was going up, but then the shoulder he was holding onto suddenly disappeared upwards, and then someone grabbed his own left shoulder.

“Up!”

Tommy’s hand felt metal, and he realised he was at the rear of a truck. He felt around for purchase and pulled himself up with his right hand while someone pulled at his left shoulder at the same time. A moment later he was in the back of a truck and was pushed and shoved until someone said: “Sit.”

After about 15 minutes he heard the truck’s front doors slam shut and the truck set off.

“Where are we going?” someone asked.

“Shut the fuck up or you’ll feel my fucking whip!” one of the soldiers yelled.

Green Bay, thought Tommy. There was nowhere else you could go.

Three hours later, the truck stopped, and Tommy heard doors opening, and a few seconds later, the crash of the tailgate being dropped.

“Right, everyone out.”

There was confusion as the boys nearest the tailgate didn’t know how they were supposed to get out.

“Sit down and shuffle your way over until your legs dangle over the end. Then drop to the ground.” said one of the soldiers.

Jake jumped down after Tommy and then prodded him into the correct position. Tommy reached out and grabbed the shoulder of the guy in front. He could smell the salty sea air.

“Right, get moving.”

They moved off, and after a few minutes Tommy realised he was walking on wood, and it was swaying slightly. He realised they were boarding a ship. A few seconds later they were on-board.

“Be careful, boys, steps. Let go and grab the railing until you get to the bottom, then reach out and grab the shoulder in front of you again.”

Whoever was speaking seemed much friendlier for some reason.

A couple of minutes later, someone removed his zip tie and blindfold, and then Tommy heard a door bang shut with a metallic clang.

“Tommy, are you ok?”

“Jake! Thank god. Where are we?”

“We’re on a ship. I guess we’re right at the front going by the shape of the room. Come on let’s find a spot.”

Jake led Tommy to a spot where they could lean against the metal wall of the room.

“We’ve got a head with a sink and running water but there’s a sign saying not to drink it. But we’ve got a box full of bottled water. Where do you think they’re taking us?”

“It’s got to be either St Agnes or Victoria. I’d guess at Victoria.”

Tommy was right, as half an hour later, two women entered their room.

“Listen up! I am Guardess Linda, and this is Guardess Maria. You are now on board a ship in Green Bay harbour. We’ll shortly be leaving for Victoria. The journey will take around 26 hours. Behave yourselves and we’ll get along just fine. Any trouble and you’ll all feel my whip. A meal will be served shortly.”

When they had gone, Tommy asked Jake:

“Who were they? Were they soldiers?”

“No, I think they were civilian prison guardesses. Looks like we’ve seen the last of those special forces, thank god.”

A short time later, a guardess opened the door and some slaves brought in large metal containers of soup, and a box of soup bowls and spoons.

“Come and get it boys.” said one of the slave boys.

The guardess remained at the door.

Jake collected two bowls of soup and two spoons and had a quick chat with the slave while the soup was being poured. He then went back and gave one bowl to Tommy.

“I had a quick chat with one of the slaves. I asked him what he knew about us.”

“What did he say?”

“He says we’re all being taken to Victoria to be charged with treason. He says there’s three more being held in isolation cells.”

“Who are they?”

“He doesn’t know, but I reckon it’s Ryan and Mark, and probably Raymond. But that’s not all.”

“What else?”

“He heard the guardesses talking and they reckon the prosecutrix is seeking the death penalty for the three so called ringleaders – I guess that’s Ryan, Mark and Raymond – and also seven others who apparently they think are the ones who killed three of their soldiers.”

“Shit! Do you think it’s true about the death penalty?”

“I don’t know. But that’s what the rumours are saying.”

The rumour quickly circulated. Everybody looked thoroughly depressed.

Thursday 9 January 94

The next day, they were zip tied and blindfolded as before, and soon they filed off the ship and onto the dockside. No transport was provided. Instead, they proceeded on foot through the streets. They were escorted by a dozen guardesses with whips drawn and were frequently gawped at by the local population. After half an hour they arrived at Victoria Central police station where they were quickly secured, four to a cell, and their zip ties and blindfolds were removed.

“Are you ok, Tommy?”

“I’m fine, Jake.”

“Are you sure? How’s your eyesight?”

Tommy didn’t reply.

“Tommy?”

“I think it’s gone completely.”

“What do you mean?”

“It was intermittent. But I can’t remember the last time I could see. It was before the fight at MV. So, I guess that’s it then.”

“I’m so sorry, Tommy.”

“So, Jake, who’s in here with us?”

“Simon and Bobby.”

“How is Bobby?”

“He only got a light flesh wound. He’ll be fine, physically. But he’s in a bit of a state. Simon’s with him now. He says it’s PTSD. Bobby saw – he saw someone get literally blown apart in that trench.”

Tommy was silent for a few moments.

“Was it Luke?”

“Please, Tommy. Don’t ask me that.”

“Jake, I want to know.”

“I’m sorry, Tommy.”

“Poor Bobby. He can never unsee it.”

After an hour, they became aware of conversations going on in the neighbouring cell. One of the voices was female, but they couldn’t make out what was said.

Then their own cell door was opened, and a female entered.

“Good afternoon, boys. My name is Mistress Riley. I am your state appointed defence counsel. Let’s start off by taking your names.”

She made a note of everyone’s name.

“Now, first off, is anyone here NOT a member of the Green Bay or Mount Vernon militia? No? Ok, does anyone here claim to have NOT taken part in the militia action of the first to the fourth of January? Nobody, I see.”

“Ok. Well, this is what’s happening. You’ll go on trial tomorrow. It’s a military court. It’s an open and shut case, you are all guilty of treason, as you were all Queendom boys from 1 January. My focus will be on trying to get the sentence as light as possible. Any questions?”

“Mistress Riley, is it true that the prosecution is calling for the death penalty?”

“Yes, but only for the ringleaders and those who they think killed Queendom Army soldiers.”

“How would the executions be done? And when?”

“Well, it’s a military court and you’re all militia troops, so it would be a firing squad. It’s hard to say when, as there would be an appeal and the sentence would have to be confirmed by the Queen.”

“Will they definitely be able to appeal, Mistress Riley?”

“Yes, appeals are automatic whenever there is a death sentence.”

“What about the rest of us? What sort of sentence can we expect, Mistress Riley?”

“Most likely it will be a sentence of lashes. It’s hard to say how many, or whether they will vary from boy to boy, or just be across the board. That will likely be followed by confiscation and enslavement.”

“What’s confiscation, Mistress Riley?”

“It means that whoever is or would have been your owner has lost you, and if married, your marriage is annulled, and instead you will be owned by the state.”

“Shit!” thought Tommy. That meant if he ever got back to Mount Vernon, Clare wouldn’t be able to claim him. Tommy was devastated. The thought of going back to Clare was all that was keeping him going.

Friday 10 January 94

The next day, they were all assembled in the large Courtroom 2.

In the dock were Mount Vernon council leader Raymond, Mount Vernon militia leaders Ryan and Mark, and four members of the Mount Vernon militia who were being blamed for the deaths of two Queendom Army soldiers. Another three members of the Mount Vernon militia who were also being blamed were still recovering from wounds and so were being tried in absentia. These 10 were being charged with treason and the prosecutrix was calling for the death penalty.

There were also 24 members of the Mount Vernon militia and 11 members of the Green Bay militia seated in the public seats, today’s trial not being open to the public. These 36, and nine more too poorly to attend due to wounds, were also being charged with treason, but in their case, the prosecutrix was only calling for lashes, confiscation and enslavement.

The case was heard by General Michaela and two assistants. They all carefully read through the copious amounts of written testimony. They seemed to take it as read that treason had been committed, and all the arguments centred on the severity of the punishment to be dished out.

Mistress Riley tried to argue that it wasn’t treason because the Mount Vernon section of the colony council voted against accepting the by-laws, but this argument was dismissed on the grounds that the by-laws did not come into effect until after Green Bay Colony was dissolved, and that therefore it was up to the government of the Duchy of Green Bay at that time to accept the by-laws, in this case represented by the military commander.

After retiring to deliberate for two hours, the general and her assistants returned.

“We find all the defendants guilty of the charge of treason against the Queendom of Vena. The sentences are as follows:”

The general placed a black cap on her head.

“Council leader Raymond: Death by firing squad.

Militia leader Ryan: Death by firing squad.

Militia leader Mark: Death by firing squad.”

She then removed the black cap.

“All other members of the Green Bay and Mount Vernon militias: 50 lashes by the hand of the Queen. Followed by confiscation and enslavement and a ten month ban from the Duchy of Green Bay. As death sentences have been imposed, the cases of Raymond, Ryan and Mark will automatically go to appeal. Dismissed.”

Monday 13 January 94

The following Monday, the punishments were to be carried out. 35 boys were to be given 50 lashes each.

Chief Castigatrix Bertha was in charge of the proceedings which had to be worked out with military precision. She had allowed for 2 minutes set up time, 12 minutes to apply the 50 lashes roughly 10 seconds apart, 5 thirty second pauses during the lashings, and 6 minutes recovery time for each boy. That was 20 minutes per boy.

Bertha would be assisted in the actual whipping by Assistant Castigatrixes Amanda, Melany and Faith. They would operate in pairs, alternately.

Guardesses seconded from the Department of Slave Training (DST) would escort the boys from their cells and attach and detach the boys to the St Andrews Cross.  After the punishment, the guardesses would supervise two police slaves who would carry the boys back to their cells on stretchers.

The first batch of 4 were led out of their cells at 06:45, with the first punishment due to start at 07:00, and the second batch would follow on straight after. The staff would get a 20-minute break after every 8 boys, plus a one-hour lunch break. They calculated that they should finish about 21:40 if they managed to keep to time.

At 15:40, two guardesses came to Jake and Tommy’s cell and ordered the four boys there to strip naked and then turn and face the wall. All four then had their hands cuffed behind their backs.

“Out!” commanded one of the guardesses.

All four stepped out and were then marched to the reception area of the punishment room, where their names were taken and noted in a log.

There was still one boy from the previous group of 4 waiting to go in, and there were two further guardesses and four police slaves with two stretchers waiting off to the side.

There was no sound coming from the punishment room, but a minute later the door opened and a guardess called out:

“Stretcher!”

One guardess and two police slaves went in with a stretcher. A few minutes later they came out again carrying a boy face down with lash marks across his back. They disappeared back to the cells.

Then Chief Castigatrix Bertha and Assistant Castigatrix Faith emerged from the punishment room and went into a side room, which was being used as a staff room.

As soon as she came out, the last boy from the previous group was led in by a guardess, and at the same time, Assistant Castigatrixes Amanda and Melany emerged from the staff room and entered the punishment room. All the castigatrixes wore just tight leather shorts and a sports bra, as it was hot, sweaty work.

After a short time, the muffled sounds of whipping and screaming could be heard. It went on for over 10 minutes, and then there was silence for another 5 minutes. Then the door opened again:

“Stretcher!”

A guardess and two police slaves went to fetch the boy, and at the same time another guardess with 2 boys and an empty stretcher arrived back from the cells and took their place off to the side.

A guardess emerged from the punishment room with her two slaves carrying a boy on a stretcher and went off to the cells.

Tommy was next.

Assistant Castigatrixes Amanda and Melany emerged and headed for the staff room.

“Right, let’s go.” said Tommy’s guardess.

Two guardesses grabbed him and manhandled him into the punishment room and up to the cross.

“Stand still. Legs apart. Arms up and apart.”

Tommy was uncuffed and then shackled to the cross. The shackles forced Tommy into a spread-eagle position. He was still standing on the ground, but his arms and legs were held apart.  Meanwhile, Bertha and Faith had entered the punishment room. Bertha began to address Tommy.

“I am Chief Castigatrix Bertha and this is Assistant Castigatrix Faith. Boy, you have been sentenced to 50 lashes of the whip by the hand of the Queen. As duly appointed representatives of the Queen, we will now execute the sentence. Carry on, Assistant Castigatrix Faith.”

Faith picked up a 4-foot snake whip.

Swish. Crack! 1

Faith attacked Tommy’s upper back with medium force. It was painful but Tommy held his scream in. The guardess called out the count.

Swish. Crack! 2

Faith left around 10 seconds between each lash. This was normal practice.

Swish. Crack! 3

After the third stroke, Tommy began to gasp at each hit.

Swish. Crack! Eeeek. 4

Swish. Crack! Eeeek. 5

Swish. Crack! Eeeek. 6

Pink lines began to appear on Tommy’s back, and each one gradually darkened, turning first red and then purple.

Swish. Crack! Eeeek. 7

Swish. Crack! Eeeek. 8

Swish. Crack! Eeeek. 9

Swish. Crack! Eeeek. 10

After the tenth lash, Faith stepped aside and Bertha took her place. Tommy got a thirty second break before Bertha continued the punishment.

Swish. Crack! Eeeek. 11

Swish. Crack! Eeeek. 12

Swish. Crack! Eeeek. 13

Bertha gave Tommy medium strength lashes at ten second intervals, as Faith had done.

Swish. Crack! Eeeek. 14

Swish. Crack! Eeeek. 15

Swish. Crack! Aaargh. 16

Tommy screamed in agony as one of Bertha’s lashes landed directly on top of a welt that was forming from an earlier strike.

Swish. Crack! Eeeek. 17

Swish. Crack! Aaargh. 18

Although Bertha tried to aim her lashes at unmarked skin, this was becoming more difficult as Tommy’s back began to fill up with welts, which inevitably made overlays more and more frequent.

Swish. Crack! Eeeek. 19

Swish. Crack! Aaargh. 20

Tommy got another thirty second respite as Bertha and Faith changed places once again after the twentieth lash.

Swish. Crack! Aaargh. 21

Tommy screamed in agony again, and tears flowed from his eyes. Faith had increased her power and was now lashing Tommy with almost full force and following through after each strike.

Swish. Crack! Aaargh. 22

Swish. Crack! Aaargh. 23

Swish. Crack! Aaargh. 24

Another overlay lash, and this time at almost full force. Tommy screamed loudly with the pain. His legs gave way, and he was now hanging from just his wrist shackles.

Swish. Crack! Aaargh. 25

Swish. Crack! Aaargh. 26

Swish. Crack! Aaargh. 27

Tommy was crying continuously now, even during the 10 second wait between lashes. All Tommy could think about was the 30 second break he would be getting after the thirtieth lash.

Swish. Crack! Aaargh. 28

Swish. Crack! Aaargh. 29

Swish. Crack! Aaargh. 30

Tommy screamed in agony, but was relieved at the prospect of a break, even though it would be very short. He used the time to try to get control of himself and prepare for the next round. He managed to get back onto his feet. Meanwhile, Bertha was now in position behind him.

Swish. Crack! Aaargh. 31

Tommy screamed. Like Faith, Bertha was now lashing with almost full force and following through on every lash.

Swish. Crack! Aaargh. 32

Tommy didn’t know how much more of this he could take.

Swish. Crack! Aaargh. 33

Swish. Crack! Aaargh. 34

Tommy’s legs gave way again, and he was hanging off his wrist shackles once more.

Swish. Crack! Aaargh. 35

Swish. Crack! Aaargh. 36

Tommy was now screaming non-stop but just screamed a bit louder as each lash impacted his body.

Swish. Crack! Aaargh. 37

Swish. Crack! Aaargh. 38

Tommy began to feel dizzy. It was almost like he wasn’t really there but was rather observing it as a by-stander.

Swish. Crack! Aaargh. 39

Another overlay. Tommy felt drunk, he felt like he was floating.

Swish. Crack! Aaargh. 40

Tommy was no longer alert enough to understand the guardess’s counting and was taken by surprise when the lashes stopped after the fortieth. “Thank god it’s over.” he thought. But this was just another pause. Meanwhile, Faith had got into position and was gearing herself up for the big finish with five lashes at maximum strength.

Swish. Crack! Aaargh. 41

Faith put her absolute maximum force into the lash. The impact broke Tommy’s skin and tiny specks of blood shot away from the impact site. Tommy screamed out in surprise and agony at the resumption of the punishment.

Swish. Crack! Aaargh. 42

Another full force lash and more blood splatter, some of it hitting Faith.

Swish. Crack! Aaargh. 43

Swish. Crack! 44

Swish. Crack! 45

There was another changeover after the forty-fifth lash. Faith moved aside and Bertha stepped in.

“He’s passed out. Revive him.” said Bertha.

The guardess stepped forward with a wet sponge and began dabbing Tommy’s face. Then she pinched his cheeks. It was enough to revive Tommy, and he groaned with pain. The guardess resumed her position off to one side.

Swish. Crack! Aaargh. 46

Bertha raised her whip and applied a maximum force lash across the middle of Tommy’s back.

Swish. Crack! Aaargh. 47

Tommy screamed loudly in response to the agonizing lash. Bertha paused for a moment to wipe away some blood splatter that had landed on her face.

Swish. Crack! Aaargh. 48

Another maximum force lash, and Tommy screamed once more.

Swish. Crack! 49

Yet another full force lash but Tommy didn’t scream as he had passed out again. With only one lash remaining, Bertha didn’t bother giving the order to revive him.

Swish. Crack! 50

Bertha and Faith moved over to a table at the side of the room, and each picked up a damp towel. They wiped their faces, cleaning off the mixture of sweat and blood splatter. They then began wiping down their whips.

Meanwhile the guardess gave Tommy a wipe down with a damp cloth and then dried him off and began applying lotion to his welts. It took her a few minutes, and then she opened the door:

“Stretcher!”

Another guardess and two police slaves came in. They got Tommy down off the cross and onto the stretcher and carried him out and back to the cells.

Bertha and Faith followed them out while the first guardess began giving the cross a quick wipe down.

Ten minutes later, Tommy came to, he was face down on his bed in his cell. He called out but there was no answer.

Fifteen minutes later still, he heard another boy being brought in and placed on a bed. Tommy knew Jake was behind him in the queue.

“Jake? Jake? Is that you? Are you ok?”

There was no answer, but 5 minutes later, Tommy heard groaning.

“Jake? Are you ok?”

“Tommy? Jesus, I think I’m dying.”

“It’s all over, Jake. Just relax.”

Forty minutes later, Bobby and Simon were also back, and the cell now contained four boys lying face down and groaning in pain.


Chapter 3 - Enslaved

Monday 20 January 94

They were given a week to recover from their punishment. During this time, they were kept locked up in the cells at Victoria Central police station. Then, the following Monday, a police officer addressed them:

“Ok boys. You are shortly going to be handed over to the DST – that’s the Department of Slave Training – to be taught how to be obedient, hardworking slaves for the Queendom. But first, Mistress Riley is here to talk to you.”

“Hello boys. Well, at last, I have some good news for you. Last Friday, the Queen heard the appeal of Raymond, Ryan and Mark, and the result has just come through. The Queen has commuted their death sentences to 100 lashes followed by confiscation and enslavement. Just thought you would all like to know. Any questions?”

Simon didn’t have a question, but he muttered a comment.

“100 lashes will probably kill them anyway.”

“Don’t worry, they’ll get them in instalments of 50, a week apart.” said Mistress Riley.

“Well, it’s better than being shot.” said Tommy.

Bobby had a question.

“Mistress Riley, part of our sentence was a ten month ban from the Duchy of Green Bay. Does that mean that after ten months we’ll be going back?”

Tommy pricked his ears up. He was desperate to get back to Mount Vernon and Sarah and Clare.

“No, because you’ll still be slaves. It means that for ten months you can’t be owned by a resident of the Duchy of Green Bay or be taken there by an owner living elsewhere. There are exceptions, though. It’s basically to prevent your ex-wife or your girlfriend buying you up as soon as you’ve finished your slave training. But when the ten months are up, those restrictions are lifted.”

“What are the exceptions, Mistress Riley?” asked Tommy.

“The only exception is when you are a state slave. They state can use you wherever they like.”

“Anything else? Ok, good luck, boys.”

Mistress Riley went away, and the police officer spoke up again.

“OK, boys. You’re going to be blindfolded and have one arm restrained. You know the drill. It’s a half hour march to the DST. The guardesses will be here shortly.”

Two hours later they had arrived at the DST building and were being processed. The first job was to get each boy assigned a serial number and get his details registered on the Queendom’s slave database.

Tommy was allocated serial number 74-0-8805. A chip was injected into the back of his neck, then he had his photo taken and all his details logged.

“OK, you’re done. Off you go, join the others over there.”

Tommy walked off in the direction he thought he had heard the previous boy go, but he bumped into a desk and tripped over and fell to the ground.

“You clumsy oaf! What’s the matter with you, are you blind?”

“I’m sorry, Mistress, I’m still a bit dazzled after taking the blindfold off.”

“Everybody else managed!”

“I’m sorry, Mistress, I’ve always had sensitive eyes.”

Jake came over and helped Tommy up.

“Come on, Tommy, over here.”

When they had all been processed, they were divided into a group of 18 and another of 17. Tommy, Jake, Simon and Bobby were all in the first group. Two guardesses led them to a room with a sign indicating “Training Room 1”.

“Right, I am Guardess Jasmine, and this is Guardess Amanda. We are your training officers. Your training starts tomorrow and lasts for 20 weeks. You will start here with 10 weeks of intense obedience training. This will teach you to obey females without hesitation. After that, you will get 10 weeks of supervised hard labour to teach you work ethic. That will be on a different site. For the moment, strip off. Leave everything in the middle. New clothes will be issued shortly.”

They all started stripping off.

“When you’ve done, pick a cell and get inside. And no talking.”

Jake led Tommy to a cell and directed him inside and then got into the adjacent one.

The room was 10 yards square with 10 cells along each side but with only 18 in use. All the cells were 1 yard wide and 2 yards deep with masonry sides and ends, and the cell doors were vertical bars which opened by being raised straight up. Each cell had a mattress and blankets, a waste bucket and a water bottle. There were two caning horses in the centre of the room.

After a short time, two trustees brought their new “clothes”, consisting only of white slippers and a 2-inch-wide black cloth belt with white numbers on it. They dumped the clothes on the floor and removed the jump suits and other items the boys had discarded.

“Ok.” said the guardess. “Grab your clothes, and make sure you take the belt with your own number on it. Then get back into your cells.”

With that accomplished, the guardess waited until one of the trustees who had removed their old clothes had returned. Jake found his own and Tommy’s belt and grabbed two pairs of slippers.

“This is Trustee 7192. He will explain the arrangements here. Carry on, 7192.”

“Yes, Guardess Jasmine.”

Tuesday 21 January 94

The next day, the same trustee returned, unlocked the door, entered, and buzzed open all the cell doors, which all lifted up at the press of a button. The boys had breakfast and then had to clean their cells and the room and get everything ready for an inspection.

At 11:00, Guardesses Jasmine and Amanda arrived.

“Morning boys. All turn and face the wall.”

The two guardesses used a scanner to check each boy’s identity, making sure the number on his belt matched, and then marked it on a sign next to his cell. They then began their inspection. After checking everything carefully for half an hour, Jasmine addressed them:

“This is excellent boys. We can’t find anything amiss; I can’t remember the last time that’s happened on a first inspection. It’s obvious you’ve all had military training. We’ll be able to skip basic marching drill as well. Right, it’s time for discipline. You will all receive discipline twice a day during the first phase of your training. This is to remind you of your subservience to females and to condition you to obey instantly and without question. Discipline is always with the cane on the ass. If we need to punish you, that could be with the cane or the whip, depending on the seriousness of the offence. Right, first boy, 8805, on the horse.”

8805 was Tommy, he emerged from the cell but didn’t know where the caning horse was. Jasmine took his slowness as first time hesitancy, so she just grabbed him and pulled him over the horse. She shackled him but didn’t bother with the waist strap and immediately attacked his arse with a cane.

Swish. Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack!

Meanwhile, Guardess Amanda started on the other side.

Tommy screamed in pain as the cane smacked his already severely welted arse.

“Ok, boy, back to your cell.”

Tommy walked slowly, roughly in the direction of his cell, but he wasn’t sure of its exact location.

Jasmine assumed his slow speed was because of the pain from his welts, so she grabbed him and pushed him in:

“Get in, boy, we haven’t got all day.”

When they had all been disciplined, Jasmine spoke:

“Right, everyone form an orderly line.”

When they had done so, Jasmine continued:

“Right, follow me. And no talking.”

They all filed out of the training room and followed Jasmine along the corridor. Amanda brought up the rear. Tommy was behind Jake and reached forward to touch his back as a guide as they walked along. They turned and entered a room and then stopped.

“This is Nurse Mary and Nurse Becky. They are going to check you over. Wait here. Ready, Mary?”

“Yes. Send the first boy over.”

Mary checked his number and wrote it down on a medical card.

“Get under the height gauge.”

She adjusted the gauge and noted down his height.

“Get on the scales, boy.”

She then made a note of his weight.

Turn around slowly. She wrote down “Severely welted back.”

Then she handed the card to the boy and called out: “Go to Nurse Becky now, boy. Next!”

Becky took the card off the first boy. She then started by taking his pulse. She seemed to think it was ok, and she ticked a box on the card.

Next, she used a stethoscope to listen to his body sounds for a few seconds, then ticked another box.

“Open wide.”

She checked his teeth, then ticked another box.

“Eyes wide open.”

She shone a light into first one eye and then the other, then ticked yet another box.

“Done.”

One of the guardesses grabbed him and pulled him.

“Stand over there.”

It was a fast and efficient production line, with a boy coming off the end every thirty seconds. At least, it was until Nurse Becky got to Tommy.

Becky felt Tommy’s pulse. She ticked a box on the card.

Next, she used the stethoscope. She ticked another box.

“Open wide.”

Tommy opened and she checked his teeth, then ticked a box.

“Eyes wide open.”

She shone a light into first one eye but for much longer than usual and then checked the other eye. Then back to the first one again.

The guardess had already grabbed Tommy and was just waiting for the “Done”.

Becky kept looking into his eyes.

The line of boys began backing up. Nurse Mary looked over to see the cause.

“Is something wrong, Becky?”

Becky held a hand up with three fingers extended, about two feet in front of Tommy.

“How many fingers am I holding up, boy?”

“I . . . I don’t know, Nurse.”

“What’s up, Becky?” asked Mary again.

“He’s blind.”

“What? Are you sure?”

“It certainly looks that way. We’ll do a full eyesight test in a minute. Come with me boy. Right, just sit there for the moment.”

Becky went back and carried on with the checks. Everybody else was given the ok.

“Jasmine, I’ll need to keep 8805 for a bit longer to run some more tests.”

“Ok, fine Becky. Right, the rest of you form a line and follow me back to the training room.”

Becky and Mary started with a basic eyesight test.

“8805, read the top line of the chart. The big letters.”

“I’m sorry, nurse, I can’t even see the chart.”

Becky pointed her finger upwards and touched it on Tommy’s nose.

“Can you see my finger, 8805?”

“Yes, nurse.”

“I’m going to move it away. Tell me when you can no longer see it.”

It was only 12 inches away when Tommy said he couldn’t see it. She moved it back to 6 inches.

“Can you see it now, 8805?”

“Yes, nurse, but it’s very blurry.”

“Hmmm. Stay with him, Mary, I need to make a call.”

“Sure thing, Becky.”

Tommy meanwhile was getting stressed out. He still had the thought in the back of his mind that they might just bump him off as being more trouble than he was worth.

Becky was making an internal call on a desk phone. She got through to the directress’s secretary.

“Oh, hi Molly, it’s Nurse Becky in the med room. I need to speak to Directress Natalie.”

“OK, I’ll hold.”

“Sorry to bother you, Directress, but we’ve got a problem with one of the militia boys we received earlier today.”

“It’s 8805. He’s 98% blind. I can’t pass him fit for slave training.”

“Yes, he apparently took a grenade blast, but he got away with just a scratch.”

“No, I don’t think so, it looks like a natural condition.”

“I’m not sure, but I think he might have diseased optic nerves.”

“Possibly, but it’s a complicated operation with no guarantee of success. And it will be expensive.”

“He’s here in our med room.”

“Ok, will do. Thank you.”

Becky hung up.

“Mary, he’s staying here overnight while they decide what to do with him.”

“Ok, Becky. Come with me, boy.”

Mary took Tommy into their tiny ward. It only had two beds in it, and they put Tommy in one. When he was settled in, Mary came back to the med room. Becky was on the phone again; she was calling Warden Michelle.

“Hi, Michelle, it’s Nurse Becky.”

“Well, I don’t know whether you’ve heard yet, but 8805, one of the militia boys, is unfit for training on account of being blind.”

“Well, we’re keeping him in the med room overnight, so we’ll need a night sitter. Do you think you could find us a volunteer from amongst your work experience girls?”

“Thank you so much, Michelle.”

Becky finished off some paperwork.

“We’ll just wait for the sitter then we’ll call it a day, Mary.”

Ten minutes later, an 18-year-old work experience girl turned up.

“Nurse Becky? I’m Mia. Warden Michelle sent me.”

“Hi Mia. Thank you for coming. This is Nurse Mary.”

“Hello, Nurse Mary.”

“Hi, Mia.”

“Did Michelle tell you why you’re here?”

“Something about babysitting?”

“Follow me, Mia.”

All three went into the ward.

“Mia, this is 8805, he’s one of the militia boys we captured in the battle of Mount Vernon. He’s arrived here to do his slave training. But he’s almost totally blind, so we’re keeping him here while they decide what to do with him.”

Mia looked awestruck at being given the task of looking after an enemy soldier who had been wounded and captured in battle.

“How did he get that scar?”

“His file says it was from a hand grenade.”

“Poor thing. He looks really stressed. Was he blinded in the battle?”

“No. We think he’s been like it for some time.”

Becky decided to quiz Tommy further.

“8805, when did you lose your sight?”

“It was about 2 weeks before I was captured.”

“And despite that, they kept you in the militia?”

“They were desperate for men, nurse.”

“But how could you fight if you couldn’t see?”

“I was transferred to the commo desk.”

“Commo desk? What’s that?”

“The communications desk at Militia HQ. I sent and received messages in morse code.”

“Oh, I see. That makes sense, I guess.”

There was a long pause.

“8805, why didn’t you say you were blind when you were first captured?”

Tommy looked really stressed.

“Are you ok, 8805?”

“Yes, nurse . . . I was afraid.”

“Of?”

“What use is a blind slave? I thought they might bump me off.”

“They wouldn’t do that, 8805. I’m sure they wouldn’t.”

“How many blind boys do you know, nurse?”

“I . . . Now you mention it, I don’t think I’ve ever heard of one.”

“The baby factories can usually detect blind boys quite early on, so they just –“

“Mary!”

“Oh, sorry.”

“So, what do I have to do, Nurse Becky?” asked Mia.

“Just watch over him. Start by making him a nice cup of tea. You’ll need to escort him to the loo if he needs to go. Other than that, just use your common sense. Make sure he gets evacuated if there’s a fire drill, for example. Other than that, just put your feet up and keep an eye on him. You can doze off if you want, as long as you’re a light sleeper. We’ll be back at 08:00. Have fun. Come on Mary, let’s go.”
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The next day, Becky and Mary were back at work. Becky’s desk phone rang.

“Med room. Nurse Becky speaking.”

“Oh, hello Directress.”

“Yes, both eyes.”

“Yes. I made some enquiries. He would need an exploratory operation first to find out exactly what the problem is. And then another operation if it’s deemed to be fixable.”

“I would say a least 200,000 credits. Possibly more.”

“I would guess maybe fifty-fifty.”

“Well other than that he’s fit and healthy, so if it was successful, he’d be worth around 100,000 credits.”

“Yes, if you put it like that, it’s at least a 100,000-credit loss.”

“I guess so, but he did survive and he’s here now.”

“Directress!”

“Of course, Directress. I knew you were just joking.”

“Ok, speak later, Directress.”

Becky hung up.

“Have they decided, Becky?” asked Mary.

“It sounds like they don’t fancy the cost of fixing him. It isn’t in the budget. It would mean taking a 100,000-credit hit for a fifty-fifty chance of success.”

“So, what’s the alternative? Someone’s got to look after him, but who would want him? What good is a blind slave? What work can he even do?”

“They could send him back, I supposed. Then it’s Green Bay’s problem. But we should get the decision one way or another this afternoon.”

Later that afternoon, Becky took another phone call from Directress Natalie. Mary came into the med room just as she hung up.

“They’ve made their decision, Mary. He’s going to be sent to Diana. Apparently, there’s a lady there who once owned a blind slave. And she’s an ex-guardess. They’re going to devise a special training course for him. He’ll be leaving tomorrow.”

Wednesday 22 January 94

The next morning.

“Hi, are you Nurse Becky?”

“Yes, how can I help you?”

“I am Ms Kayla and this is Ms Eve, we’re from Goodboys Slave Management, we’re here to collect 8805 and transport him to Diana. Here’s our job sheet and our credentials.”

“Yes, that’s fine. If you’ like to come with me, please.”

Tommy was dressed in his orange jump suit and was sitting in a chair listening to a Queendom TV station.

Becky switched it off.

“8805, your ride back to Diana is here. Your escorts are Ms Kayla and Ms Eve, from Goodboys Slave Management.”

“Hello Ms Kayla, Ms Eve.”

Tommy got up and took a couple of steps.

Eve noticed Tommy seemed to be looking past her.

“Is there something wrong with him? Is he drugged?”

“Tommy is blind. Didn’t you know?”

“Blind? No, the job sheet doesn’t mention it. No matter.”

“Well, if I could just have your signature here, then he’s all yours.”

Eve signed the form, while Kayla took Tommy’s arm.

“Come on 8805.”

Tommy was led out to their van. It was a standard cage van, with three separate cages in the back. They opened the rear doors, then Eve looked at Kayla.

“He’s blind.”

Kayla nodded in understanding, and they closed the doors and took Tommy round to the front.

“Climb in, 8805.”

The van could take 3 up front and they put Tommy in the middle. They then set off north up the coast road. Three hours and 150 miles later they arrived in Aurora where they stopped for lunch. They got Tommy out and Kayla cuffed her right wrist to Tommy’s left and after a short walk they entered a little café.

“A table for three please.” said Eve to the café owner, a short dumpy woman who looked about 45.

“Certainly maam.”

She noted the “Goodboys” uniforms.

“Is he a prisoner?”

“Yes, that’s right. We’re taking him to Diana.”

“He’s not dangerous, is he? What crime did he commit?”

“No, far from it, the poor boy is blind. And he’s a prisoner of war, not a criminal.”

“Oh, the poor thing. Would this table suit you?”

“Perfect.”

She gave Eve and Kayla a menu each.

“I’ll be back in just a moment.”

The table they got was a bay large enough for 4, with access from one side only and with full height screens dividing them from the neighbouring bays. They seated Tommy first and Kayla slid in next to him, then Eve sat across from Kayla. The owner returned and took their order. Three pasties, chips and beans and three coffees. Kayla uncuffed Tommy, and when a boy waiter delivered their meals, they all tucked in and then drunk their coffee.

“Where are we, Mistress Kayla?”

“We’re in Aurora, 8805. About another 100 miles to go, only two more hours on the road.”

A few hours later and they were on the approach to Diana.

“Who do we sign him over to, Kayla?” asked Eve as they approached the town.

“Let’s see. Mistress Caroline, I’ve got the address.”

The pulled up at Caroline’s house and knocked on the door.

A few moments later, a slave opened the door.

“Yes, Mistress?”

“Ms Kayla and Ms Eve from Goodboys Slave Management to see Mistress Caroline.”

“Just a moment, Mistresses.”

A moment later, Caroline came to the door.

“Ms Caroline? We’ve got a delivery for you. This is 8805, transported from the DST in Victoria. Here’s the paperwork.”

Caroline looked at the paperwork and at 8805 in amazement.

“I don’t know why they’ve sent him to me. He was supposed to go to Mandy’s.”

“What’s Mandy’s?”

“It’s a slave hostel in town. That’s where he’ll be staying. Hang on, I’ll get you the address.”

Ten minutes later, they arrived at Mandy’s and all three went in and reported to the reception desk.

“Ms Kayla and Ms Eve from Goodboys Slave Management. This is 8805 from Victoria DST.”

“Good afternoon, girls. I am Mandy. We’ve been expecting you.”

“Sign here, please. That’s it then. He’s all yours.”

“Thank you, girls. Have a good trip.”

After filling in some more forms, Mandy looked up.

“Ok, 8805. Do you have a name?”

“It’s Tommy, Mistress Mandy.”

“Ok, Tommy, let’s show you to your room. Come with me. I’ve put you on the ground floor.”

Tommy was led to his room.

“Mistress Mandy, what is this place?”

“It’s a slave hostel, Tommy. I’ve got 24 boys living here. Well, 25 now that you’re here. Two of them are mine and work here doing cooking and cleaning, but the rest have private owners in town, small businesses and shops, who need a boy or two but don’t have their own slave accommodation on site.”

“Right, you’ve got a bed, some drawers, and a table and a chair. I’ll send Ben to you in a minute, he’ll show you around. You’re on the green list, Tommy, like all the boys here at the moment. That means we won’t lock you in your room. You’re free to move around within the hostel.”

Tommy lay down on his bed. It was passable. A few moments later, Ben arrived and showed him how to get to the showers and the toilet and then took him to their common room.

“This is where we hang out and also where we eat. Hungry? Sit here and I’ll get you something.”

Thursday 23 January 94

The next day, after breakfast, Caroline came to see Tommy and found him in the common room.

“Good morning, Tommy. I am Mistress Caroline.”

“Good morning, Mistress Caroline.”

“I will be one if your slave trainers, along with Mistress Beth who you will meet later, Tommy, once the DST have devised a course for you. Until then, you’ll just have to hang tight.”

“How long until I start the course, Mistress Caroline?”

“You’re guess is as good as mine, Tommy.”

“But you’ll be doing the course at my house, Tommy. It’s on the other side of town, about a mile. So, your first job is to learn the route so that you can make your own way there and back each day without us having to fetch you.”

“I don’t understand, Mistress Caroline. Are you saying you want me to walk a mile across town even though I’m blind?”

“That’s right, Tommy. Don’t worry, you can do it. I’ve been in charge of a blind boy before. He had an accident on a farm and lost his sight, and he managed it, and you will too.”

Caroline led Tommy outside.

“Right, Tommy, you need to divide the walk up into sections and memorise the turns and the paces in each one. It’s not as difficult as it sounds. After we’ve done it a few times, I’ll let you try it unaided. I’ll follow you and only correct you if you make a mistake. And then eventually you’ll go solo.”

“Yes, Mistress Caroline.”

“Don’t worry, it’s an easy route, Tommy. I’m on this same road, just on the other side of town. Right, so when you leave the hostel, turn right. That’s it, now walk and count the paces to the next street crossing.”

“This side road is Bright Street, Tommy.”

“We’re now passing the police station, Tommy, but it’s on the other side of the road.”

“Ok, Tommy, this side road is the entrance to the Diana Garrison. It’s the headquarters of the local regiment, the Diana Light Infantry.”

“This side road is Duke Street, Tommy.”

“We’re now more or less in the town centre, Tommy. Stop here, we’re going into a shop. We won’t normally stop here but I think you need a walking stick.”

They entered a shop. The sign read: “Carla’s Canes.”

“Can I help you maam? My name is Linda.”

“Thank you, Linda. Yes, I’m looking for a cane for the boy.”

Linda glanced at Tommy.

“Certainly, maam. We have a wide selection. We’ve got oak, walnut and rattan. And we’ve also got birches and crops. Is it mainly for discipline or punishment?”

“What? No, not that sort of cane. A cane for walking. This boy is blind, you see. He needs something to feel his way with.”

“Oh, I see. We’ve never been asked for something like that before, but I suppose this would work.”

She picked out a two-foot oak cane and handed it to Sarah, who handed it on to Tommy.

“It’s too short, Mistress Caroline.”

“OK, how about this three-foot walnut model?”

Tommy had a feel and then a test walk.

“Yes, this is just right, Mistress Caroline. It will do fine.”

“Ok, we’ll take that one then.”

They left the shop and continued to Caroline’s house. When they arrived, Caroline’s boy made them both cups of tea and then Caroline led Tommy back to the hostel.

Friday 24 January 94

The next day, Caroline fetched Tommy again.

“We need to stop off at the police station on the way, Tommy. I want to see about getting you a waiver so you can go solo. Don’t worry, it’s on the way.”

They arrived at Diana Police Station and went in.

“Good morning, I am Officer Ruth. How can I help you?”

“Good morning, Ruth. My name is Ms Caroline; I would like to apply for a waiver for this boy.”

“I see.”

Ruth reached into a drawer and pulled out a form.

“What’s his full number?”

“74-0-8805.”

“A natural born?”

Ruth looked up in surprise.

“Yes.”

“Duration?”

“Permanent please.”

Ruth looked up again.

“Permanent? You’ll need a very good reason, we normally only issue 3-day waivers.”

She wrote down ‘Permanent’.

“And the route?”

“The whole town of Diana.”

Ruth looked up once again but wrote it down.

“And now for your reason. I assume it’s not ‘truck driver’”.

Almost all waivers were temporary and issued to truck drivers overnighting in the town.

“No. He’s a blind slave under training.”

“I see. But even so, we can’t have him wandering about all over town.”

“That won’t happen. He has to be taught and memorise every route individually. I’ve started teaching him the route from Mandy’s Slave Hostel where he’s living to my house on the west side, which is straight along High Street. But we might want to teach him additional routes in future.”

“I see.”

Ruth wrote a long note on the form.

“Any supporting documents?”

“Yes. This is a letter from the DST in Victoria giving me the task of training him.”

“Ah, thanks. That will help a lot. Ok, I’ll take this to the inspector. You should have her decision by tomorrow.”

“Thank you very much. Come on, Tommy.”

Monday 27 January 94

Caroline didn’t work weekends, so Tommy was stuck in the hostel with nothing to do but sit in the common room and listen to Queendom TV. All the other boys worked seven-day weeks, so there wasn’t even anyone to talk to during the day.

But on Monday, Caroline came to fetch Tommy, and they walked to her house again. Tommy walked in front this time, with Caroline correcting him when he made a mistake. He only had to be corrected twice. On the return trip he was perfect.

Tuesday 28 January 94

The next day, Tommy made the return trip without making any mistakes at all.

“That was excellent, Tommy. I think you’re ready to go solo. How do you feel?”

“I feel elated, Mistress Caroline.”

“Great. And I’ve got some good news, Tommy. Here’s your permanent waiver.”

She gave a small plastic card to Tommy.

“Have a feel, Tommy. The bumpy side is the front. The bumps are words embossed onto the card.”

Tommy had a feel.

“Yes, I can feel them, Mistress Caroline.”

“Right, notice the bump are all on one side. The left side. That’s because the right side has got your photo on it. So, knowing that, hold the card up to me the right way round.”

Tommy felt the card and turned it.

“Is this right, Mistress Caroline?”

“That’s it, Tommy. So, if you need to show your card, that’s the way to present it.”

“So, can I go out whenever I like and go anywhere in town with this card, Mistress Caroline?”

“In theory, Tommy, but you would have to learn the route first of course. Is there anywhere you would like to go?”

“Is there a corner shop in town, Mistress Caroline?”

“Yes, Tommy, there’s one on your route. I’ll show you where it is tomorrow.”

“Thank you, Mistress Caroline.”

Wednesday 29 January 94

The next day, Tommy was waiting in the common room for Caroline.

“Good morning, Tommy.”

Tommy didn’t recognise the voice.

“I am Mistress Beth. Mistress Caroline is busy today, but she’s asked me to take you to Lucy’s corner shop.”

“Good morning, Mistress Beth. Thank you very much.”

“Let’s go then. Just go ahead as if you were going to Caroline’s and I’ll tell you when to stop.”

They headed off along the main road, Tommy leading.

“Ok, Tommy, stop. The entrance to Lucy’s is on your left.”

It doubled as a coffee shop and there were some tables and chairs in a fenced off enclosure on the pavement, and a second enclosure, for boys, was empty. They went in. The owner, Lucy, was behind the counter.

“Good morning.” she said.

“Good morning. My name is Beth, and this is Tommy. Tommy is blind and is learning the route to your shop, so he’ll probably become a regular customer.”

“He can’t come on his own. Not unless he has a waiver.”

“Tommy, show Lucy your waiver.”

Tommy held it up.

“Yes, that’s fine then. Do you want anything today.”

“Yes, can we have a couple of coffees please.”

Beth paid.

“And anything Tommy buys goes on Ms Mandy’s tab.”

“Yes, that’s fine. I’ll bring the coffees out to you.”

They went out and got a table, and both sat down on chairs.

“Tommy, you need to kneel. Boys aren’t allowed to sit at the table in public. This will all be covered when you do your course.”

“Oh, sorry Mistress Beth.”

They drank their coffee and Beth escorted Tommy home. But he didn’t need any guidance.

Monday 4 February 94

From then on, Tommy got into the habit of going to Lucy’s corner shop every afternoon around 16:00. He would get a coffee and also buy any odd items that Mandy asked him to fetch.

He didn’t have any problems for the first few days but the following Monday, he had finished his coffee and begun the walk home. He was halfway between the shop and Mandy’s when he heard a shout:

“Hey you, boy, come here.”

The sound came from across the road. Tommy stopped but didn’t go to the voice. He didn’t feel safe crossing the busy road at this location.

“Boy! Come here.”

Tommy stayed where he was but decided it would be a good idea to show respect by kneeling. He heard footsteps approaching.

“Boy, did you hear me?”

“I’m sorry, Mistress, I can’t cross the road.”

“Officer! Not Mistress. Are you blind?”

“Yes, officer.”

“Are you trying to be funny?”

“No officer, I really am blind.”

“Hmmm. What are you doing out unescorted?”

“I have a waiver, officer, issued by Diana police, on account of being blind.”

“Let me see it.”

Tommy proffered his waiver.

“Hmmm. I see. What’s your number?”

“8805, officer.”

“And where are you going now?”

“To Mandy’s Slave Hostel, officer.”

“Ok, up you get, 8805. I’ll come with you. I want to discuss you with Mandy.”

“Yes, officer.”

They both went to Mandy’s and went in and stopped at reception. The officer rang the bell for attention.

Mandy came through and looked at the officer and Tommy in surprise.

“Good afternoon, officer, I’m Mandy. Is there a problem?”

“Good afternoon, Mandy. I’m Officer Ava. Don’t worry, he’s not in trouble. I just wanted to make a suggestion. I saw him in the street and gave him orders that he was unable to follow. I think his blindness should be made more apparent in some way, to avoid misunderstandings.”

“That’s a good idea. Have you any suggestions?”

“He’s got a stick, maybe it should be white?”

“Mistress Mandy?”

“Yes, Tommy, do you have a suggestion.”

“Yes, Mistress Mandy, in my home town the local militia had white T-shirts with MILITIA printed on them.”

“That’s not a bad idea. What shall we put on it? Blind Boy?”

“How about just BLIND?” suggested Ava.

“Good idea. I’ll get a few made up for him. And thanks for that suggestion, Ava.”

“You’re welcome.”

Just after Officer Ava left, Caroline arrived.

“Ah, Tommy, here you are.”

“Hello, Mistress Caroline.”

“Tommy, you’ll start your slave training on Monday. You’ll be training Mondays to Fridays from 09:00 until 11:00, for four weeks. You’ll be trained in obedience – that means you get discipline – etiquette – modified on account of your blindness – and pleasure theory. After that, assuming you pass, you’ll be classed as a trained slave.”

“Will I still live at here, Mistress Caroline?”

“Yes, Tommy. And the training will be at my house. So, get yourself there in good time.”

“Yes, Mistress Caroline. What will happen to me after the training?”

“After your training you’ll be auctioned off, Tommy. But I’m not sure where that will happen.”

Chapter 4- Slave Training

Monday 18 February 94

The following Monday, Tommy turned up at Caroline’s house for his first day of training.

“Come in, Tommy. This way.”

Caroline took Tommy’s hand and led him to the punishment room where the training would be done. She guided him to the bed.

“Take a seat here, Tommy. Right, I’ll just outline the schedule for the next four weeks. Let’s see.”

“Right, each day we will start off with discipline, and because this is in effect a crash course, you will get 20 medium strength whacks on the caning horse for the first three weeks, then 20 full strength whacks for the first three days of the last week. On the last two days, you’ll get 20 full strength whacks plus 6 lashes of the whip, and your performance on these two days will be assessed by me and Beth and used to decide your discipline grade.”

“After discipline, for the first two weeks only, you’ll be doing ‘Male Etiquette for Blind Boys’. Then, the last lesson each day will be Female Pleasure Theory. Ok?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Right, let’s start. Strip off, leave your clothes on the bed for now, then I’ll lead you to the caning horse.”

Tommy stripped off, then Caroline shackled him to the horse. She didn’t bother with the waist belt.

“Hmmm. Your arse looks much too smooth and innocent, Tommy. We’ll have to toughen it up. Right, here we go. The strokes will be rapid so there’s no need to count. Ready?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Swish! Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack.

The rapid assault made Tommy’s arse smart and his eyes water, but he didn’t cry out. It was nothing compared to the whipping he had endured in Victoria.

“Right, sit down on the bed, Tommy, and we’ll do the first etiquette lesson. Where’s that booklet? This is new to me, too. I’ve taught etiquette before, of course, but some of the normal rules don’t apply or have been modified, because of your blindness.”

“Right here we go. This is rule 1a. Let’s see. Right, if someone commands you with ‘Hey you boy.’ or ‘Come here boy’ or similar, normally you would respond with ‘Yes Mistress’ and you would approach to about 3 yards and then kneel before them. Right. So, in your case, you simply kneel where you are and wait for them to approach you. If there is doubt about whether you or some other boy is being addressed, you kneel just in case, but you can stand up again if you realise they were in fact addressing someone else. Also, when they approach, if you suspect that they don’t know you are blind, you may speak without being spoken to and say: ‘Please Mistress, I am blind.’ Yes, that seems to make sense. All clear so far, Tommy?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Probably best to keep wearing those T-shirts, Tommy, that should avoid misunderstandings.”

Caroline continued with rule 1b and after half an hour they had completed the first lesson as detailed in the training manual.

“Right, it’s pleasure theory next. Let me just have a look at the training manual and see how it’s organized. Oh, I see. There are 20 lessons, one each day Monday to Thursday, with a review of that week’s lessons every Friday. Are you a virgin, Tommy?”

“Yes, Mistress Caroline.”

“Ok, well we’d better not skip anything then, we’ll start off with lesson one which is basic anatomy. Then later we’ll cover fingering, cunnilingus, breast worship and then we’ve got various sex positions to go over. We normally use photos and videos for this type of training, but because you can’t see, Tommy, we’ll be using various practice dummies, and you’ll do it by feel. Right, stand up, Tommy, let me get this dummy onto the bed.”

Caroline placed the dummy on the bed in a face up position.

“Right, Tommy, move over here. Kneel down. Give me your hand. Right, there we are, have a good feel around. That’s it. Those are breasts, obviously, they come in various sizes. Now go to the middle, right that’s the nipple and the bumpy bit surrounding it is the areola. This is a good place to start when pleasuring a woman. Give the nipple a kiss, Tommy. That’s it. And you can nibble and suck on it as well. Now, if this was a real woman, the nipple would get hard when she started to get excited. Right, let’s check between her legs.”

Tommy moved down.

“Put your finger in her bum crease, Tommy. That’s it. Now find the arse hole. You got it. Right, slowly move up. Stop. Right, that spot between the arse hole and the pussy is called the perineum. Right, move up more. Stop. Right, move your finger from side to side. The ridges you can feel, Tommy, are her labia. The outer ones are the labia majora and the inner ones are the labia minora, also known as flaps. Now work your finger in so that it’s between the flaps. That’s it. Now move up. Stop. Your finger is now on the hood and under it is the clitoris. Hmmm. It’s not very well modelled on this dummy. You’ll have to trust me. If you work your finger or tongue over the hood, you should be able to find it, it’s a little nub. We’ll cover what to do with it in a later lesson. Right, now move your finger down again. Keep going. Stop. That hole is the actual vagina. Got it, Tommy?”

“Yes, Mistress Caroline.”

“Right, stick a finger in with your palm up. A bit further. Right, about where your fingertip is, that’s her G-spot.”

“Right, testing time. Let’s see, how are we doing this? Oh, I see. There are five questions, Tommy. I will put your finger somewhere on the dummy and you have to name that part. I will give you four options to choose from.”

Tommy got all the answers right. He had passed his first day of slave training!

Friday 22 February 94

The rest of the week was more of the same. Discipline, etiquette then pleasure theory with Caroline. But when Tommy turned up on Friday, he found Beth waiting for him.

“Good afternoon, Tommy. Caroline is busy today, so you’ve got me.”

“Good afternoon, Mistress Beth.”

“Right, strip off Tommy, and get on the caning horse. Do you need me to lead you?”

“No, I’ve learnt where it is now, Mistress Beth.”

“Fine.”

Beth shackled him on.

Swish! Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack.

Tommy gave a few yelps. Beth’s idea of medium strength was a little bit more severe than Caroline’s, and it left his arse smarting.

“Right, lesson 5 of male etiquette for blind boys.”

Beth picked up her training manual.

“Rule 5a. Boys are not usually allowed to speak to a woman unless spoken to first. So, let’s say you’ve got a waiver and are outside on your own and you get lost or there’s something blocking your way and you don’t know how to get round it. The manual says you should kneel and raise one hand and then wait for assistance. Only after you think you have waited for half an hour or more are you allowed to call out for help. Got that, Tommy?”

“Yes, Mistress Beth.”

“Right, next . . .”

After the etiquette lesson, they had a short break, then it was time for pleasure theory.

“Right, what’s next. Let me see. Ah, I see, this is a review of what you’ve learned this week. You had basic female anatomy on Monday, and Caroline has been covering fingering and cunnilingus techniques over the last three days, so today we put it all together and see what you’ve learned. Right, Tommy, I want you to pretend the dummy is a real woman and give her pleasure using your tongue and fingers. Go!”

The torso dummy didn’t have a head so Tommy couldn’t give her a kiss, so he instead started by kissing and licking her breasts.

“Good boy, Tommy. You remembered to start with the breasts. That’s it, suck the nipples in and give them a little nibble. Ok, now go down on her.”

Tommy ran his tongue up and down along the surface of her flaps for a while before parting them with his tongue and then licking up and down her slit. After a few minutes, he started flicking the clitoris up and down and from side to side and making circles around it with his tongue, before reverting to slit licking for another minute.

The next time he tongued her clitoris, he inserted a finger into her hole and began finger fucking her. Then he inserted a second finger. His hand was palm up, and when his fingers were deep inside, he curled his fingers to apply pressure on her G-spot.

“That’s excellent, Tommy, you’ve got a really good technique. Well, that’s it for this week. Next week we’ll be covering tongue fucking, and then it’s on to sex positions.”

“Get dressed and off you go then Tommy. Back here on Monday for your next lesson, it will be with Caroline.”

“Bye, Mistress Beth.”

Monday 25 February 94

Tommy had an easy weekend, but it was over quickly, and it was back to the grind on Monday.

Tommy found Caroline waiting for him.

“Ok, Tommy, you know how this works by now, strip off and get on the horse.”

Swish! Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack.

Tommy was relieved that it was Caroline caning him today rather than Beth. She didn’t hit as hard and his arse was still smarting from Friday.

For today’s etiquette lesson, Caroline was going over how to get served in a café or a shop when out unattended.

“Of course, you first need to have a waiver, which you have. The servers will likely assume you are a truck driver since that’s who most waivers get issued to. So, it will definitely help if you have your BLIND T-shirt on or some other identification. The normal etiquette, for boys who can see, is to wait somewhere not far from the counter but out of the way and face the counter without making eye contact. They never join a queue; women will always get served first. They have to wait until there are no women waiting to be served, the server will then call them over. It’s the same in your case; you just stand off to one side wait to be asked to approach the counter. You then say what it is you want. But when it’s your first time at that shop, you are to tell the server that you are blind and ask them where they would prefer you to wait if you come back again. Oh, I see, I guess that makes sense. My advice, Tommy, is just stick to the same shop all the time so the staff get to know you, and then everything will be easier. Right, next item . . .”

Tommy found the lesson quite easy. Most of it was common sense, he thought.

“Right, Tommy, for today’s pleasure theory, we’ll be covering tongue fucking. I assume you know what that is?”

“I can guess, Mistress Caroline, but I’m not absolutely sure.”

“It’s when you insert your tongue into a woman’s vagina and thrust it in and out. It’s actually quite difficult to get decent penetration, Tommy, as the tongue isn’t the ideal shape for it. But if you get taken on as a pleasure slave, your owner might pay for a CAT operation for you. That’s where they modify your tongue to make it longer and narrower, they usually add about five inches and usually they add two or three inches to your cock as well at the same time. With an extended tongue, you’d be able to really get in there and have a good feel about.”

“Anyway, for today’s lesson we’ve got a transparent dummy moulded in a sitting position. So lay down on the bed, Tommy, with your head on the pillow, and I’ll get it into a face sitting position on top of you.”

Tommy got onto the bed.

“Here we go. Grab its arse cheeks, Tommy, and help me get it into the correct position. That’s it. Right, off you go.”

Tommy stuck his tongue out and soon found the dummy’s flaps. He parted them with his tongue and located the hole. But try as he might, he could not get his tongue inside.

“Tommy, get your tongue inside. Push!”

Tommy struggled but couldn’t manage it.

“Maybe some lube will help. Stay there, Tommy.”

Caroline lifted the dummy off and laid it on the floor arse up, leaning against the bed. She got some lube and was about to apply some.

“Oh, I see the problem. The material has deteriorated and hardened. This dummy is way past its sell-by date I’m afraid. Stay where you are, Tommy, I’m going to see what else is in the basement.”

Caroline took the dummy away and then went down into her basement to have a look at the other dummies the DST had supplied her with. There was only one other in a sitting position, but it wasn’t transparent. She wondered what to do, but then she had an idea, and she returned empty handed.

“Right Tommy, give me a moment while I get this one ready.”

Tommy thought he could hear the sound of clothes rustling, then after a couple of minutes, he heard Caroline’s voice from quite close by.

“Ok, try this one, Tommy. It’s quite heavy.so I’ll help you.”

Tommy reached out and his hands grasped the arse cheeks of the dummy, and he manoeuvred it into position.

“This one feels much more realistic, Mistress Caroline. And it feels warm as well.”

His tongue made contact with the pussy, and Tommy worked it up and down until he managed to part the flaps. He located the hole and pushed his tongue inside quite easily. The hole on this one seemed quite loose. The arse cheeks came down and parted slightly when they made contact with his face. This dummy seemed a lot heavier than the previous one, thought Tommy. He wondered how Caroline had managed to lift it into place. It was clearly a luxury model, as it seemed to have internal heating and automatic lubrication.

He began thrusting his tongue in and out, and at the same time moving the arse in the opposite direction, so that the combined actions maximised the penetration. Luckily, Caroline seemed to be helping him to move the dummy up and down, as he doubted he would be able to lift it by himself.

“That’s it, Tommy. Try varying the speed and the amount of penetration. That’s it. Good boy.”

Tommy’s tongue kept thrusting in and out of the hole. Liquid began running down his tongue and into his mouth, he tasted it, it tasted good, and then he swallowed it.

“You’ve got really good technique, Tommy. Go back to long, fast thrusts now.”

Tommy’s tongue began hammering in and out of the hole at breakneck speed.

“That’s really good, Tommy. Yes, yes, yes, yes, oh my goddess, yeeeeeees.”

Caroline seemed to be quite pleased with his efforts, thought Tommy.

“Right, that will do, Tommy, let’s get this dummy off you.”

Tommy heard the sound of clothes rustling again.

“Right, that’s it for today, Tommy. Beth will be teaching you tomorrow. You did really well today, Tommy.”

“Mistress Caroline, that lube we used today, can we keep using it? It tastes so much nicer than the stuff we normally use.”

“It’s not available in the shops, Tommy. It’s my own special mixture.”

Tuesday 26 February 94

The next morning, Catherine told Beth all about her tongue fucking adventure with Tommy.

“And he really didn’t know it was you?” asked Beth.

“No, I don’t think so. But the thing is, it made the lesson so much easier. I could instantly tell what he was doing wrong and correct him and what he was doing right and praise him. And boy, did he get it right in the end. It’s so difficult to judge when using the dummies, even with the so-called transparent ones, which in fact you can barely see through at all.” replied Caroline.

“You know, we’ve got all these sex positions to teach him. When you’ve got a classroom full of boys, you’ve got no choice, you’ve got to use the videos or the dummies, but with this being one on one tuition, maybe we should be using a more personal approach. It will make things so much easier.” said Beth.

“And more fun.”

“Well, that too.” laughed Beth. “Let’s do it.”

The next three days, Beth did the training. She taught Tommy the missionary position and variations of it.

“Remember what I’m teaching you, Tommy, because Mistress Caroline will be checking your performance on Friday.”

Friday 29 February 94

On Friday, Tommy was nervous because he had his missionary position review today. Caroline was waiting for him when he arrived. After decorating his arse with a few more stripes, she then gave Tommy his final etiquette lesson: What to do when walking along a pavement and meeting women coming the other way.

After a short break it was time for pleasure theory.

“Right, Tommy, Beth has been singing your praises all week, so let’s see if you’ve remembered everything.”

Caroline stripped off and got on the bed.

“Right, Tommy, let’s start with standard missionary.”

But instead of getting straight to it, Tommy crawled up and gave Caroline a long tongue kiss. Then he moved down and began kissing and sucking her nipples.

“Excellent, Tommy. I was so sure you would forget about foreplay and leap straight into action. But you didn’t. Good boy.”

Tommy backed up further and got his face between Caroline’s legs. He got his tongue into action, travelling up and down her slit until her juices were flowing, then he crawled back up, giving her breasts more kisses on the way.

Then he reached down and steered his cock into her moist entrance. Tommy began with slow, short thrusts, and gradually built up the speed and depth. Soon his full eight inches were sliding in and out of Caroline’s hole with a regular tempo of about once per second.

“Good, Tommy. But a little bit faster.”

Tommy sped up slightly. He remembered what Beth had told him. What I am teaching you is just a guide. Listen to what the lady tells you and do as she says. Remember, this is all about female pleasure. And don’t come without permission.

“Excellent, Tommy. You’re very good at this. Now, change to open pincer.”

Tommy remembered this from Wednesday. He scooted forwards so that he was on his knees, but with them wide apart, and with his body upright, leaving his cock inside all the time. Then he grabbed Caroline’s ankles and held them apart at his sides. He then resumed his pounding of Caroline’s slippery hole.

“That’s excellent, Tommy. Keep pounding.”

After five minutes, Caroline spoke again.

“Ok, Tommy, show me your mountain climber.”

Tommy lowered Caroline’s legs back down then scooted back to a normal missionary position. He then used his arms to raise his body up above Caroline, and he angled his feet, so he was resting on his toes. He then resumed thrusting. Long powerful thrusts. Each time he would almost withdraw his man meat but would then thrust his entire length back in again. In and out he went.

“That’s excellent, Tommy, and remember, when doing the mountain climber, the lady wants to concentrate on your cock. That’s all she wants to feel. No other part of your body should touch her. Keep going.”

Caroline enjoyed five minutes of mountain climber pounding, before switching it up once more.

“Ok, Tommy, we’ll finish with spread eagle.”

Caroline bent her legs up and back, and Tommy reached out and grabbed them and pushed them further back and pinned them under his hands at her sides.

Tommy kept thrusting in and out.

“What’s the advantage of this position, Tommy?”

“It loosens the pressure of the vagina on the cock, Mistress Caroline. It lets the cock go in a lot deeper and makes it easier for the boy to hold back and allows the lady to last longer before she orgasms.”

“Very good, Tommy. Keep going. Faster. I want full length strokes. Every inch. I want to see half your helmet when you withdraw, and I want to feel your balls on my ass when you thrust back in. Yes, just like that. That’s it. Faster. Yes, yes, yes. Oh, my goddess. Aaaargh. Keep going, Tommy. Yes, yes, yes, yes, yeeeeeeeeeeees.”

“Oh, my goddess, that was marvellous. Ok, Tommy, relax.”

Caroline took a few minutes to recover.

“Ok, Tommy, that was very good. That’s all for this week. I’ll see you on Monday.”

Saturday 30 February 94

The following day, Tommy was relieved to have a day off. In the afternoon, he was bored listening to Queendom TV and decided to go for a stroll. It was a bit chilly, so he put a jacket on. Mandy was at the reception desk.

“Mandy, I’m going for a walk, do you need anything from the shop?”

“Oh, yes please, Tommy, can you get some milk, we’re running short?”

“Of course, Mandy. See you later.”

Tommy left the house and turned towards the town centre, carefully counting his paces. He had passed the police station and was now approaching the garrison. He heard voices. Lots of voices. It sounded like quite a crowd.

In fact, it was the girls of the Diana Light Infantry. About 40 of them were milling around waiting for their transport to arrive. They were about to be deployed to the Duchy of Green Bay where they would replace both the Victoria Volunteers in Mount Vernon and the Aurora Light Infantry in Green Bay town.

The girls were wide eyed and excited. Like most Queendom troops, they had never been in action, but they now imagined themselves to be going almost to a war zone. In fact, there had been no trouble at all in the new duchy since the surrender. All the boys with a mind to resist had been in the militia and were now in Victoria undergoing slave training.

That’s why the Victoria Volunteers and the Aurora Light Infantry, both in platoon strength of about 50 each, were being replaced by just the Diana Light Infantry, with a detachment of 20 in each town and a headquarters staff of 10 based in Green Bay.

The girls were standing around in the garrison entrance road, chatting and joking with each other. Civilians were either crossing the road to avoid them altogether or they were stepping onto the road for a short distance to get around them, often with a friendly “Good afternoon, girls.”

That wasn’t an option for Tommy. Several of the girls watched him as he got nearer. They weren’t used to seeing unescorted males, not even truck drivers with valid waivers, who usually had the good sense to give soldiers a wide berth.

“Hey, what have we got here? Looks like an unescorted male.”

They watched in surprise as Tommy got nearer and nearer. He didn’t seem to be making any attempt to walk around them. It looked as if he expected them to stand aside for him.

Tommy slowed down as he realised from the voices that he was getting closer to the crowd. Eventually, someone addressed him.

“You, boy. Where do you think you’re going?”

Tommy immediately knelt on the ground and looked down.

“Please Mistress, I’m on my way to Lucy’s.”

“It’s Mistress Amber to you. You’re going to Lucy’s corner shop?”

“Yes, Mistress Amber.”

“Why are you unescorted? Do you have a waiver?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Show me.”

Tommy produced his plastic waiver card. Amber looked at it in surprise. It had Tommy’s photo on it.

“Paige, is this valid? I’ve never seen a plastic one before.”

Most waivers, and all those issued to truck drivers, were temporary, and consisted of a form filled out and stamped and signed at a police station.

“I’ve never seen one either. Hang on, I’ll check with Eileen.”

She disappeared inside the garrison. A moment later, she reappeared with another woman.

“I’m Sgt Eileen of the Diana Light Infantry. Who are you?”

“I am Tommy, Sgt Eileen.”

“I meant your number, boy.”

“74-0-8805, Sgt Eileen.”

His answers matched the information on the waiver. Eileen made a note of his details.

“Well, the waiver appears to be valid. It’s a six-month waiver valid for the whole town and issued by Diana police. I’ve never heard of such waivers being issued before. It seems very slack to me. I’ll check up on him but for the moment let him go.”

Eileen went back into the garrison.

“Ok, boy on your way.”

Tommy stood up, but the girls were in his way.

“I said you can go.”

“Please Mistress Amber, may I pass?”

Amber was about to scold him for insolence and order him to go around, when Tommy’s jacket flapped open in the breeze, and she noticed his T-shirt.

“Are you blind, boy?”

“Yes, Mistress Amber.”

“Hey girls, Tommy here can’t see. Let him through.”

The girls parted and Tommy passed through while they all stared at him.

“How does he know where he’s going?”

“I don’t know. But did you see how scared he looked?”

“He’s so cute!” said Paige.

Tommy made it to the shop and bought a two-pint carton of milk, then turned for home.

The girls were still outside the garrison when he got back.

“Come through, Tommy.”

“Thank you, Mistress Paige.”

“How did you know it was me, Tommy?”

“I’m getting better and better at recognizing voices, Mistress Paige.”

“OK, then who am I, Tommy?”

“It’s Mistress Amber.”

Some of the other girls spoke to Tommy.

“Hi, Tommy, I’m Ashley.”

“Hello, Mistress Ashley.”

“And I’m Charlie.”

“I’m Ellie.”

“Who’s the milk for, Tommy?” asked Paige.

“Mandy asked me to fetch it. I live at her place.”

Tommy went on his way.

“Eyes off, Paige. Sounds like he’s already got an owner.” laughed Amber.

Friday 6 March 94

The following Friday, Tommy was being evaluated once again. Beth had trained him on the Monday and then Caroline and Beth had alternated. This week Tommy had been given instruction in the cowgirl sex position, and now he was to be reviewed by Beth.

“First things first, Tommy. Strip off and get on the horse.”

Swish! Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack. Aaaaaargh.

Tommy cried out. Beth seemed to be whacking even harder than usual today. Tommy’s arse was burning.

“Right, Tommy, it’s time for your cowgirl review. As I explained on Monday, this is the second most popular sex position in the Queendom, behind amazon, as it allows girls to be dominant during sex. But as a result, it’s a very easy one for you. Right, so lay face up on the bed. You’ll find most girls will want to shackle you, as this increases their sense of dominance. Also, it’s common practice to shove a pillow under your bum. So, hang on while I get you sorted.”

Beth used the remote control to play out the slack from each corner shackle. The ankle shackles consisted of what looked like half a handcuff attached to a thin chain. She snapped them around his ankles. Then she moved up to do his wrists. The wrist shackles were different; each chain had two cuffs on it.

“Put your wrists in, Tommy, it doesn’t matter which shackle.”

Beth snapped a shackle around each wrist.

“Mistress Beth, why are there two shackles on each wrist chain?”

“It’s so you can shackle wrists and ankles at the same end. Lift your bum, Tommy.”

She slid a pillow under him, then used the remote control to retract the shackles. Tommy was pulled into a spreadeagle position. Beth kept the button pressed until the motors automatically cut out when the maximum permitted tension was reached.

“By the way, perhaps I should have mentioned it before, but don’t expect to find beds like this all the time. This really is a fancy piece of kit, Tommy, with its electric height and tilt controls and electric shackles. Most girls won’t have beds like this, and you’ll find manual shackles are still the norm.” said Beth as she got undressed.

“Right, let’s get going.”

Beth climbed up onto the bed and squatted over Tommy’s face, facing his feet. She adjusted her position so that her pussy was above his tongue then slowly lowered herself down.

Tommy stuck his tongue out and used it to prise Beth’s flaps apart, then began running the tip up and down her slit.

“Well done, Tommy, for remembering to warm me up. Yes, just like that. Keep going. Yes. Yes. That’s very good, Tommy. You’re so gentle with your tongue. Caroline’s quite right, you’re tongue skills really are remarkable. Yes, that’s it, Tommy, long tongue strokes. Up and down, up and down. Clitoris, pussy, arse hole. Arse hole, pussy, clit. Up and down, up and down, There’s a good boy. Yes, yes, yes. Right, you’ve got me nice and juicy, Tommy, so let’s continue.”

Beth raised herself up and moved down towards Tommy’s cock, then reached down and guided it into her slippery hole. She then slowly sat down so that her pussy engulfed the whole of his rock-hard shaft.

“We’ll start with reverse cowgirl, Tommy.”

Beth rode his cock for about five minutes, then raised herself up and turned around. She guided him in once more. Then she rode him again, this time facing him.

“Remember, a girl won’t necessarily move up and down on your cock, she might just rock backwards and forwards, especially if she wants to last longer before she orgasms. But if she wants to speed things along a bit, she will revert to up and down motions, like this.”

As Beth sat down, Tommy contributed by thrusting up, and when Beth rose up, Tommy relaxed back down again.

“Well done, Tommy. I was waiting to see if you would remember to contribute.” said Beth.

Beth spent the next five minutes riding Tommy’s cock once more.

“Right Tommy, we’ll finish off with a spot of squat riding. This is useful if a girl wants to go a bit faster or get more cock thrusting in and out of her.”

She pressed a button on the remote control and Tommy’s wrist and ankle shackles clicked open and then retracted on their chains. Then she got up onto her feet, and to help with stability, she placed her hands on his chest.

She began bouncing up and down on Tommy’s cock.

Tommy brought his knees up to form a backstop for Beth’s arse as it came down, and he also reached out and cupped a hand under each arse cheek and pushed upwards as Beth began to rise.

“Excellent, Tommy. You remembered. As I mentioned on Wednesday, squat riding allows a girl to slide her pussy up and down the whole length of a boy’s shaft. But it can get quite tiring for a girl, so well done for remembering to push my arse up. If a girl unshackles your wrists and ankles, it means she expects you to help her. With your knees up as they are, it also means I can go for a leaning back stance instead, like this.”

Beth took her hands off Tommy’s chest and leaned back with her hands on his knees instead.

“Ok, Tommy, I’m going to squat ride you until I come, then we’ll call it a day.”

Beth increased the speed and length of her bounces. As she raised herself up, most of Tommy’s cock was exposed, with only his purple helmet still gripped by her moist snatch, then down she came again until her arse landed on Tommy’s thighs with a loud slap. The impact temporarily deformed her big soft arse and sent visible shock waves travelling along each cheek. Then up she went again, with Tommy pushing upwards to aid her ascent.

Up, down, up, down. After five minutes, Beth was getting close.

“Yes, yes, yes, yeeeeees!”

Beth sat down on Tommy and rocked her pussy backwards and forwards on his cock for the duration of her orgasm, then she leaned forward and kissed him.

After a couple of minutes, she had recovered enough to climb off.

“Ok, that’s all for today, Tommy. You did well. Good boy. See you next week.”

Saturday 7 March 94

The next day, at breakfast, Mandy walked in with a newspaper in her hand.

“Just a heads up, boys. The Queen will be visiting Diana next Saturday and private slaves will be banned from town all day.”

“Why is that?” asked Ben.

“I guess it’s a security measure.”

Later, in the afternoon, Mandy asked Tommy to go to Lucy’s and get a jar of coffee. Tommy was glad to get out of the house and into the fresh air. It was quite a hot day. He crossed the road and turned towards the town centre. Soon he had passed the police station and was approaching the garrison.

“Hi Tommy!” “Hi Tommy!”

Tommy heard two girls greet him. He assumed they were on sentry duty.

“Hi Sally. Hi Ellie.”

“Wrong! It’s Sally but it’s not Ellie!” said Sally.

“Emma?”

“Right.” laughed Emma, secretly chuffed at having her voice recognized, even if it was only on the second attempt.

“Hey, Tommy, come here.” called out Sally.

Tommy approached and kneeled.

“Are you going to the shop, Tommy?”

“Yes, Mistress Sally.”

“Get us a couple of ice creams, Tommy. Tell Lucy to put them on my account.”

“Thank you, Sally.” said Emma.

“Of course, Mistress Sally.” said Tommy.

Tommy carried on and soon arrived at Lucy’s Corner Shop.

He entered but before he could move into the waiting position, Lucy called out.

“Come to the counter, Tommy, there’s nobody else here.”

“Thank you, Mistress Lucy.”

“What can I get you, Tommy?”

“A jar of coffee please, Mistress Lucy, on Mandy’s account. And Mistress Sally said to get two ice creams and charge them to her account.”

“Who’s Mistress Sally, Tommy?”

“She’s on sentry duty at the garrison, Mistress Lucy.”

“A soldier?”

“Yes, Mistress Lucy.”

Lucy put a jar of coffee on the counter but then:

“Wait there, Tommy, I won’t be a minute.”

Lucy disappeared into the stockroom for a moment but was soon back.

“Can you manage this box, Tommy?”

Tommy reached out to feel it.

“Yes, Mistress Lucy, but what is it?”

“There are 8 ice creams in there, Tommy, for the girls at the garrison. Tell them it’s a gift from Major Lucy, retired, for our brave girls of the Queendom Army. Here, I’ll put your coffee in your pocket. There you go, Tommy.”

Tommy made his way back down the road and soon reached the garrison again.

“Hi Tommy, what have you got there?”

“Ice creams, Mistress Sally. It’s a box of 8, I’m to tell you they’re a gift from Major Lucy, retired, for the brave girls of the Queendom Army.”

“How kind of her. I didn’t know Lucy was a veteran. I must go and thank her when I’m off duty.”

Sally and Emma each took an ice cream.

“What about the rest, Mistress Sally?”

“We’re on duty, Tommy. We can’t leave our posts. But don’t worry, I’ll buzz you in.”

Sally pressed the intercom button.

“Hi Sally, what’s up?”

“Hi, Rosie, I’ve got Tommy here, he’s got ice creams for all the girls, they’re a gift from Lucy at the corner shop. Can I let him in?”

“Hold on . . . Yes, Mary said it’s ok.”

“In you go, Tommy.”

Tommy went inside holding the box of ice creams.

“Hi Tommy!” “Hi Tommy!” “Hi Tommy!”

“Hi Mistress Mary, Mistress Rosie, Mistress Olivia.”

“Tommy?”

“I’m very sorry mistress; but I can’t remember your name.”

“Not to worry, Tommy, but It’s Emily.”

“Hi Mistress Emily.”

For some reason that they couldn’t explain, any girl whose voice Tommy couldn’t recognize and put a name to was left feeling a little disappointed.

Soon all the ice creams had been taken, and Tommy was ready to leave but wasn’t sure how. Mary realised his predicament.

“This way, Tommy. Left a bit. The door is just in front of you. That’s it. Bye Tommy.”

“Bye.” There was a chorus of byes from the girls inside and two more from Sally and Emma as he headed home.

Monday 9 March 94

On Monday, it was the start of Tommy’s last week of slave training. He arrived to find Caroline was teaching him that day.

“Well, Tommy, this is your last week. How do you feel?”

“Excited, Mistress Caroline. But what happens next week?”

“You’ll be up for auction, Tommy. I don’t know where. Possibly here in Diana or you might be shipped back to Victoria.”

“When will the auction be, Mistress Caroline?”

“I don’t know, Tommy, but whoever handles it will want to display you first, so I would guess the middle of next week at the earliest. Right, to business. First job: On the caning horse, Tommy.”

Tommy stripped off and got on the horse.

“Right, this is your last week, Tommy, so as per the schedule, you get 20 full strength strokes.”

“Oh, I had forgotten that, Mistress Caroline.”

“You’ll be ok, Tommy, your arse must have hardened up a bit by now.”

Caroline shackled him to the horse and then got a dragon rattan cane, a longer one than she had been using up until now.

“Ready, Tommy? These will be coming in batches of five.”

Swish! Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack. “Aaaaaargh.”

Tommy grimaced and just barely managed not to cry out loud. Caroline waited for a few seconds and then:

Swish! Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack. “Aaaaaargh.”

Tommy couldn’t hold it and cried out with the pain. Caroline gave him ten seconds to recover, and then:

“Halfway done, Tommy.”

Swish! Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack. “Aaaaaargh.”

Tommy screamed out loud. His arse felt like it was on fire.

“Nearly done, Tommy, only five more.”

Swish! Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack. “Aaaaaargh.”

Tommy screamed, then broke down in sobs, partly from the pain and partly from relief that it was over.

Caroline unshackled him but said:

“Stay there, Tommy, I’ll get some lotion.”

Caroline returned and scooped some lotion out of a jar and began smearing it over Tommy’s bum. Tommy could swear he heard the liquid hiss when it first contacted his scorching arse. Caroline took her time rubbing the cream in.

“You know, Tommy, you’ve got a lovely bottom.”

“Thank you, Mistress Caroline.”

“Right, onto your pleasure training. Today we’re doing doggystyle, and then it’s captain and finally amazon. Then on Thursday it’s general revision, and on Friday it’s your final theory exam.” said Caroline as she got undressed.

“Right, I’ll use the bed.” said Caroline.

She kneeled down at the side of the bed and leaned over it, propping herself up on her hands.

“Right, you may start, Tommy.”

Tommy remembered to start with foreplay. He got down on all fours and crawled up behind Caroline, feeling for her exact location with one hand. He poked his tongue out and approached Caroline’s pussy. Her arse cheeks initially prevented him from getting close enough, so he grabbed a cheek in each hand and prised them apart. He was then able to reach her pussy with his tongue and begin licking up and down.

“Well done for remembering the foreplay, Tommy.”

After a few licks, he managed to pry Caroline’s flaps apart with his tongue and then began licking her slit, up and down. Then he lengthened his licks to include Caroline’s arse hole and clit. Up and down, up and down. It didn’t take long for Tommy’s tongue to detect the first drops of Caroline’s tasty love juice. He kept the licking going until her hole was nice and moist, then he kneeled up and shuffled in, aiming his cock at the entrance to her spasm chasm. He reached forward and took hold of her arse cheeks, then began thrusting his cock into her love hole.

He started off slowly but gradually increased the speed and depth of his thrusts. Soon he was pumping away at two thrusts per second. He was withdrawing his shaft until only half the helmet was still inside and then thrusting back in again balls deep. In and out went his cock, slippery with Caroline’s pussy juice.

He brought his hands back and began slowly caressing both of Caroline’s arse cheeks using slow, wide circular movements of his hands while his cock continued to pump in and out of her hole. He looked down but of course he couldn’t see anything, but that didn’t stop his imagination. He couldn’t believe how big her arse cheeks were. Two huge orbs and that really turned him on.

Caroline, who until now had been propping herself up on her hands, moved her arms out to her sides and lay her body directly onto the bed. Her back dropping down onto the bed made her arse cheeks bulge out even wider and rounder. Tommy’s hands continued to make slow, wide circles over Caroline’s beautifully smooth, huge, round arse cheeks. He wasn’t sure how much longer he would be able to hold out. Tommy tried to think of something else. He was beginning to think he must definitely be an arse man.

“Keep it going, Tommy. Nice, long strokes. That’s it, good boy. Yes, yes, yes, yes.”

Tommy kept thrusting. In, out, in, out.

“Mistress Caroline, I don’t know how much longer I can hold out.”

“Very well, Tommy. As you’ve been such a good boy so far, I will allow you to come whenever you’re ready. Aim your jizz onto my back, Tommy.”

Tommy kept thrusting. He’d got permission but he still wanted to hold out as long as possible. He felt his ball bag occasionally contract and then relax. It seemed to be desperate to eject its sticky load. Tommy’s mind began to think of Caroline’s butt once more. As he couldn’t see it, his mind took over and he fantasised about the most beautiful arse in the world; two beautiful, smooth, huge, shiny, round orbs, each one as wide as his own body, with the light reflecting off their shiny surface, each cheek separated by a beautiful deep wide love valley leading down to Caroline’s slippery woman hole which his love truncheon was pumping in and out of.

One of Tommy’s fingers began to trace Caroline’s arse cleft, all the way from the small of her back down to his own man meat, then back up again. Up and down up and down, slow sensitive strokes. Suddenly, his finger paused on her arse hole, and he poked it in.

It was too much for Caroline, and she began to shudder.

“Yes, yes, yes, yes, yes, yes, oh my goodness, yeeeeeeeeeeees.”

Caroline’s arse hole was alternately gripping and releasing Tommy’s finger in time with his thrusts. It was as if it was beckoning him. It was just too much for Tommy. His ball bag suddenly felt like someone had filled it with champagne and given it a good shake. He just couldn’t hold it in any more.

He pulled his cock out and aimed it as best he could over the top of Caroline’s arse.

“Aaaaaaaargh!”

Suddenly jet after jet of hot man milk erupted from Tommy’s cock. Tommy counted seven major spurts followed by five back-up trickles, and then half a dozen widely spaced drips. The first two spurts hit the back of Caroline’s head and the remainder the top and middle of her back, where they quickly formed a small puddle.

Tommy shuffled backwards on his knees and wanted to stand up, but he had no energy and his legs just felt like jelly. He slowly leaned forward onto Caroline and turned his head to one side on the small of her back. He felt so weak and would probably have toppled over, but fortunately his neck had nestled in the valley between Caroline’s huge arse cheeks which held him firmly in place.

“Oh, my goddess, Tommy.”

They both took several minutes to recover. Tommy kneeled up allowing Caroline to stand. She rushed for the shower, trying to get there before the pool of spunk on her back made its way through her arse crack and started dripping onto the floor.

She called Tommy into the shower with her, and they both got cleaned up.

“That’s all for today, Tommy. Beth will be with you tomorrow.”

“Yes, Mistress Caroline.”

Tuesday 10 March 94

The next day, Beth was taking the lesson. Tommy was wary. He was on full strength cane strokes for the last week of his training, and Beth had always whacked him harder than Caroline.

“Good morning, Tommy.”

“Good morning, Mistress Beth.”

Tommy stripped off and got on the horse. Beth shackled him on and then reached down for the waist belt and tightened it behind Tommy’s back. Tommy was worried, neither Beth nor Caroline had bothered with the waist belt before.

“Just a precaution, Tommy.” said Beth.

Beth got the same dragon rattan cane that Caroline had used the previous day.

“Ready, Tommy? Remember, it’s the last week of your training, so it’s full-strength whacks. I’ll give you ten at a time.”

“Ready, Mistress.”

Swish! Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack. “Aaaaaargh.”

Beth applied ten rapid full force whacks. Tommy couldn’t bear the pain and after the third whack he was screaming continuously and tears flowed from his eyes. Beth waited for him to quieten down, which took a good twenty seconds.

Swish! Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack. “Aaaaaargh.”

Tommy screamed again, and this time it took him a full minute to recover afterwards. Meanwhile, Beth unbuckled the waist belt but left him shackled, then went to a cupboard to fetch some lotion.

She got some onto her hands and spent some time rubbing it all over Tommy’s bottom, concentrating on the welts that were gradually forming before her eyes.

“You know, Tommy, I think there’s no lovelier sight than a young man’s nicely welted bottom.”

Beth unshackled him.

“Right, today, Tommy, I’ll be teaching you the captain sex position.”

Beth stripped off and got onto the bed on her back with her head on the pillows.

“On the bed, Tommy, get between my legs.”

As Tommy crawled up to her, she raised her legs up into the air.

“Push my legs back, Tommy, and get me ready.”

Tommy grabbed Beth’s legs behind the knees and pushed them back and pressed them to the bed. Then he leaned down with his tongue out and quickly located her pussy.

He got to work. His tongue worked its way between her flaps, prising them apart, and he began rapid licks up and down her slit, mixed in with short tongue fucks. Pretty soon, her juices began to flow out of her love cave.

“Well done, Tommy. Now, up onto your knees and shuffle in closer. Down. You need a sitting kneeling position. That’s it.”

Beth moved her legs up to a vertical position.

“Now, grab hold of my ankles and hold my legs wide apart. That’s right, good boy. Scoot in a bit closer. That’s it. Now, fuck me.”

Tommy’s hands were still holding Beth’s ankles, so Beth reached down and guided his cock to her moist minge and then slid him in.

Tommy began thrusting in and out.

Beth stroked one of his thighs with one hand while her other hand played with her clit.

Tommy found thrusting quite hard work in this position. He had to use the full power of his arse muscles, but he kept at it, thrusting his cock in as far as he could before withdrawing it again.

“Ok, Tommy, we’ll try a variation. Hold my waist and then kneel up, lifting me up at the same time.”

Tommy did so, lifting Beth’s arse off the bed with his cock still inside her. Beth reached down with her hands and propped the rest of her body up off the bed at more or less the same height as her arse, with her head hanging down and looking back towards the pillows.

In this position, Tommy was able to thrust much deeper into Beth’s quivering quim, and he set off at a cracking pace.

“This variant is called the waterfall.” Beth informed him.

Tommy was delivering rapid full-length strokes, withdrawing his cock until his purple helmet was almost out before plunging back in again until his balls slapped against Beth’s arse and bounced off. In and out, in and out, he went, like the piston on a steam engine.

Beth loved the feeling of his helmet squeezing past her G-spot on every thrust. The angle of her body in this position made the pressure more intense than usual. She soon reached the point of no return.

“Yes, yes, yes, yes, holy shit, yes, yes, oh my goddess, yeeeeeeeeeeees.”

Tommy slowed down and then stopped.

“Oh my god, Tommy, that was wonderful.”

Tommy lowered Beth onto the bed, and she lay there recovering for a few minutes, and then said:

“That’s it for today, Tommy. Same time tomorrow.”

Wednesday 11 March 94

The next day, Tommy found Beth waiting for him again. Tommy was eager to get the discipline over and done with and immediately stripped off and got onto the horse.

“Good morning, Mistress Beth.”

“Good morning, Tommy. Mistress Caroline will be teaching you today, but she’s been delayed, so I’m here to do your discipline and get you ready.”

Beth shackled and strapped him to the horse and then picked up the cane.

“How do you want it, Tommy?”

Tommy was surprised to be asked.

“Can I have it all in one go, please Mistress Beth?”

“If you like, Tommy. Ready?”

“Yes, Mistress Beth.”

Swish! Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack. “Aaaaaaaaaaaaaaaargh.”

Beth applied twenty full force whacks in one continuous assault. Tommy screamed throughout the barrage, but at least it was over quickly. He felt the shackles and waist belt being released as he lay there motionless, recovering.

Then a few seconds later, he felt Beth’s soft hands on his arse cheeks as she slowly rubbed lotion into his welts.

“Right, Tommy, today Caroline will be teaching you the amazon position. This is the most popular sex position with Queendom ladies, as it allows them to be in total command. That means there’s very little for you to do once you’re fixed into the correct position. Ok, get on the bed, Tommy, face up and head on the pillow.”

Tommy got on.

Beth pressed a button on the remote control. The chains connected to the shackles at the top corners of the bed each side of Tommy’s head played out some slack. The head end chains had two shackles at the end.

“Scoot up a bit more. That’s it. Wrists in the shackles.”

Beth snapped the shackles over his wrists.

“Ok, legs back. Right the way back. That’s it.”

Beth grabbed each ankle in turn and placed it in the free shackle on each chain. Tommy’s wrists and ankles were now effectively cuffed together and chained to the corner of the bed. Beth pressed a button on the remote control and the chain retracted, pulling Tommy’s arms and legs towards the corners. His arse was on the bed, and his legs were bent tightly back and over, exposing his cock and balls.

OK, Tommy, I’ll be leaving you now, but Caroline should be here shortly.

“Bye, Mistress Beth.”

Beth went away leaving Tommy shackled to the bed with his legs pulled back behind his head and his tackle exposed. Tommy felt so vulnerable. About 20 minutes later, Tommy heard a door open, and a few minutes later he heard someone enter the punishment room.

“Good morning, Tommy. Sorry I’m late, I had an on-line meeting with the DST in Victoria, and it ran on a bit longer than I expected.”

“Good morning, Mistress Caroline.”

“My oh my. What a sight for sore eyes. Don’t you look delicious!”

Caroline stripped off.

“Right, let’s get this show on the road. We’re doing the Queendom version of the amazon position today, Tommy. It’s very popular among Queendom ladies as it gives them total control over a boy. And it’s very important that you get used to this position in case you get taken on as a pleasure slave, Tommy. I’ve been to a few parties in my time, and they always have at least a couple of boys secured in this position for the duration of the party for any lady to use whenever they like.  It’s handy because the boy doesn’t take up much space and two ladies can use him at the same time. Right. Ready Tommy?”

“Yes, Mistress Caroline.”

“First job, you need to get me ready, Tommy.”

Caroline moved to the head of the bed facing away from it. She bent over and slowly reversed over Tommy’s face and lowered herself down.

“Lick, Tommy.”

Tommy stuck his tongue out and a few seconds later he felt Carolines pussy make contact. He began licking up and down along the surface of her flaps. At first, he couldn’t get his tongue in between them, but then his tongue found a small gap at one point. He worked his way in and managed to coax her flaps apart. He then dived in for some serious slit licking. The way Caroline had positioned herself meant he couldn’t quite reach her clitoris, so he concentrated on licking back and forth along her slit and occasionally tongue fucking, and he also gave her arse hole a little poke.

That took Caroline by surprise, and she gasped and lifted her bum but quickly set it back down again. Tommy felt Caroline’s pussy potion dripping into his mouth, so he moved his tongue back and concentrated on working on her woman hole.

“That’s fine, Tommy, I’m ready.”

Caroline stood up, moved round to the foot of the bed and climbed on. She crawled to Tommy.

“You’re only at half mast, Tommy.”

“Sorry, Mistress Caroline.”

“No bother, Tommy, I’ll soon sort it.”

She crawled up to him and began by licking the centre of his ball sack. She then extended the range of her licks, going all the way down to his arse hole, and then all the way back up his ball sack and along the length of his cock. She went up and down several times, then the next time she reached the top of his cock, she took it into her mouth.

She sucked him in until she reached his balls, then drew back. Tommy immediately began to harden, and soon his cock was up to its full eight inches. Caroline’s lips went down his shaft again. She stopped when his helmet reached her throat. She looked down and saw there were still two inches of thick meaty cock to go. She adjusted the angle of her head slightly, and then Tommy’s helmet slipped down the back of her throat and her lips travelled down the remainder of his shaft right up to his balls. She held the position for a few seconds and then withdrew.

“Looks like you’re ready now, Tommy.”

“Yes, Mistress Caroline.”

She got up into a squat and scooted forward until her feet were either side of Tommy’s head and then slowly sat down. As her dripping pussy approached his cock, she used a hand to guide it into her love hole.

She sat down for a moment, her big round arse cheeks resting directly on Tommy’s own, and with her hands holding onto Tommy’s legs between his ankles and knees.

Then she began her movements. She slowly rose up until his cock was almost free and then sat down again. Up and down she went, slow but long movements. Then she began to increase speed. Up, down, up, down. A loud slapping sound was heard each time she came down, and her arse bounced off his. She leaned forward and kissed Tommy on the lips, then shifted upright again, all while bouncing up and down on his stiff man meat.

After a while, she got off him and turned around. Then she lowered herself back down and guided his cock back inside her once again.

“We call this the reverse amazon.” she informed Tommy as she bounced up and down on his mighty weapon.

Caroline found the reverse position to be easier and so she was able to bounce up and down at a faster pace.  She increased the length of her strokes as much as she dared. She didn’t want his cock to pop out, so she made sure to keep at least half his helmet inside her at all times.

“Yes, yes, yes, yes, yes.”

Caroline heard a noise and looked around.

“Oh, hi Beth.”

“How’s it going? Is he doing it ok?” asked Beth.

“Yes, yes, yes, oh my, yes, yeeeeees, yes, yes, yeeeeeeeeeeeeeeees.”

Caroline came and had a look of absolute bliss on her face.

“I’ll take that as a yes.” said Beth.

“I think he’s got the hang of it.” replied Caroline, climbing off Tommy’s cock.

“But we could always do with a second opinion.”

“That’s an excellent idea.” said Beth, starting to get undressed.

Thursday 12 March 94

The following day, Tommy arrived for a day of revision. He would have to take mock exams for “Male Etiquette for Blind Boys” and “Female Pleasure Theory”.

Beth was his tutor today.

“Good morning, Tommy.”

“Good morning, Mistress Beth.”

“Right, Tommy, strip off and get on the caning horse. And remember, your response to your caning and whipping over the next two days will be judged and used to decide your discipline grade.”

Tommy stripped off and got on the horse. Beth shackled and strapped him on.

“Right, Tommy, you’ll get 20 whacks in 4 groups of 5. Ready?”

“Yes, Mistress Beth.”

Beth picked up a cane and readied herself.

Swish! Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack.

Beth delivered 5 rapid full-strength whacks on Tommy’s arse. It was very painful but although they brought tears to his eyes, Tommy was able to stifle his screams.

Swish! Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack. “Aaaaargh.”

Then next 5 whacks were just as painful, but Tommy almost held out but the last whack was an overlay, and Tommy couldn’t help screaming.

Swish! Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack. “Aaaaaaargh.”

Beth was skilled with the cane and had managed to mostly avoid overlays on the first 10 whacks, but now unfortunately, bare, unwelted arse was in short supply, and three of the five whacks were overlays, causing Tommy to scream out in agony.

Swish! Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack. “Aaaaaaaaaargh.”

The final 5 whacks were all overlays and Tommy screamed continuously throughout the assault, even in the short intervals between whacks, and for a minute or two afterwards.

Beth unshackled Tommy and led him over to the St Andrews cross.

“Spread your legs, Tommy, and arms up and apart. That’s it.”

Beth shackled Tommy to the cross and selected a four-foot snake whip.

“Ready, Tommy?”

“Yes, Mistress Beth.”

Swish. Crack! Swish. Crack! Swish. Crack! Swish. Crack! Swish. Crack! Swish. Crack! “Aaaaaaaaaaaargh.”

Beth applied 6 rapid medium strength lashes across Tommy’s back using both forehand and backhand strokes. It was over in under 5 seconds.

“You did very well, Tommy.” said Beth, as she made some notes on a pad.

Beth then got some lotion and rubbed it onto the welts on Tommy’s back and arse. She then released him from the cross and guided him back to the bed.

“Sit down, Tommy. Right, now for the revision. First of all, we’ll cover etiquette. I’ve got a question paper in front of me with 100 multiple choice questions on it and 4 answers for each. The actual exam tomorrow will only have 50 questions.”

“I’m going to ask you each question in turn and give you the 4 possible answers. You will then choose the answer. If you don’t know, just take your best guess. I will make a note of your answer. At the end, I will tell you your score and we will then go over the questions you got wrong. I will tell you the correct answer and explain why it is correct and why the answer you gave is wrong. You will also get on the caning horse and receive one medium strength whack for each incorrect answer. You will then do all 100 questions again.”

“At the end of your second attempt, we will again go over any incorrect answers, but this time you will get two whacks for each incorrect answer. After the third attempt, it’s three whacks. We continue until you get all the answers right. Then we’ll have a short break, and then it’s the same again but with the pleasure theory questions. All clear, Tommy?”

“Yes, Mistress Beth, but why do I need to get whacked, couldn’t you just explain the answers and then start again without the caning?”

“These are proven modern teaching methods, Tommy. They work. Males have short attention spans, and it’s been scientifically proven that the best way to make boys concentrate and learn things is by whacking them on the arse when they get things wrong.”

Fortunately, Tommy didn’t get too many questions wrong and only received an additional 8 whacks on the arse. He was confident he would get a good score on the exams the next day.

Friday 13 March 94

On Friday, Tommy arrived at Caroline’s house for what he hoped would be his last day as a trainee slave. If he passed both the exams today, he would graduate. He felt ready.

“Good morning, Tommy.”

Caroline and Beth were both here today.

“Good morning, Mistress Caroline. Good morning, Mistress Beth.” replied Tommy. He stripped off an went over to the caning horse and lay down on it. Beth shackled and strapped him on while Caroline selected a cane.

“Beth was impressed with how well you took discipline yesterday, Tommy. If you can impress me as well, you can look forward to a good grade.”

“Thank you, Mistress Caroline.”

“Right, Tommy, ready?”

“Yes, Mistress Caroline.”

Swish! Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack. “Aaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaargh.”

Caroline delivered a furious assault on Tommy’s arse. Twenty rapid full-strength whacks in under ten seconds. Tommy was screaming after less than two seconds and tears poured from his eyes, but he managed to compose himself within five seconds of the assault ending, although his arse still felt as though it was on fire.

Beth released him from the horse and secured him to the cross instead.

Swish. Crack! Swish. Crack! Swish. Crack! Swish. Crack! Swish. Crack! Swish. Crack! “Aaaaaaaaaaaargh.”

Without warning, Caroline applied 6 rapid medium strength lashes across Tommy’s back in the same manner that Beth had done the previous day. The pain made Tommy scream out again, but he was able to control himself soon after the assault was over, although his back was still stinging and his arse was still burning.

“You did very well, Tommy. I’m very impressed.” said Caroline as Beth released him and guided him to the bed.

“We’ll have a 15-minute break before we start the first exam.”

Each exam comprised 50 multiple choice questions and took Tommy about 25 minutes. He sat for the first exam at 14:30 and by 15:30 he had completed the second.

“Right, Tommy, let’s see how you did.” said Caroline, as she typed some commands on her computer.

“For ‘Male Etiquette for Blind Boys’ you scored 88%, Tommy, that’s very good. And let’s see, for ‘Pleasure Theory’ you scored 98%. That’s excellent, although to be fair, with all the one-to-one tuition you received, anything else would have been disappointing. Both those scores are classed as above average. For your discipline, me and Beth have had a discussion, and we’ve awarded you above average there as well. Congratulations, Tommy. You have now officially graduated as a slave.”

“Congratulations, Tommy.” added Beth.

“Thank you, Mistress Caroline. Thank you, Mistress Beth.”

“You may get dressed and go home, Tommy. You will be contacted about the auction.”

Saturday 14 March 94

“Mistress Mandy, I’m having a walk down to Lucy’s. Do we need anything?”

“Did you forget, Tommy? Private slaves are banned from town today, because of the Queen’s visit.”

“But I’m a state slave, Mistress Mandy.”

“Oh. I was forgetting. Wait, let me check. Where’s that newspaper?”

Mandy checked the published regulations.

“Hmmm. It just says private slaves are banned. There’s no mention of state slaves at all. That seems odd to me, but I guess you’re ok, Tommy.”

“So, do you need anything from Lucy’s, Mistress Mandy?”

“No, we’re ok, thank you Tommy. But be careful in town. Come straight back after you’ve been to the shop.”

“Yes, Mistress Mandy. Aren’t you going to hear the Queen, Mistress Mandy?”

“No, I’ve got things to do, I’ll read her speech in the paper tomorrow.”

“Ok, see you later, Mistress Mandy.”

Tommy put a clean T-shirt on and then went out and headed into town.

The Queen would be making her speech on a stage erected on the street near the garrison. The Queen’s protection officers did not want any boys around while the Queen was in town and therefore had banned privately owned boys for the day.

The street had been closed to traffic all morning. There were already a lot of people about, including various teams of boys with their supervisors. All the local state slaves plus others bussed in from Victoria were organized into teams and had been busy setting up safety barriers, a stage, lots of chairs and a viewing platform.

The authorities had direct control over state slaves. Their supervisors would have them well out of the way in good time. Privately owned slaves were not under direct state control and so it had been decided, as per normal practice with royal visits, to just outright ban them from town for the day. That covered everyone, or so they thought. Somehow, Tommy, technically a state slave but not under direct state control, had been overlooked.

Tommy walked past the hive of activity. He looked like just another boy, and the other boys paid no attention to him. And their female supervisors were too stressed out worrying about their own task to pay attention to a boy who wasn’t part of their own team.

Tommy just walked past them all and on up to Lucy’s corner shop.

Even though there were other customers in the shop, Lucy immediately called out to him when she saw him.

“Tommy! What are you doing here today. Didn’t you know that private slaves are banned from town today?”

The other customers in the shop turned round to listen to his excuse.

“Yes, I know, Mistress Lucy, but I’m a state slave not a private slave.”

“So, you’re allowed in town then?”

“Well, nobody has told me otherwise. I just came along the High Street, and nobody said anything, Mistress Lucy.”

One of the customers picked up a newspaper and quickly found the published regulations.

“It just says ‘no private slaves’, Lucy. It doesn’t say anything about state slaves.”

“I guess he’s ok then. But it doesn’t really make sense. I thought they wanted the town male free for the visit.”

Lucy served the female customers, and then asked:

“So, what can I get for you then, Tommy?”

“I’ll just have a coffee to go, please Mistress Lucy. I mainly came out just to get some air.”

“Here you go, then, Tommy.”

“Thank you, Mistress Lucy.”

“Tommy, why haven’t you got your BLIND T-shirt on?”

“I thought I had Mistress Lucy. What am I wearing?”

“It’s just a plain white T-shirt, Tommy.”

“Ooops. I’ll have to ask Mandy to sort through my drawers when I get home.”

Tommy left the shop and slowly headed for home, sipping his coffee as he went.

Tommy stopped and stood to attention when he heard the band start playing the Queendom anthem. Afterwards, Tommy heard lots of cheering and assumed the Queen must have arrived.

Tommy continued walking home but became aware that there was quite a gathering ahead of him. He could hear a lot of people talking. Although he had a white walking stick, he wasn’t wearing his BLIND T-shirt, so he figured it would be wise to wait for the Queen to deliver her speech and for the crowd to disperse before carrying on any further, rather than try to push his way through.

A lot of women kept looking at him and those closest to him stepped away. He was the only boy in the crowd, and they all wondered why he was there.

The Queen started her speech.

Then, a protection squad officer with binoculars stationed on a rooftop scanning the crowd noticed many women kept glancing in one particular direction. She followed their line of sight to see what they were so interested in and spotted Tommy. She immediately got on her radio.

“Control, this is Alice, we’ve got a male. Far side of the street. 200 yards up from the garrison entrance.”

“Roger, Alice. Can you see who he’s with?

“No. It looks like he’s unescorted.”

“Is he armed?”

“All I can see is a cane.”

“Ok. Team 2, move in and apprehend the suspect.”

“Team 2. Roger.”

Tommy and most of the women were now concentrating on the Queen’s speech. Meanwhile, Team 2, comprising three armed protection squad officers, silently moved into position. One took up position on Tommy’s left and another on his right. When they were both in position, the team leader gave the signal and they all slowly homed in on him. The leader slowly but silently approached from the front, her hand gripping her firearm inside her jacket. She could draw it in a flash if need be. Her teammates closed in from the sides. She pushed between the last two women in front of Tommy and then held out her police id card, her other hand still gripping her firearm. She didn’t know how the boy would react. But he didn’t react at all. She slowly got nearer and nearer. The boy was totally oblivious. Was he daydreaming? Her teammates were now almost by Tommy’s sides. The leader waved her id card inches in front of Tommy’s face. Nothing.

“You, boy!”

Tommy jumped with surprise. “Aaargh.”

Not sure how to interpret his reaction, the two officers at his side rushed at him and grabbed his arms and then threw him to the ground. They quickly had his hands cuffed behind his back. Then they dragged him backwards off the High Street away from the garrison and into a recessed shop entrance. Tommy had no idea who they were or what was going on.

“No, please, what are you doing? Let me go. Help!”

Lots of people turned to look at the commotion, and even the Queen briefly paused in the middle of a sentence before carrying on.

“What’s your serial number, boy?”

“74-0-8805, Mistress.”

“It’s Officer!”

She got on her radio.

“Team 2 to control. Identity check, please. 74-0-8805.”

“Roger, Team 2.”

She looked down at Tommy.

“Where’s your owner?”

“I don’t have an owner, Officer.”

“What do you mean?”

“I’m a state slave, Officer.”

“State slaves don’t wander about on their own. Who’s in charge of you?”

“Mistress Mandy, at Mandy’s Slave Hostel, Officer. Please, Officer, I’m blind. I can’t see.”

“Didn’t your mistress order you to stay at home today?”

“No, officer. She checked the regulations and told me that only private slaves are banned.”

“Search him.”

“Control to team 2.”

“Go ahead, control.”

“8805 is a state slave. Current residence: Mandy’s Slave Hostel. He’s certified blind and has just completed a specialist training course for blind boys, led by Ms Caroline. He’s been issued with a town wide permanent waiver. It looks like someone forgot about this boy. Technically he is not covered by the ban. But Madaline says to get him out of there anyway.”

“Roger, control.”

Meanwhile, the search had found his waiver card. The photo matched.

“Very well. You’re free to go, boy. But go home, we don’t want to see you around here today. Can you find your way home?”

“No, Officer. I can’t get through the crowd.”

“Can’t you just go around?”

“No, Officer. I can only walk specific routes that I’ve committed to memory. The only way I know is along the High Street.”

Tommy was getting really stressed.

“Freda! Escort him home back to Mandy’s Slave Hostel, would you?”

“Of course, boss. Come with me, boy. Calm down, boy. Everything’s ok, I’ll have you back home in no time.”

“Yes, Officer.”

Someone handed Tommy his stick and Officer Freda led him through the crowd, and they headed for the hostel. Halfway there, they met Mandy coming the other way.

“Oh, hello, Officer. I’m Mandy, Tommy’s one of my boys. I was getting worried and was just coming to look for him. What happened?”

“Nothing to worry about. Security spotted him and got spooked. But it’s all good. But keep him home for the rest of the day, would you?”

“Of course, Officer. Thank you so much for bringing him back. Come on Tommy, let’s get you home.”

Monday 16 March 94

On Monday morning while Tommy was just finishing his breakfast, Caroline popped in and came to talk to him.

“Good morning, Tommy. You’re being auctioned on Friday here in Diana, along with 4 other boys. Beth will come and collect you tomorrow, Tommy. KK Livestock are handling the auction, which will take place at the cattle market.”

“Ok, Mistress Caroline.”

Tuesday 17 March 94

The next day, Beth collected Tommy and took him to KK Livestock’s offices in good time. They both walked into reception.

“Stand there, Tommy. That’s it.”

“Good morning, my name is Elaine. How can I help you?”

“Good morning, my name is Beth. This is state slave 8805. He’s to be auctioned on Friday.”

“Ok, if I could have the paperwork. Ah, this is the blind boy.”

“Yes, that’s right.”

“I see it’s a sale or return agreement. We haven’t been informed of the reserve, do you want to specify one now?”

“Yes, the reserve will be 10,000 credits.”

“Ok, fine, thank you for bringing him in, we’ll look after him now.”

“Ok, thank you. Goodbye. Good luck, Tommy.”

“Thank you, Mistress Beth.”

Elaine pressed a button on her intercom.

“Hi, Stacey, the last boy has arrived in reception, it’s the blind boy, can you send someone to collect him, please?”

“Sure thing, Elaine.”

A few minutes later, Stacey herself turned up.

“Hi Elaine.”

“Hi Stacey. Here’s his paperwork.”

“Thanks, come with me boy.” she said, taking him by the arm.

Stacey led Tommy to another office.

“Hi Joe. This is 8805. Standard photos please.

“Yes, Mistress Stacey.” replied Joe.

“Strip off, 8805. We need photos for the brochure.”

“Yes, Mistress Stacey.” replied Tommy.

Tommy quickly got undressed.

Stacey grabbed his shoulders and turned him to face the required direction.

Click.

“Face left, 8805.”

Click.

“Face right.”

Click.

“Face about.”

“He’s not quite right, Mistress Stacey.”

Stacey adjusted him then stepped aside.

Click.

“All done, Mistress Stacey.”

“Get the pictures to publishing as soon as you can, Joe, they’re waiting for this one.”

“Yes, Mistress Stacey.”

Stacey then led Tommy, still naked, to a large, covered cattle shed. The inside was divided into individual pens. Stacey found the pen that had a board marked with 8805 fixed to the railings.

She swung the gate open and led Tommy in. Then she attached a shackle to one of his ankles. There was a long chain attached to the shackle, the other end was attached to one of the bars of the pen. The long chain allowed him complete freedom of movement within the pen.

“Can you see anything at all, 8805?”

“Not really, Mistress Stacey. I can just about detect a bright light shining in my face but that’s about it.”

“It’s probably just as well. We’re livestock auctioneers, this is the first time we’ve handled slaves. Anyway, you’re in a cattle pen about 10 feet by 10 feet. There’s a mattress and blankets on the floor, a bucket and some bottles of water. You’ll sleep here and you’ll stay here for the viewings. When we’re open for viewings, you must stand up and turn around as instructed by any woman who is viewing you and answer any questions to the best of your ability. Clear?”

“Yes, Mistress Stacey.”

“The viewing times are Wednesday and Thursday afternoon, so relax today. You’ll be fed later.”

Tommy had nothing to do. He couldn’t even pass the time by looking around. So, he just lay down on his mattress and daydreamed. He could hear male voices. He supposed they were the other boys on sale.

After what seemed like hours, a boy came to his pen.

“Hey, here’s some food for you, 8805. And a cup of tea.”

“Thank you.”

Tommy tucked in. It was a tasty casserole. Then he drank his tea.

Wednesday 18 March 94

The following afternoon, Tommy could hear a few women moving around, talking to the boys on sale or discussing them with other women. He heard several walk by his pen, but as far as he could tell none of them stopped to look at him. He didn’t hear any discussions, and nobody spoke to him.

Thursday 19 March 94

Thursday afternoon was the same, until just before the end of viewing, when two women stood near his pen and discussed him.

“His stats are really good; it’s such a pity he’s blind.”

Then they walked away.

Friday 20 March 94

Then came the day of the auction. The auctioneer saved Tommy until last. Stacey came to fetch him, and he waited near the pen they were using for the auction. When the previous boy had been sold and moved out, Stacey led Tommy in.

“Stand there, 8805. That’s it.”

“Finally, we have 74-0-8805. His name is Tommy, and he’s a native of Mount Vernon. Above average in discipline, etiquette and pleasure. Tommy’s blind, so the other stats don’t apply. You’ll find him on page 23 of your brochures. Please only bid on this boy if you are aware of the special requirements for taking on a blind boy and you are confident you can meet them.”

“Right, shall we start the bidding at 50,000 credits?”

“Anyone?”

“No? Ok, 20,000 credits anyone?”

“10,000?”

“No? Ok. Unsold! Thank you, ladies, that’s all.”

Stacey led Tommy back out of the pen and back to the offices where he had had his photos taken.

“Sit here, 8805. I’ll be back in a moment with your clothes.”

A few minutes later, she returned.

“Get dressed, 8805.”

“Ah, here he is!”

Tommy recognised the voice. It was Beth.

“Mistress Beth? What’s going to happen to me now?”

“Well, for the moment, you’ll go back to Mandy’s. The DST have decided that your best prospects would be with one of the larger pleasure houses. It’s hard to see what else you could do, really. So, you’ll be going back to Victoria in time for the next big specialist pleasure slaves auction at the VSA. You’ll have a much better chance of finding a buyer in Victoria, Tommy.”

Beth took Tommy home to Mandy. Tommy lay on his bed feeling a bit depressed.

Sunday 22 March 94

Tommy stayed in all day Saturday feeling really depressed. He was still really down on Sunday. He decided to get out and get some fresh air. A nice walk down to Lucy’s for a coffee would do him the world of good. So, he got dressed and went out and headed off into town.

Soon he passed the entrance to the garrison. The two sentries shouted out greetings.

“Hi, Tommy.”

“Hi, Tommy.”

“Hi, Mistress Rosie. Hi, Mistress Olivia.”

“Going to Lucy’s, Tommy?”

“Yes, Mistress Rosie. I fancy a coffee.”

“Lucky you, Tommy. We’ve got another two hours.”

Tommy smiled and carried on. Soon he arrived at Lucy’s. It sounded like there were other customers in the shop, so after entering, he moved three yards to the right and stepped back into an alcove. Lucy had showed him this spot weeks ago.

After ten minutes, Lucy called out:

“What can I get you, Tommy?”

“A coffee to go, please Lucy.”

“Coming up. Come up to the counter Tommy.”

Tommy did so.

“So, how’s things, Tommy? Everything ok?”

“Fine, Mistress Lucy.” lied Tommy.

“How’s Mandy?”

“She’s fine, Mistress Lucy.”

“You’re not very talkative today, Tommy. Are you sure you’re ok?”

“Sorry, Mistress Lucy, I’m just a bit tired.”

“Ok, Tommy, here’s your coffee.”

“Thank you, Mistress Lucy.”

Tommy left the corner shop and slowly walked back, sipping his coffee. He soon finished his coffee and continued to amble down the road. He stopped again. There was a bit of a breeze blowing. Tommy faced into it. The cool wind blowing onto his face had a calming effect on him.

He felt for the edge of the pavement with his walking stick to reorient himself and continued slowly walking along the pavement. The road was busy today. Lots of traffic was passing in both directions. Tommy stopped again and faced the street as if waiting to cross it. He wondered what would become of him. His life seemed a bit pointless. He thought about stepping out into the traffic and ending it all. But he couldn’t do it. He couldn’t do that to Sarah. She had lost one brother already. She would be devastated to lose another. And there was Clare. If she still wanted him. Instead, he just stood there facing the road for several minutes, almost out of it, his mind wandering, sadness welling up inside him.

Then he heard the footsteps of someone walking along the pavement and came to his senses. He faced towards home again and was about to set off once more when a woman spoke to him. She sounded middle aged.

His training kicked in and he knelt down. The woman noticed his BLIND T-shirt.

“Oh, you poor boy, you’re blind? Were you trying to cross the road? Do you want me to help you?”

Tommy’s sadness prevented him from speaking. The woman saw the sadness on Tommy’s face. She put her shopping down and knelt down with him.

“Are you all right, young man?”

She saw the tears streaming down Tommy’s face. Two more women arrived from the other direction.

“Is he ok? What happened?”

“I don’t know.”

Tommy’s chest felt tight and he could hardly breath. Gasping, he toppled onto his side.

Two more women arrived.

“What’s going on?”

“I don’t know but I think we should get a doctor.”

“There’s probably a medic in the garrison.”

“Good idea.”

One of the women hurried back to the Army HQ, which was only 50 yards away, and spoke to one of the sentries.

“Excuse me, is there a medic here? A blind boy has collapsed on the street.”

Rosie pressed the buzzer.

“Hi Rosie, what’s up?”

“Hi, Emily. There’s a lady here asking for a medic. Apparently, a blind boy has collapsed on the street. It must be Tommy.”

“Tommy!”

A few seconds later, Mary came out of the main entrance.

“Where?”

“This way.”

And a moment after, Sally and Emma also hurried out carrying a stretcher.

Soon they were all gathered around Tommy.

“We’ll take care of him, ladies. And thank you.”

They got Tommy onto the stretcher and carried him back to the garrison.

“Is he ok?” asked Rosie and Olivia as they walked in.

“I’m not sure.” said Mary.

Mary was a medic as well as being commander of the skeleton crew at the garrison, and she took Tommy into the sick bay. She checked his pulse and breathing.

“His pulse rate is very high. I think it’s just stress. Get him a cup of tea to relax him, Sally. We’ll give him a few minutes to calm down.”

Ten minutes later.

“So, what’s the matter, Tommy?”

“I’m sorry, Mistress Mary, I’m just so depressed.”

“What’s upset you, Tommy?”

“I’m blind, Mistress Mary. I’m utterly useless. I don’t see any future. What’s the point of even being alive?”

“Tommy! Don’t talk like that. Drink your tea and cheer up.”

“Yes, Mistress Mary.”

“Will you be ok going home on your own, Tommy, or should I call your owner to come and fetch you?”

“My owner, Mistress Mary?”

“Yes, Mandy, isn’t it?”

“I don’t have an owner, Mistress Mary. I’m a state slave. Mandy owns the hostel I’ve been staying at.”

Mary looked surprised.

“You’re a state slave, Tommy? Which department are you allocated to?”

“None, Mistress Mary. I’ve only just finished slave training. They’re trying to auction me off. But nobody will want a blind slave.”

“What do you mean, Tommy?”

“I was in an auction on Friday but . . .”

“Unsold, Tommy?”

Tommy nodded.

“Come on, Tommy. Mistress Emily is going to take you home.”


Chapter 5 – The Diana Light Infantry

Monday 30 March 94

A week later, something happened 250 miles away that would change Tommy’s life.

At Mount Vernon Army HQ, Sgt Eileen was talking to Major Audrey. Audrey was about 50 and had put on a few pounds but was still reasonably pretty for her age. She was the commander of the Diana Light Infantry, and her troops were split between Green Bay town and Mount Vernon. She was normally based in Green Bay town herself but liked to go up to Mount Vernon regularly to see how things were going with the troops based there.

“So how have things been this week, Eileen?”

“Same as last week and every week since we’ve been here, Major. There’s nothing happening. Everything is so peaceful.”

“Yes, it’s the same in Green Bay town. When we pull out next month, we’re not being replaced. The duchess is confident the police can handle things on their own now. We’ll be going back to Diana. So how are the girls coping?”

“They’re bored, Major. There’s nothing to do here. They’re all young, fit, active Queendom girls, but there’s nothing for them here. There’s not even a pleasure house. I’m afraid morale is suffering.”

“There’s no pleasure house?”

“No. Not yet. The local girls are still very conservative. It will take them a while to adjust to the Queendom lifestyle. So, there’s just no demand for a pleasure house at the moment. I’m sure it will come but it’s not happened yet. And many of the local boys were in the militia, which resisted the take-over, so they’ve all been shipped out to Victoria to be trained as slaves. So, there’s a shortage of young males, and those that are still here are very wary of Queendom girls and tend to keep their distance.”

“Hmmm. I don’t like the sound of this. A happy soldier is a good soldier. It’s not too bad in Green Bay town, there’s no male shortage and a pleasure house opened last week.”

The Major thought for a moment.

“I’ll tell you what, Eileen. I was talking to Major Harley of the First Field Artillery the other day, and they’ve gone and got themselves a comfort boy. Maybe we can do the same. I’ll keep my eyes and ears open for one in Green Bay. You do the same here. And I’ll tell Mary to keep her eyes open back in Diana. If anyone comes across a likely candidate, let me know, and we’ll see if the budget will run to it. If we find one, we’ll post him to Mount Vernon as your girls seem to be the ones most in need.”

“Ok, Major, we’ll keep our eyes open.”

“Right, I’ll be heading off back to Green Bay shortly then. Ask my driver to bring the car round, will you?”

“Yes, Major. And thank you, Major.”

Wednesday 2 April 94

Tommy had just finished breakfast when Mandy popped her head in.

“Tommy, Ms Caroline is here to see you.”

“Yes, Mistress Mandy.”

Tommy went through to reception where Caroline was waiting for him.

“Good morning, Mistress Caroline.”

“Good morning, Tommy. Come with me, Tommy.”

They went outside and turned towards the town.

“I’m taking you to the garrison, Tommy. They’re in the market for a boy and want to have a look at you.”

“Yes, Mistress Caroline.”

They turned into the garrison entry road. The two sentries greeted Tommy and let them in. They went into Mary’s office. Mary and Rosie were waiting for them.

“Good morning, Mary, good morning, Rosie.” said Caroline. “This is 8805 – Tommy.”

“Good morning, Caroline. Yes, we’ve seen Tommy around. So, I’ve been told by my CO, Major Audrey, to look out for a suitable comfort boy, and we’re wondering if maybe Tommy would fit the bill.” said Mary.

“Yes, I think Tommy would be great as a comfort boy. I’ve brought the brochure from the auction the other week. Here’s Tommy’s page, you can see his stats here.”

“Above average in discipline, etiquette and pleasure! That’s excellent.” said Mary.

“Yes, above average in pleasure is very unusual.” added Rosie. “Most brand-new slaves are way below average, and it take years for them to know what they’re doing. How come he is so good so early?”

“Two things. Most slaves are theory trained in very large classes, but Tommy had the advantage of one-to-one training with me and Beth, and not all of it was just theory. And secondly, we both think that his sensitivity and delicacy of touch have somehow increased to compensate for his blindness. His tongue work in particular is amazing.”

“I see.” said Mary. “I see his number is 74-0-8805. He’s natural born. Where’s he from?”

“He’s from the Duchy of Green Bay.”

“I see. I understand that it’s DST policy that you can buy a slave that was unsold at an auction by offering the reserve amount from that auction?”

“That’s correct. His reserve was 10,000 credits. So, for 10,000 you could buy him on the spot if you wanted. However, being unsold last time, the DST might decide on a lower reserve at the next auction, so it’s possible you could get him for less if you waited.”

“Hmmm. Can we have a look?”

“Of course. Tommy, take you clothes off.”

Tommy took all his clothes off and placed them neatly on a chair.

Mary checked Tommy over.

“Open wide, Tommy.”

Tommy opened.

“His teeth are fine.”

She listened to his heart with a stethoscope, then took his pulse.

“Yes, his pulse is normal now, I guess it was just stress the other day.”

Mary grabbed Tommy’s balls.

“Cough, please, Tommy.”

Tommy coughed.

“Turn round slowly.” said Mary.

“I like him. He looks fit and very handsome.” said Amber.

“Yes, and he’s got a very nice cock.” said Mary, as she fondled it in her hand.

“And nice strong firm bum cheeks.” added Amber.

“What do you think, Amber?” asked Mary.

“I like him. He’s just what the girls need to cheer them up.” replied Amber.

“I agree.” said Mary. “Yes, I think he’ll do fine. We won’t risk losing him, so we’ll buy him now. 10,000 credits you say? I think our budget will stretch to that.”

“Fantastic! We just need to sort out some paperwork and he’s all yours.”

A few signatures and a bank transfer later.

“First things first, we need to get him booked in as an asset. Stand here, Tommy. We need to take a photo.”

Amber moved Tommy into the position she wanted and then took a frontal photograph. She then sat at a computer terminal and made a new entry in their equipment log.

“Let’s see. Part number: 74-0-8805. Part description: Boy, comfort. Condition: Good. Asset value: 10,000 credits. Notes: Blind.”

She then clicked some buttons to upload the photo.

“Done! He’s now officially an asset of the Diana Light Infantry.”

Meanwhile, Mary had fetched some new clothes.

“Right, Tommy. Get dressed. You’ve got khaki green shorts and a white T-shirt with ‘Diana Light Infantry’ on it.”

“Great! Thank you, Mistress Mary.”

“Right, let’s show you to your room. But don’t get too comfortable, Tommy, we’re shipping you out later this week.”

Friday 4 April 94

Two days later, Tommy joined the weekly supply run from Diana to the Duchy of Green Bay. Two trucks had been loaded with supplies and mail for the DLI detachment stationed in the Duchy of Green Bay. Tommy was placed in the back of the second truck with the stores. Mary, Sally and Rosie were up front.

They set of at 08:00 with Rosie driving. At 10:00 they passed through St Peter and at 12:00 they had a brief stop at Edith Camp, the Queendom Army’s training area on the coast just north of the village of Edith.

They soon set off again, this time with Sally driving, and at 16:30 they arrived at the DLIs barracks in Green Bay town. The first truck remained there, but after a short break, Tommy’s truck set off for Mount Vernon, arriving at the Queendom Army barracks, formerly the Mountainside Hotel, at 18:30.

It had been a long day, and Tommy was looking forward to a meal and some shut eye. But first, Mary took him to the common room. Sgt Eileen and many of the girls were there. Major Audrey was overall commander of the Diana Light Infantry, but Eillen was the local commander in Mount Vernon.

“Here he is, girls, this is Tommy, the new Diana Light Infantry comfort boy.”

There were loud cheers from all those present.

“Excellent, Mary. Well, Tommy, welcome to the Diana Light Infantry. We’ll keep you in HQ during the day and use you for odd jobs and possibly errands and what not. In the evening you’ll work here in our barracks.”

“Yes, Mistress Eileen.”

Girls, Paige is going to set up an app so you can bid for him for the evening. We’re going to limit him to one session per evening, so we don’t wear him out, but it’s fine for two or more girls to jointly bid for him if they want, and either use him at the same time, or have shorter sessions one after the other.”

“Great!” said Mary and Ellie.

“Obviously everyone’s going to bid for him at first and Paige’s app will select at random, but once it gets going, the app will prioritise the girl who has been waiting the longest.”

“Right, Tommy, Rosie will now show you around and get you settled in.”

“Yes, Mistress Eileen.”

Twenty minutes later, Tommy had a rough idea of the layout of the building.

“And finally, this is your room, Tommy. You’ve got a bed, a table and a chair and some drawers. We’ve kept it simple. There’s no clutter. You can arrange things how you like. And on the bed post at the head end there’s a button. Press that if you need assistance with something. It connects to the duty trooper.”

“Thank you, Mistress Rosie.”

“Ok, someone will bring you a meal in a moment and then you’re done for the day, Tommy. Someone will come for you in the morning.”

“Thank you, Mistress Rosie.”

Ellie brought him his meal, and sometime later she came to collect his empty plates.

“All done, Tommy.”

“Yes, Mistress Elie. Please, Mistress Ellie?”

“Yes, Tommy, what is it?”

“May I please speak to Mistress Eileen? I have a request.”

“Well, I don’t know, Tommy. But I’ll ask.”

Twenty minutes later, Ellie was back again.

“Sgt Eileen will see you, Tommy. Come with me.”

Ellie led Tommy to the duty office, where Eileen and Sally were chatting. Sally was duty officer.

“Here’s Tommy, Eileen.”

“Hello, Tommy. Was there something you wanted to ask.”

“Yes, Mistress Eileen.”

“Well, Tommy, what is it?”

“Mistress Eileen, this is my hometown.”

“Oh, I didn’t know that, Tommy. Your record only says you are from the Duchy of Green Bay. Well, anyway, what of it?”

“Please, Mistress Eileen, would it be possible for me to visit my sister?”

Eileen, Ellie and Sally were all taken by surprise. In the Queendom, due to artificial births, boys simply didn’t have relatives of any kind – no fathers, mothers, brothers or sisters. No one. So, they had no idea how to react to such a request.

“I’m not sure what to say, Tommy. Leave it with me and I’ll get back to you. But give Ellie her contact details.”

Ellie took him back to his room.

Saturday 5 April 94

The next day, Tommy was taken to Army HQ in the town centre. He was dressed in his khaki shorts and white T-shirt with Diana Light Infantry on it. Even though he couldn’t see, he soon realised this was the old MV Militia HQ. The seat they put him in was his old seat from where he operated the morse code transmitter.

The only job Tommy was given was washing up in the small kitchen.

In late afternoon, Tommy was taken back to the barracks. After getting another meal, Rosie came into his room.

“Time to get changed, Tommy. I’ll put your evening wear on your bed. I’ll be back in 10 minutes.”

Rosie left, taking his empty plate and mug away with her.

Tommy stripped off then felt around on his bed for his evening wear. All he found was a G-string that just about covered his cock but left nothing to the imagination. His arse cheeks were left completely naked.

Rose came back.

“You look lovely, Tommy. Right, come with me to the common room.”

There were loud whoops and whistles from the girls already there when Tommy made his entrance. Tommy recognized the voices of Mary and Sally, and was introduced to Amber, Paige, Ashley, Charlie and Ellie, some of whom he had briefly met before.

“Sit here, Tommy.”

Tommy found himself on a sofa. Soon he had Paige on his left and Rosie on his right. It seemed the girls loved to sit next to a boy. The girls had a TV on but didn’t seem to be paying much attention to it.

“So, who’s put in a bid already?”

There was a chorus of me’s.

“When do we find out who’s getting him, Paige?” asked Charlie.

“Not for another two hours, at 19:00. The app accepts requests from 07:00 until 19:00. Then it selects based on points. You get more points the longer it is since you were last selected. You also get more points if you’re making a joint request with two or more girls. When there’s the same number of points, it’s just a random chance.”

“So tonight, since we’re only just starting, everyone will be on the same points so it’s just luck.” said Charlie.

“Not quite.” said Rosie. “You get more points for a joint request. So, anyone who’s made an individual bid will have no chance tonight.”

“Good point!” said Amber.

There was a flurry of activity as those girls who had made individual bids quickly paired up and made new joint bids.

Excitement grew as the time neared 19:00.

“How will we know?” asked Rosie.

“The app will notify you.” replied Paige.

Suddenly everyone’s phone buzzed.

“It’s Rosie and Emma!” said Paige. “Congratulations!”

Rosie and Emma stood up with big grins on their faces.

“Come on Tommy, time for some fun.”

They led Tommy to their shared room.

“Stand there, Tommy. Arms up.” said Emma.

Tommy held his arms up and Emma pulled his T-shirt up and off. Meanwhile Rosie pulled his shorts and pants down.

“Step out, Tommy.”

Tommy stepped out of his slippers and clothes.

“Isn’t he handsome!” said Rosie.

“This way, Tommy. On the bed. Lay down.”

Rosie shoved a pillow under Tommy’s arse and shackled his ankles to the bottom corners of the bed. Meanwhile, Emma shackled his wrists to the top corners.

Tommy heard the sounds of the girls undressing and his cock started to grow in anticipation.

“He’s big, isn’t he?” said Rosie.

“Mmmmmmm.” said Emma.

Tommy suspected they were looking at his cock, but he had no way of knowing.

Then Tommy felt the girls climbing onto the bed at the foot end, one girl astride each of his legs. They crawled up towards him and then they both gripped his cock with one hand and jointly moved them up and down his cock, slowly at first and then faster.

“Mmmmmm. Do you like this, Tommy? Is It nice?”

They carried on for a few minutes then both kissed his helmet at the same time. They then alternated between kissing and licking his helmet and licking one side of his shaft, while holding his cock at the base.

Next, they started taking turns to engulf his whole cock with their mouths. While one was moving her lips up and down the length of his cock, the other would watch admiringly, and then they would swap.

“Oh my god, he’s so tasty.” said Emma.

“Mmmmmmm.” said Rosie.

“How does it feel, Tommy?” asked Rosie, when it was Emma’s turn to suck his cock.

“Do you like having two girls suck your cock?”

“It’s great, Mistress Rosie.”

Emma knelt up and turned around.

“I need to ride him.”

She lowered herself down towards his cock in the reverse cowgirl position. Rosie aimed Tommy’s cock between Emma’s pink pussy lips and moved it back and forth along her slit to gather some juices and then aimed it into Emma’s woman hole. Emma slowly sank down and engulfed Tommy’s man meat.

Emma then began to ride him. She rose up until only Tommy’s helmet was still inside her and then sank back down again.

“Oh, my goddess. I needed this. He feels so good inside me.”

Meanwhile, Rosie had moved and was now squatting over Tommy’s face, facing Emma.

“Lick me, Tommy.” she commanded.

She slowly lowered herself down. Tommy’s tongue was out at full stretch, probing for its target. Finally, he made contact. He swirled his tongue around a bit, trying to identify what he had found, and recognized an arse hole. Feeling Tommy’s tongue on her arse, Rosie moved backed slightly, which allowed Tommy’s tongue to locate her pussy. He quickly fought his way between her flaps and began licking the length of her slit, all the way from her clit to her perineum and back again. Each time he found the clit, he flicked it up and down and from side to side a few times, and each time he found her love hole, he tongue-fucked it for a few seconds. Rosie’s juices began to drip into Tommy’s mouth. He tasted them and lapped them up.

Meanwhile Emma was bouncing up and down on Tommy’s cock at quite a pace. Tommy responded by thrusting upwards as much as he could when he felt Emma coming down.

“Oh, my goddess, Tommy. Yes, yes, yes, yes, yes, yeeeeeeeees!”

Emma sat down on Tommy and rocked her pussy backwards and forwards on his cock while she came.

She looked around:

“Fancy some cock, Rosie?”

“Oh, yes please.”

They swapped over. Emma sat down on Tommy’s face, her arse cheeks on his face cheeks. Tommy stuck his tongue out to see what he could find. He found Emma’s arse hole and pressed his tongue upwards. He managed to get it a little way in.

Emma gave a little scream and lifted her arse up for a moment but then started lightly sliding forward and backward over Tommy’s face, taking most of the weight herself. Tommy just kept his tongue out and as rigid as possible. Emma’s movements made his tongue slide from her clit to her pussy to her arse hole and back again.

Meanwhile, Rosie had taken up a forward-facing squat riding position. She leaned forward and gave Emma a long tongue kiss and then began to lower herself. She took hold of Tommy’s meaty cock and aimed it at her moistened minge. She moved his helmet up and down along her slit until it slipped between her flaps, then she aimed it into her slippery love hole and lowered herself onto him.

She started to bounce up and down on his man meat. Slowly at first and then faster, her pussy lips gripping his cock tightly as they travelled up and down the length of his meaty shaft. Rosie and Ellie embraced and kissed once more, and their close contact caused Ellie to start bouncing as well. Tommy’s tongue found the entrance to Ellie’s box, and he shoved it in, Ellie’s bouncing causing him to tongue-fuck her.

Rosie and Ellie continued bouncing up and down on Tommy for several minutes – one on his cock and the other on his tongue – and then they started to get excited.

“Yes, yes, yes, yes, oh my goddess, yes, yes, fuck us Tommy, yes, yes, yeeeeeeeeees!”

Both the girls came together. They stayed in position, embracing each other on top of Tommy for several minutes while they got their breath back, then climbed off.

They both went for a shower. When they came back, they unshackled Tommy.

“Tommy, get in the shower.” said Rosie.

“Yes, Mistress Rosie.”

Rosie and Ellie put dressing gowns on. Ellie found a spare one for Tommy. Then they all went back to the common room. Rosie and Ellie had huge grins on their faces, while Tommy looked worn out.

There was a lot of commotion as all the girls wanted Tommy to sit next to them. Eventually he sat on the sofa between Amber and Charlie.

“Who wants cocoa?” asked Rosie.

Sunday 6 April 94

On Sunday morning, after breakfast, Tommy was in his room when he got a surprise visitor.

“Tommy, you’ve got a visitor.”

“Thank you, Mistress Rosie.”

“Tommy!”

“Sarah? Is it really you?”

Sarah rushed up to Tommy and gave him a big hug and kissed his forehead.

“Tommy! How’ve you been? What happened to you?”

Tommy explained how he had come to be owned by the Diana Light Infantry and that they would be here in Mount Vernon for only another month.

“Sarah. About Clare.”

“Clare’s still here, Tommy. She told me to tell you that she still loves you and thinks about you every day. Her heart is yours, Tommy. She told me to tell you she will wait for you for as long as it takes. I tried to persuade them to let me bring Clare, but they wouldn’t have it.”

Sarah could tell that Tommy was welling up, so she gave him another tight hug.

“Sarah?”

“Yes, Tommy?”

“Where’s Luke? I want to pay my respects. I’m sure they’ll let me.”

Now it was Sarah’s turn to be silent.

“Sarah?”

“I’m sorry, Tommy. We don’t know where any of the boys are. Everything was in turmoil for the first few days and their army wouldn’t talk to us. We assume their special forces buried the boys but by the time things had quietened down and we managed to talk to the army, their special forces had all gone and only the Victoria Volunteers were left, and they said they didn’t know anything. We’ve been trying find out but so far nothing. But a fund has been started, and we hope to collect enough to erect a war memorial. They won’t be forgotten, Tommy.”

Wednesday 2 April 94

The next day, Paige woke Tommy up. He got up and had a shower, then had breakfast in his room. Scrambled eggs and coffee. Then Paige returned. Tommy noticed she was carrying a three-foot rattan cane.

“All finished, Tommy?”

“Yes, Mistress Paige.”

“Good. Right, Tommy, Wednesday is discipline day, so come with me.”

Tommy was disappointed to learn he would still be getting discipline.

“We haven’t got a punishment room, Tommy, and we don’t have a caning horse, so we’ll use the common room.”

They went into the common room. It was empty.

“OK, Tommy, stand behind the sofa. That’s right. Now bend over it. Right, that will have to do. Try to stay still. If you can’t manage it, we’ll have to jerry rig some restraints.”

Paige took up position behind him.

“Eileen said we have to give you 10 rapid full-strength whacks. Ready?”

“Yes, Mistress Paige.”

Tommy thought 10 full strength whacks was over the top for discipline, but he wasn’t in a position to complain.

Swish! Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack. “Aaaaaaaaaaargh!”

Tommy started screaming after the fourth whack and had tears streaming from his eyes.

“Sorry, Tommy, but it’s for your own good.”

Right let’s get you back to your room. Tommy got dressed and then Paige took him to Army HQ.

Eileen was in charge at HQ and Paige, Ashley and Mary were on duty in the ops room, with Sally and Rosie on sentry duty.

Tommy had been parked in a chair in the ops room next to Ashley who was manning the radio receiver. Tommy suddenly felt an itch on the side of his face and went to scratch it. He got a jolt of pain and cried out.

“Aaargh.”

Everyone looked around.

“What’s up, Tommy?” asked Ashley.

“It feels like I’ve got a splinter in my face, Mistress Ashley.”

“Really? Let me see. Yes.”

She carefully prodded it.

“Aaargh.”

“Yes. I can see a tiny sliver of metal.” said Ashley.

“Let Mary have a look at him.” said Eileen from the other side of the room.

Ashley took Tommy to the sick bay. Mary was doing some paperwork.

“Mary, Tommy’s got a metal splinter in his face. Can you have a look at him?”

“Sure, Ashley. Sit him in the chair there.”

Tommy sat down and Ashley returned to her station.

Mary shone a bright light on Tommy’s face and peered at him through a magnifying glass. She got a pair of tweezers and managed to grip the end of the splinter and slowly pulled it.

“Aaargh.”

“Hold on Tommy, I’m going to spray your cheek. It’s going to feel very cold.”

Sssssssssss.

Tommy’s cheek went numb.

Eileen looked in. She had heard Tommy’s cry.

“Everything ok?”

“Good timing, Eileen. Would you mind holding the light?”

“No problem.”

Mary got to work with her tweezers and a scalpel and finally managed to remove the shrapnel, a thin but nasty looking jagged piece of metal about a quarter of an inch long.

“What is it?” asked Eileen.

“It looks like a piece of shrapnel to me.” said Mary.

“When did you collect that, Tommy?”

“Three months ago, Mistress Eileen.”

“Were you in the Battle of Mount Vernon, Tommy?”

“Yes, Mistress Eileen.”

“In the militia?”

“Yes, Mistress Eileen.”

“There could be more in him.” said Mary.

“Yes, that’s what the medic told me at the time, Mistress Mary. She said if there were, they would come out in their own time.”

“That’s right, Tommy. So let me know if you feel any more and I’ll whip them out for you.”

“Thank you, Mistress Mary.”

Tommy’s cheek was bleeding where Mary had cut the splinter out, so she dabbed it and stuck a plaster over it.

“You’ll do, Tommy.”

Eileen took Tommy back to his seat. Everyone looked at Tommy and then at Eileen, with an unspoken question on all their faces.

“He’s ok. It was a shrapnel splinter. Tommy was wounded in the Battle of Mount Vernon. He was in their militia.”

Ashley looked around at him with wide eyes.

“Were you really in a battle, Tommy?”

“I guess.”

Everyone was listening.

“So, did you shoot anyone?”

There was absolute silence.

“No, Mistress Ashley. I had already lost my sight at the time So, I was a non-combatant.”

Tommy though he heard a collective sigh of relief.

“So, what happened? And where?”

“I was sitting exactly where you are now, Mistress Ashley. I operated the morse code transmitter. All of a sudden, the door was kicked in, and someone threw a hand grenade in. Ryan – the boss – shouted ‘grenade’ and I flopped off my chair and onto the floor and heard a bang. Then I felt the chair shudder.”

Ashley momentarily stared at the door with a worried look on her face.

“Did it hurt?”

“No, I didn’t even realise I’d been hit until Cl – until the medic began cleaning me up.”

“What happened next.”

“Your special forces stormed in and took all of us prisoner.”

“So, nobody was killed?”

“Not in here, no.”

“Did you know any of the boys who were killed, Tommy?” asked Paige.

Tommy didn’t speak.

“Tommy?” asked Ashley.

Tommy was looking down at the ground.

“Tommy? Are you ok?” asked Ashley again. She leaned down to check on him and realised there were tears rolling down his cheeks. She looked back at the others and nodded a “no”. Then got off her chair to hold him.

“Tommy. What is it?”

“It’s my brother, Luke.”

“What about him, Tommy?”

“He was killed by a frag grenade. In the slit trenches right outside this door. They had to collect his pieces in a bin bag. And I never got to go to his funeral. I don’t even know where he’s buried. No one knows where any of the boys are buried.”

By now, Paige, Ashley and Mary were surrounding Tommy and trying to comfort him.

Eileen said: “I’ll have a word with Major Audrey. We might be able to find out.”

That evening back at the barracks, Tommy was in the common room as it approached 19:00.

Suddenly everyone’s phone buzzed.

“It’s Eileen and Mary!” said Paige. “Congratulations!”

“Fix!” cried some of the girls as they realised their boss had won that night’s bid.

“It wasn’t! I swear!” laughed Eileen.

“You go first, Eileen.” said Mary.

“Come on, Tommy. We’ve got things to do.”

Eileen led Tommy into her room.

“Clothes off and on the bed, Tommy. On your back, head on the pillows.”

Tommy got into position.

Eileen attached his wrists and his ankles to the double shackles connected to the head end corners of the bed and began tightening them. Tommy’s legs were pulled back behind his head. Eileen fancied a bit of amazon action.

She got undressed and got astride of him and sat down on his chest facing his cock. Her hands touched Tommy’s arse cheeks and began softly moving over them in circles.

“Mmmmmmm.” she mumbled.

Tommy’s balls were prominently on show and Eileen fondled them in one hand for a moment before moving to grip his cock at the base and turn it to a vertical position. She leaned down and her tongue began to lap the top of his cock with her lips, while her spare hand gently stroked both his arse cheeks.

Then she engulfed his cock and began moving her lips up and down its length. Her spare hand stopped stroking his arse, instead she extended a finger and poked it into his hole.

“Oh!” said Tommy.

“Mmmmm.” replied Eileen.

She scooted back a bit and leaned forward more, one hand now gripping the base of his cock and the sides of his ball bag, while the other now rested on the bed to one side of Tommy’s arse. She was now able to take in the full length of Tommy’s shaft.

“It’s been a long time since I’ve had a handsome young man’s cock in my mouth, Tommy. Mmmmmm. You’re so tasty.”

She continued sucking his man meat for another five minutes.

“Mmmm. I need some attention.”

She released Tommy’s cock and scooted back so her pussy was over Tommy’s face.

“Lick me, Tommy.”

She lowered herself down. Tommy had his tongue extended. He felt it come into contact with Eileens flaps and immediately commenced the task of trying to separate them. Meanwhile, his nose was pressing into Eileens arse hole. He managed to get his tongue between Eileens flaps and began moving his tongue up and down her slit, but he didn’t have a lot of room to manoeuvre.

Eileen solved the problem by leaning forward slightly, which lifted her arse off Tommy’s nose. He quickly located her woman hole and dived in. His head now had enough free movement to enable him to begin tongue fucking her.

“Yes, yes, yes, oh my god, Tommy, that’s wonderful.”

After a couple of minutes, Tommy withdrew his tongue for a brief moment, and Eileen’s love juices gushed out and into Tommy’s mouth. He swished the juices around in his mouth for a moment before swallowing them, then went back to tongue fucking.

“Yes, Tommy, yes. You’ve got an amazing tongue.”

Eileen glanced down at Tommy’s cock.

“I need your young meat inside me, Tommy.”

She got up and turned round then squatted above Tommy’s cock, her feet on the bed at each side of Tommy’s arse. She reached down and gripped his cock and then lowered herself down more before moving Tommy’s helmet back and forth along her moistened minge to gather some juices. She then positioned his helmet at the entrance to her love cave and slowly sat down and engulfed him.

Her hands then gripped his legs at the back of his knee joints and she began to slowly ride him, but she didn’t like her hand hold, so she leaned forward a bit more and gripped the headboard instead.

She lifted herself up so that most of his cock was exposed and then dropped back down again to engulf his entire length. She sped up, her arse bouncing up and down on his, which caused his arse to bounce up and down on the bed in sympathy.

She kept bouncing up and down on his cock. Whenever she got tired, she would just sit on his arse and rock backwards and forwards, then having got her breath back, she would resume bouncing up and down.

After 10 minutes, she was getting close.

“Yes, yes, yes, oh my goddess, yes, Tommy, oh yes, yeeeeeeeeeees!”

It took Eileen a few minutes to recover. She leaned forward and gave Tommy a long tongue kiss. Then she got off, had a shower and got dressed. Meanwhile, Tommy was still bent double with his cock and balls on prominent display.

Eileen gave his arse a slap as she left.

“Stay there, Tommy. Mary will be right in.”

Eileen got back to the common room.

“Your turn, Mary.”

Mary grinned and got up and went off to Eileen’s room.

“How was he, Eileen?” asked Paige.

“Wonderful!” said Eileen. “You know what though? I think we should get him a tongue job.”

“Yes” agreed all the girls.

“We’ll wait until we’re back in Diana and then get it organized.”

Tuesday 22 April 94

About three weeks later, Major Audrey turned up at the HQ on a weekly visit. She had an hour-long meeting with Eileen and Mary. When it was over, they all came out into the ops room. Rosie and Sally came out of the kitchen with the teas.

“By the way.” said Audrey. “I used my contacts at General HQ in Victoria to find out where the fallen militia boys are buried. Apparently, the special forces girls dumped them in a bunker at the western edge of town, and then the bunker and all the connecting trenches were filled in. I spoke to the Duchess yesterday and she was quite angry about the whole affair. It’s her job to get the duchy running smoothly and get everyone, especially the girls, on side and happy with the Queendom way of life. Most of the local girls knew those boy and some of them lost boyfriends. The Duchess wants the locals to have closure.”

“So, what’s going to happen?” asked Eileen.

“We’ve got permission to exhume them. There’s seven of them. A team will be brought in to dig them up. They’ll be reburied in consecrated ground at the chapel. They’ll be buried side by side and a small memorial will be erected on top. There will be a proper ceremony with full military honours. We, the Diana Light Infantry, will provide the honour guard. It will be the DLI’s last duty in Green Bay before we all ship back to Diana.”

Wednesday 30 April 94

Just over a week later and Tommy was up early. Today was the day of the memorial for Mount Vernon’s fallen. But first things first. Tommy found his way to the common room for discipline.

When he got there, he waited, as he had been instructed. After 10 minutes:

“Oh, morning Tommy, sorry I’m a bit late.”

“Good morning, Mistress Rosie.”

“Ok, Tommy, assume the position.”

Tommy got behind the sofa and bent over it.

Swish! Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack. “Aaaaaaaaaaargh!”

“Oh, my poor Tommy!” exclaimed Rosie, as she gently stroked his arse cheeks. Come on, let’s get you ready.”

Nearly everyone from Mount Vernon turned out for ceremony. The Duchess of Green Bay was also present along with the honour guard provided by the Diana Light Infantry.

As a brother of one of the fallen, Tommy was allocated a space in the front row next to Sarah.

“Is Clare here, Sarah?”

“Of course, Tommy. Almost the whole town is here. Turn round, Tommy. A bit more. That’s it. Clare is looking at you now Tommy and smiling at you. Now she’s sending you kisses. Now . .  Oh, dear, poor Clare. Sit down, Tommy.”

Sarah could tell that her little brother was welling up and put her arm round him and gave him a big hug.

The crowd went silent as the ceremony began. A large hole had been dug, and the seven coffins were brought in and lowered into it side by side. The Queendom had allowed the obsolete Mount Vernon Colony flag to be draped over each one.

The priestess began her speech:

“We are gathered here to remember seven Mount Vernon boys who gave their lives for a cause they believed in. Sleep you seven boys in your humble graves.  Sleep you martyrs of a fallen cause. There is no more honoured place than where defeated valour lies. Lord, help us to bear our sorrow without bitterness, to look forward to days of peace and to gain comfort from those who ease our pain. Be with us now as we encourage and support each other. Amen.”

Then Sgt Eileen took over:

“Present . . . arms.”

“Ready.”

“Aim.”

“Fire!” Bang. “Fire!” Bang. “Fire!” Bang.

“Order . . . arms.”

Then everyone in the first row filed past the grave and threw in a handful of soil. Sarah gave Tommy another big hug. The Diana Light Infantry would be moving out on Friday and Tommy would be going with them. Tommy was gutted he hadn’t had a chance to speak to Clare.

Friday 2 May 94

Friday was moving day and they all got up early. The DLI had a scout car and three army trucks at their disposal. The girls got busy loading all their equipment into the trucks. Early on, Tommy was pulled up into the back of the first truck and given a space just behind the driver’s cab. When all their gear was loaded, most of the girls also climbed up into the first truck. Then they set off down the road to Green Bay, with the scout car leading. They arrived in Green Bay three hours later, where they met up with the other half of their regiment. Then an hour later, they set off again, this time with three scout cars followed by eight army trucks. Five hours later, they stopped at Edith Camp. They would overnight here before continuing the next morning.

Saturday 3 May 94

The following day, they were four hours on the road, via St Peter, before they finally arrived at their home base in Diana around midday. The girls had been a long way from home in Green Bay for two months, so Major Audrey granted many of them two weeks home leave as soon as they got back.

Major Audrey and Sgt Eileen had to report to Army Headquarters in Victoria on Monday, to review how the mission to Green Bay had gone and discuss what worked and what didn’t. Just routine stuff.

“By the way, Eileen, how’s your new comfort boy working out? I see you managed to pick him up for just 10,000 credits?”

“That’s right, Major. He was unsold at the auction on account of being blind, but it’s worked out a treat. His delicacy of touch and sensitivity are excellent, possibly compensating for his lack of sight. In fact, me and the girls were wondering about getting him a tongue job. What do you think, Major?”

“Just the tongue?”

“Yes, we think his cock’s fine as it is.”

“I guess that would cost around 50,000 credits. Hmmm. You know what, Eileen? Let’s go ahead. The girls deserve it. After all, we expected to spend up to 100,000 credits but we’ve spent hardly anything so far. Tell you what, give the Inuus Clinic in Victoria a call and see if they can do him next week while we’re in Victoria. If so, we’ll take him with us on Monday.”

“Ok, Major, will do.”

Eileen managed to get Tommy booked in for his operation on Wednesday.

Meanwhile, Tommy was shown to his room. They had set him up in what used to be a small storage room in the girls’ barrack block, next to their common room. He had a bed, some drawers, and a table and a chair, but no window. Next door was a larger storeroom which had been fully equipped as a punishment room. It contained a double bed with remote controlled electric restraints, a St Andrews cross, a caning horse and some stocks and also a sex chair sitting on a rubber mat. There was a large selection of whips and canes in the room, and a cupboard contained sex toys and lotions.

Monday 5 May 94

On Monday, Major Audrey and Sgt Eileen left Diana in a staff car, bound for Army HQ in Victoria. With them were Jane, Eliza and Tommy. Jane was Major Audrey’s regular driver, but she and Eliza would be looking after Tommy during his time in Victoria. Tommy had not met either of them before as they had both been based in Green Bay town during the deployment to the colony.

It was about 250 miles to Victoria, via Aurora, and it took them 5 hours. They arrived at Victoria Garrison and Jane dropped Audrey and Eileen off at the officers’ mess. Their meeting with the top brass wasn’t until Tuesday. They then went back to the guard room.

Behind the guard room was the garrison’s slave barracks. Large permanent Queendom Army bases kept slave boys to work in the kitchens, keep the officers and NCOs quarters clean and tidy and do odd jobs around the base. However, ordinary soldiers weren’t allocated slaves, and it was rare to send slaves on deployments. At Green Bay, the girls had done all the cooking and cleaning themselves.

Victoria had a staff of 50 boys but could accommodate up to 80, so they were easily able to find a room for Tommy. Jane and Eliza made sure that the civilian guardesses who looked after the slave barracks knew that Tommy was blind to avoid any misunderstandings.

“You’ll be here for the next 2 days, Tommy. We’ll come and fetch you on Wednesday.”

“What am I doing here, Mistress Jane?”

“Nothing you need to worry about, Tommy.”

Tommy found his bed and lay down on it and dozed off.

Late in the afternoon, a guardess entered his room.

“I’m Guardess Lola, 8805. Come with me, I’ll take you to the canteen for lunch.”

“Yes, Mistress Lola.”

Lola escorted Tommy to a place at a long table in the canteen.

“Sit here, 8805, I’ll fetch your lunch.”

Most of the boys had grabbed a plate and were queuing to get their lunch at the serving counter, where cooks, also slaves, were serving. A few had already been served and had found places at the tables and had started eating. Lola went straight to the front and got Tommy’s lunch. Everyone looked at her. They knew the guardesses didn’t eat in this canteen, and they watched in amazement as she took the plate of food and placed it on the table in front of Tommy.

“Here you go, 8805. Enjoy.”

And shortly after, she was back again:

“There’s a mug of tea on the right of your plate, 8805. Don’t spill it.”

“Thank you, Mistress Lola.”

All the boys were dressed similarly to Tommy except their T-shirts had ‘Victoria Garrison’ on them. One boy, who had just been served, came and sat next to Tommy. As he sat down, he noticed Tommy’s T-shirt.

“Diana Light Infantry, eh? So, how come you get special treatment?”

“What do you mean?”

“There’s a massive queue for lunch, but you just sat down and had yours brought to you.”

“Oh. I’m sorry I jumped the queue. But I’m blind.”

“Oh, I see. What’s with the scar? Did someone slice you?”

“No, it’s a war wound.”

“A war wound?  I didn’t know they used boys in battle.”

“They don’t. I was on the other side. This is courtesy of a Queendom Army frag grenade.”

“Fuck me. When did this happen?”

“About four months ago. In the Battle of Mount Vernon.”

“So, what were you doing way over there?”

“Mount Vernon is my hometown. I was in the Militia when the Queendom invaded.”

“I see. So, what are you doing here?”

“I’ve no idea, but whatever it is, it’s happening on Wednesday.”

“Well, good luck man.”

“Thanks.”

Wednesday 7 May 94

Tommy woke up on Wednesday morning and took a shower. He was starving, they hadn’t given him any lunch yesterday and now he had just been told he wasn’t getting any breakfast either, although he was given a mug of coffee. When he asked why, the guardess said she hadn’t been told but she assumed he was going to have an operation of some kind.

“Well, at least I’ve skipped discipline.” thought Tommy, remembering that today was a Wednesday.

Jane and Eliza came to collect him mid-morning. He got in the back of the staff car with Eliza. Jane got in the front and drove them to the Inuus Clinic. They parked up and headed for reception.

“Hi, this 8805, he’s booked in for an operation.”

Jane signed some forms, and they were all shown to a private room with a bed. After a short time, a nurse came in.

“Hi, I’m Nurse Naomi. Could you get him undressed and into this gown please.”

“Sure.”

Jane and Eliza stripped Tommy and then pulled the gown down over his head, then they waited.

“What is this place, Mistress Jane?”

“You’re in the Inuus Clinic in Victoria, Tommy.”

“What’s Inuus, Mistress Jane?”

“I don’t know, Tommy. It’s probably just the name of the owner.”

“Inuus was the Roman God of Sex.” said Eliza.

“Oh, clever clogs.” laughed Jane.

Ten minutes later, an orderly came in with a gurney. They got Tommy on and laid him down.

“What’s going to happen to me, Mistress Jane?”

“Nothing to worry about, Tommy. Just a routine operation.”

Tommy was wheeled into the theatre and given anaesthetic.

Two hours later, he woke up. His tongue felt sore. He swirled it around in his mouth and was shocked to discover it was longer than before. Previously, if he poked his tongue out, it extended about an inch out of his mouth. He could now reach out six inches. He discovered that he could easily lick his own nose and even his forehead. His tongue extension was about half an inch wide except at the end where it tapered to a point.

Nurse Naomi came in. She pressed a button on his bed, and it elevated him into a sitting position. She put a bowl on his belly and gave him a mug.

“Take some of this, 8805. It’s antiseptic. Swill it around and then spit it out.”

She then lifted the sheets up from the bottom.

“I’m just going to check your cock, 8805.”

Tommy wondered what she meant.

“Yes, it’s healing up nicely. No problems at all.”

Just then, Jane and Eliza entered the room.

“Ah, he’s awake. How did it go, Naomi?” asked Jane.

“Very well. No problems at all. We’ll keep him here for a day. You can have him back Thursday evening.”

“Great! Thanks very much, Naomi. How are you feeling, Tommy?”

“I’m fine, Mistress Jane. What did they do to me?”

“You’ve had a five-inch tongue extension, and they’ve circumcised your cock, Tommy. But don’t worry, it all went very well. We’ll come back for you tomorrow.”

“Yes, Mistress Jane.”

Friday 9 May 94

By 09:00 on Friday, they were all in the staff car and on their way back to Diana.

Audrey and Eileen spent the first hour discussing the meetings they had had with the top brass. Apparently, the meetings had all gone very well. Then Audrey turned to Eliza.

“So, how did Tommy’s operation go, Eliza?”

“Very well, Major. There were no problems at all.”

“How do you feel, Tommy.” asked Audrey.

“I’m fine, Mistress Audrey. I kept biting my tongue at first, but I’ve got the hang of curling it up now. It doesn’t bother me at all.”

“That’s great, Tommy. Well, girls, as you did all the work it’s only fair you get first go. Give him a test drive tonight. I’ll expect a full debrief on your mission tomorrow morning.”

They all laughed.

They got back to Diana about 13:00 and escorted Tommy to his room. Shortly after, he was given some lunch. It was slave food out of a sachet, but decent quality and quite tasty.

After lunch, Jane and Eliza came to Tommy’s room.

“Hi, Tommy, open wide and stick your tongue out for me.” said Jane.

Tommy did as he was asked.

“Yes, it’s healed up nicely. They did a really good job. Any problems, Tommy? Any soreness?”

“No, Mistress Jane, it feels fine.”

“Good, well let’s give it a try, shall we? Come with us, Tommy.”

They all moved to the punishment room next door.

Jane moved the sex chair out of the way and said:

“Lay down here, Tommy, on this rubber mat. That’s right.”

She then moved the sex chair back into position over Tommy’s face. The chair comprised a tubular metal frame. The seat was formed of two strong lengthwise parallel fabric strips with a four-inch-wide gap between them.

“You go first, Eliza, take a seat.”

Eliza sat on the chair facing Tommy’s feet. Her upper thighs and arse cheeks were supported by the fabric strips, but her pussy and arse were exposed in the gap, about two inches above Tommy’s face.

“Ok, Tommy, show us what you can do.”

Tommy stuck his tongue out and quickly oriented himself. The tip of his tongue began tracing a path from Eliza’s clit, through her slit, over her perineum and down to her arse hole, and then all the way back again. He found he could easily reach both extremities, and an inch beyond both, without needing to move his head. His tongue continued to make its way back and forth along Eliza’s slit for the next few minutes. Eliza’s juices began to flow. They mostly trickled down his tongue and into his mouth. Tommy loved the taste. From time to time, he had to pause his licking and swallow the accumulated love juice.

“Stick your tongue in her, Tommy.” said Jane.

Tommy was happy to oblige. He found her love hole and probed it for a moment, then his tongue slowly slipped inside. It kept going in, forcing her vagina to open up as it went. Further and further in it went. He could feel the walls of her vagina pressing in on his tongue from all sides. It felt delightful and really turned him on. Tommy realised the tip of his tongue must be four inches deep inside her. He lifted his head upwards, which allowed him to drive his tongue in another two inches. Suddenly he felt the lack of pressure on the end of his tongue and realised he had reached inside her womb. He swished his tongue around and licked everything he could reach. Eliza screamed and involuntarily stood up.

“Oh, my fucking goddess! Sorry, Tommy.”

A gush of love juice flowed out of her hole and into Tommy’s mouth.

Eliza sat down again.

“Jane, could you hold me down please?”

“Sure, Eliza.”

Jane sat on Eliza’s lap facing her.

“Keep going, Tommy.”

Tommy’s tongue searched for Eliza’s woman hole once again and entered it. He began tongue fucking her, beginning slowly and only penetrating a couple of inches. He gradually increased the speed and depth of his tongue thrusts. After a couple of minutes his tongue was rapidly thrusting in and out of Eliza’s love tunnel to a depth of four inches. Tommy found he could achieve this just by flexing his tongue. He didn’t have to move his head at all, and therefore he could keep it up for a long time without getting neck ache. But for the grand finale, he began moving his head upwards at the same time as he thrust his tongue in, and this allowed him to get all six inches of tongue inside and reach into Eliza’s womb again. Each time his tongue reached in, he swished it about. It drove Eliza wild; her muscles began to spasm. It took all of Jane’s strength to hold Eliza in place.

“Oh, my goddess, yes, yes, yes, yes, yes, yes, aaaaaargh, yes, yes, yeeeeeeees!”

Eliza went limp and would have fallen off the chair if Jane hadn’t held on to her.

Tommy withdrew his tongue. As soon as it cleared her hole, a gush of love juice flowed out and ran straight into Tommy’s mouth. He eagerly drank it down.

“Oh, my goddess, I’ve got to have some of that!” cried Jane.

Jane moved over and kneeled on the floor beside the bed, then rested her belly and breasts on it, doggystyle, her beautiful round ass pointing out into the room.

“Tommy, show me what you can do!”

Tommy shuffled along on his knees, guided by Eliza, until he found Jane. His hands soon located her lovely, smooth, round arse cheeks. Tommy began gently moving his hands in circles over them. He loved the way they bulged out in all directions. Tommy couldn’t get visual stimulation, but he had discovered that feeling the size and shape of either arse cheeks or breasts while imagining what they would look like was the fastest way he could turn himself on.  He leaned down and planted a kiss on the centre of each cheek.

Tommy moved back slightly then leaned in. His nose landed in Jane’s arse crack, just above the hole. He gripped the top of her arse cheeks in his hands, then began to slowly extend his tongue. It landed right on Jane’s arse hole. He shoved it in just an inch and tongue fucked it for a few seconds.

“Ooooh, Tommy.” said Jane.

He retracted his tongue and licked his lips. Then he began to extend his tongue once more. It touched her arse hole again, but this time it turned downwards, quickly arriving at her slit. It then travelled along her slit, prising her flaps apart as it went, until it arrived at her clit. He flicked her clit with the tip of his tongue a few times. He still had an inch of tongue to play with, so he moved on past her clit.

He held that position for a few seconds. His tongue was in contact with her arse hole, perineum, slit and clit all at the same time. Her flaps had plopped back into position and were lightly gripping his tongue, as if trying to stop it getting away.

Tommy then began moving his tongue slowly back and forth. He pulled it back until the tip was on her clit, then pushed it forward until it was an inch beyond. The sensation of Tommy’s tongue caressing her clit, pussy and arse hole, all at the same time, drove Jane wild.

“Oh, my goddess, Tommy, how can you even do that, yes, yes, yes, oh my god, don’t stop.”

Tommy kept it up for a few minutes, Jane’s love juice lubricating the action.

Then Tommy repositioned himself directly behind Jane’s minge. He poked his tongue fully out and kept it as rigid as he could as he closed in. Eliza watched in amazement.

The tip soon found Jane’s hole and entered. Learning from experience, Tommy took a firm grip of Jane’s arse cheeks and held her in place. Then he pushed his tongue in until his lips arrived at her flaps.

“Oh, my goddess.”
Jane’s arse bucked with the ecstasy.

Tommy held his position until Jane had calmed down. Eliza realised the problem and quickly sat on Jane’s back facing backwards and looking down so she could see the action.

Tommy then began thrusting his rigid tongue in and out of Jane’s hole at a furious pace, withdrawing all but the last inch and then thrusting it all the way back in again until his lips bumped into Jane’s pussy.

“Yes, yes, yes, keep going Tommy, yes, yes.”

After a few minutes, he added the final embellishment, tickling the neck of her womb. This drove Jane over the edge, and she screamed with ecstasy.

“Aaaaaaaargh. Yes, yes, yes, yes, yes, yeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeees!”

Tommy slowly removed his tongue. As soon as it popped clear, a gush of love juice sloshed out, most of it splashed down onto the floor, but Tommy licked Jane’s pussy clean of the remnants. He then finished off by planting another wet kiss on the middle of each of Jane’s arse cheeks.

Jane turned over so she was sitting on the floor and leaning against the bed. Her mouth was wide open as she stared up at the ceiling for a few moments.

“Fuck me, Eliza, I’ve never felt anything like it.”

“Me, neither.” laughed Eliza.

Sunday 12 May 94

The following Sunday afternoon, Major Audrey had just finished writing up the report of her regiments two-month deployment to the Duchy of Green Bay. It had taken her all weekend. Although they hadn’t seen any action, and she had already spoken to them, the top brass in Victoria would still want to see a formal report. Audrey hated writing reports, but it was done now and would be sent off in the morning.

Audrey now needed to relax. She decided she was in desperate need of a hard cock. She used the app to bid for Tommy. If she didn’t get him, she decided she would head downtown to the local pleasure house.

However, most of the girls had been given the weekend off, and as Audrey hadn’t used Tommy before, at 19:00 the app announced that she had come out top in the bidding.

She called Alison, who functioned as her assistant.

“You called, Major?”

“Yes, Alison. See that this report gets sent off to Victoria in the morning.”

“Of course, Major. Anything else?”

“Yes, I’ve won Tommy in the bidding. Can you set him up for me in my room. On the bed, spread eagle tethered.”

“Of course, Major.”

“Thank you, Alison.”

Alison went into the common room to collect Tommy.

“Come with me, Tommy, the Major wants to use you.”

Alison led Tommy to the punishment room. She unhooked his G-string behind his back and pulled it off. Tommy’s cock leapt to half-mast.

“On the bed, Tommy, face up. That’s it.”

She shoved a pillow under Tommy’s bum, then connected his wrists and ankles to the corner tethers and tightened them up by pressing buttons on a remote control. The punishment room was equipped with one of the latest electric sex beds.

“Ok, Tommy. Major Audrey will be along shortly. Be sure to show her a good time.”

“Yes, Mistress Alison.”

Tommy was kept waiting for about ten minutes. Then Tommy heard the door open and someone came in.

“Oh, hi Tommy, sorry to keep you waiting. My, oh, my, aren’t you a handsome young man? All eager and waiting for me.”

“Yes, Mistress Audrey.”

Tommy heard the sounds of clothes rustling as Audrey took off her dressing gown, then he felt the mattress depress slightly as Audrey leaned on it from the side, and at the next moment he felt a hand grip his now circumcised cock. The hand began a slow up and down motion.

After a short time, Tommy felt the hand move right down to the base of his cock, and then the next moment, a pair of lips gripped the base of his helmet, and a tongue began caressing its surface. Tommy’s cock rapidly extended to its full 8 inches.

“Oh my, it’s been such a long time since I’ve had a handsome young man’s hard cock in my mouth.” said Audrey.

Her lips lightly gripped his cock and then began travelling down his shaft before reversing and travelling back up again.

“Mmmmm. You’re so tasty, Tommy.”

Audrey licked the head of his cock with her tongue for a few seconds before engulfing him once more.

“I need some attention, Tommy. Let’s see what that tongue of yours can do.”

Audrey climbed up and sat down on Tommy’s chest, facing his cock. She leaned in to continue what she had started. Once again, her lips gripped Tommy’s cock just below his helmet. But this time, they stayed still, and instead, one of her hands gripped the skin of his shaft and began wanking his cock. Her other hand was on the bed supporting her weight.

After a few minutes she let go of his shaft and gripped his ball bag instead. She fondled his balls while her lips moved up and down his shaft and her tongue played with his helmet.

She let go and sat up straighter, then shuffled back to position her pussy over Tommy’s mouth.

“Lick me, Tommy.”

Tommy extended his tongue and he soon touched skin. A bit of exploring soon discovered her arse hole and the then quickly located her pussy.

He then began tracing ovals around her pussy with the tip of his moist tongue. At first, he was well clear of her clitoris and her flaps, but over time he gradually made the ovals smaller and smaller until he was licking along the top of a flap, over her clitoris and down the other flap.

The sensations were driving Audrey wild. He kept it up for several minutes and then changed to straight up and down licks, going from her arse hole, over the join of her flaps and up to her clit and back again.

After a while his tongue began probing her flaps, trying to force them apart, and after a short time he succeeded, and his tongue now travelled along the length of her slit. He started to add embellishments to his licking. First, he began to poke half an inch into her arse hole on each visit. Then he added a couple of flicks of her clit on each visit. Finally, he began poking into her love hole each time he passed over it. This had the added benefit of picking up some of her woman juice on each pass, which he then distributed along her slit.

After licking up and down for about 5 minutes, he stopped at her woman hole.

Very slowly, he began to insert his tongue inside her. As soon as he was half an inch in, he started making a continuous beckoning motion with the tip of his tongue. He then slowly slid his tongue inside her to a depth of two inches and then almost withdrew it again, and kept going in and out, gradually increasing the depth of penetration, and all the while keeping up the beckoning motion with the tip.

The sensations drove Audrey wild, especially when the tip travelled over her G spot. Soon he had reached the maximum depth of four inches. He couldn’t get any further in, as Audrey’s huge arse cheeks prevented him getting really close to her love entrance.

Audrey pressed a button on the remote control and suddenly Tommy’s wrist shackles released. He immediately reached up to feel Audrey’s massive arse cheeks. He moved his hands out to the sides and was amazed by how wide they were. Tommy loved huge arse cheeks, and he began tracing wide circles over her massive orbs with his hands. Tommy’s pecker, which had been having a rest, immediately sprang back to life.

“Oh, Tommy, do you like my arse, you naughty boy? Oh, you’re so cute. I think you deserve a reward.”

Audrey leaned down and clamped her lips around Tommy’s helmet once again, and with one hand she began wanking his shaft.

Meanwhile, Tommy increased the speed of thrusting of his tongue. He stopped the beckoning motion and instead tried a stirring motion, trying to describe big circles with his tongue at the same time as he thrust it in an out. This resulted in cycles of higher and lower pressure applied to different sides of Audrey’s vagina, and the sensation drove her wild.

“Yes, Tommy, yes. Yes, yes, yes. Oh, my goddess. Aaaaaaargh. Tommy! Yes, yes, yes, yeeeeeeeees!”

Tommy felt Audrey’s vagina continually grip and release his tongue as she orgasmed.

“Oh, my goddess, Tommy. I’ve never felt anything like that before.”

When she had mostly recovered, she looked down.

“Your reward, Tommy. A promise is a promise.”

She took his helmet into her mouth once again and began playing with it using her tongue and at the same time wanking his shaft with her hand. After a couple of minutes, she knew Tommy was close, because he raised his arse off the pillow.

Moments later he blew his load into her mouth. Squirt after squirt of hot creamy spunk jetted from Tommy’s cock and into Audrey’s mouth. Her lips gripped his cock tightly so that not a single drop could escape.

When Tommy’s cock had stopped convulsing, her lips slid up and off his cock and slammed shut. She swilled his milk around her mouth for a short time and then gulped it down.

“Oh my, it’s so long since I’ve had a nice big mouthful of boy milk. It was so tasty.”

When she had fully recovered, Audrey got up and put a dressing gown on and headed for her room.

A few minutes later, Alison return and unshackled Tommy.

“Come on, Tommy. Let’s get you to the showers and cleaned up. Then I’ll take you to your room and fetch you some supper. Audrey was delighted with your performance, Tommy. Good boy.”

“Thank you, Mistress Alison.”

Tommy soon gained a reputation for being a really good lay and especially as an expert with the tongue. He was especially popular with the older ladies. A pleasure slave was expected to give equally good service whoever was using him. But males being visual creatures, it was inevitable that they were more turned on by beautiful young ladies than women who were well past their prime.

But this did not apply to young Tommy. Since he could not see who he was with, his imagination took over, and his mind always conjured up an image of the most beautiful girl in the world with idealised breasts and a perfect ass.

The news quickly spread and any time there was an official visit to the DLI in Diana, the visiting general was sure to take Tommy into her bed for the evening or even the whole night.

Monday 15 July 94

Two months later, the DLI were sent to the Queendom Army’s main training area, Edith Camp, on the east coast, just north of the tiny village of Edith, for their annual field training. They took Tommy with them. They took a scout car and four trucks. Tommy was given the middle cab seat in the third truck, between Rosie, who was driving, and Charlie.

The DLI would be blue team, while the Aurora Light Infantry would be red team. Both teams were allocated base areas in the moorland about 10 miles west of the coast road. They had 5 days to set up their base and defences. Then they would have to try to overrun the oppositions base while defending their own.

Major Audrey, Sgt Eileen and Mary had discussed whether or not to take Tommy along, but they were all in agreement that a happy soldier is a good soldier, and nothing made their girls happier than the prospect of a good, hard cock to look forward to after a day in the trenches. So, it was decided. Tommy would go with them.

They arrived at the camp and then set out for their allocated base area. When they arrived, Audrey, Eileen and Mary surveyed the area and decided exactly where to make camp and designed their defences.

They went for a layered defence in three lines. The middle line was the main defence and consisted of a continuous trench line with sandbagged emplacement and bunkers.

Behind it was a fall-back line that was less heavily fortified. It was connected to the middle line by communication trenches.

Out front were observation posts. These were designed to be hidden rather than fortified. Their purpose was to provide advance warning of an attack.

Audrey decided on an attacking strategy. She would divide her force into three. One force, called the defence force, would defend the base area. The strike force would concentrate on attacking the enemy base.

The third force, called the reserve force, would advance behind the strike force, and try to keep halfway between them and the base. They were to be ready to reinforce the strike force if the attack went well but also be ready to fall back if base came under attack.

The first 3 days were back breaking for the girls. After erecting tents in the base area, they were kept busy digging trenches and bunkers and filling sandbags. They were all worn out after each day’s work, but ready for some fun and relaxation.

Tommy was allocated to the cooks during the day. He spent most of the time either peeling potatoes or washing up. Another cook would just have to check each spud and maybe peel off some skin that Tommy had missed, but he still saved them a lot of work.

In the evening, Tommy’s job was to help the girls relax. He would be taken to the comfort tent and laid down on a mat. Then his wrists and ankles would be fixed to the ground using shackles and tent pegs.

A rota was drawn up by lot, and four girls would be able to use him each evening, two using his tongue and two his cock. It was thought that any more than four would wear him out.

The first evening, Sally and Emily were the first two lucky girls. Sally got his tongue and Emily his cock.

The entered the tent and stripped off their army battledress.

Sally knelt down over Tommy’s face.

“I’ve been looking forward to this all day.” said Sally. “Let me feel your tongue, Tommy.”

Tommy extended his tongue and soon found Sally’s soft sexy folds. His tongue burrowed its way in, parting her flaps, and began tracing the soft valley of her slit. Back and forth it went.

“Ah, Tommy, that’s nice.”

Meanwhile, Emily had kneeled down between Tommy’s legs and had taken hold of his limp cock. She soon had her lips clamped around it at the base. Her tongue played with him inside her mouth. Soon, Tommy’s rod was rapidly expanding. His helmet quickly reached the back of her mouth and pushed against it as his cock continued to grow, forcing her lips away from the base of his cock and further up his shaft. As soon as his cock was fully at attention, she grabbed his balls with a cupped hand and began moving her lips up and down his shaft, withdrawing her mouth until only his bell end was still inside, before moving down again as far as she could.

Tommy had by now extended his licking and was now running the tip of his tongue all the way from Sally’s clit, through her pussy and down to her arse hole, and then all the way back up again. Sally’s love juice was dripping out, and Tommy was greedily lapping it up.

“Oh, my goddess, Tommy, yes, just like that. Don’t stop.”

Emily sat up and scooted forward until her pussy was above Tommy’s cock. She leaned forward and gave Sally a long tongue kiss.

“I need this cock inside me.” she said, as she lowered herself down. Sally reached forward and grabbed Tommy’s cock. She moved it back and forth along Emily’s slit as soon as it came within range and then steered it to the entrance to her love cave.

Emily slowly lowered herself down and engulfed the hard man meat.

“Oh, my goddess, that feels so good.”

Emily began slowly riding him. She rose up until his cock was almost free and then dropped down until her flaps hit his balls. She gradually increased speed.

“Ooops!”

She went too high and Tommy’s cock fell out and pointed forward towards Sally. Sally reached out and aimed his pork sword back towards Emily’s moistened minge, allowing her to slide back down onto him.

Tommy’s tongue now sought out Sally’s tremor tube and found it. Tommy decided to try out a technique he had been practicing for some time. He had discovered that he had the ability to curl his tongue into a spiral, rather like a corkscrew. He moved his tongue deep inside Sally’s hole and then did so, while at the same time rapidly thrusting in and out. He tried to make his tongue form as wide a spiral as possible, but Sally’s vagina resisted him. The resulting sensations drove Sally wild. Unlike a thick cock, Tommy’s spiral tongue was effectively a hollow tube, and the combination of the pressure on her vagina with the cool air flowing in drove Sally crazy.

“Oh, my goddess, Tommy, what are you doing to me? Yes, yes, yes, don’t stop, oh my.”

Emily bounced up and down on Tommy’s cock at a frantic pace, while Tommy rapidly reamed Sally’s pussy. Tommy’s spiral tongue was holding Sally’s pussy wide open and her juices flooded out and into Tommy’s mouth. Tommy had to keep swallowing to avoid choking.

Soon both girls were screaming as they rapidly reached their climaxes.

The girls outside sitting around a campfire could easily hear them.

“It sounds like Sally and Emily are having fun.” said Eileen.

Rosie and Ashley were up next, and both were getting wet just thinking about it.

“Yes, yes, yes, yes, yes, yes, aaaaaaaaaaargh, don’t stop, yes, yes, yeeeeeeeeees!”

“I think we’re up, Ashley.” said Rosie.

A short time later, Sally and Emily came over to join them with huge grins on their faces, Rosie and Ashley got up and headed off to the comfort tent.

Over the next 5 days, Tommy service 20 of the girls, and the rest were looking forward to some action over the coming days.

On the fifth day, the girls were issued their training weapons. Their training rifles were the latest thing in Queendom military technology. They were low powered laser rifles, calibrated and weighted to feel and act like regular assault rifles. They even made a similar sound when ‘fired’ and after every 20 ‘rounds’, you had to remove the magazine for 5 seconds before refitting it. You could just refit the same one though. The girls had to wear special detector belts, If they were hit, they would make a loud “aaaaargh” sound and light up yellow or red. The rules were, if you got a red hit, you were ‘dead’ and you had to stand up and raise your hand in acknowledgement and return to your base and check in with the referee. If you got a ‘yellow’ hit, you were ‘wounded’. You were not allowed to move under your own power, but if your own team managed to stretcher you back to base, the referee would reset you as soon as 30 minutes had elapsed since the hit, and you could go then go again. Either a red or yellow hit disabled your laser rifle by radio signal, until reset by a referee. They were also issued with flash grenades that sent out an all-round laser pulse with the same effective range as a regular frag grenade and made a fake explosion noise and emitted some smoke.

Saturday 20 July 94

The exercise proper began on day 6. Both sides began with reconnaissance missions and probing attacks. They needed to find out exactly where the enemy was and how they had set out their defences. You were only allowed to attack from certain areas. For example, you couldn’t make a wide detour and attack from behind. Both sides were to pretend they were part of a continuous front line even though they were in fact the only two units there.

The DLI made several probes during the day and collected useful intelligence. Their base troops also batted away an enemy probe. The strike force girls in particular had a stressful day and were glad to return to base and relax with a hard cock in the evening.

Sunday 21 July 94

On Sunday, the DLI had a minor success. The strike force managed to find a weak point in the ALI defences. By taking cover behind a reverse slope, they were able to sneak up close to the enemy lines by-passing their advanced lookouts. They charged and over-ran the enemy main line in front of them. And soon reached the enemy base. They called for the reserve squad to join them so they could exploit their success, but unfortunately the enemy counter attacked and drove them out before they could team up. Nevertheless, for a short time they were in possession of the enemy store tent, and when they retreated, they brought back war booty in the form of boxes of cakes and chocolates.

Major Audrey ordered the main line double manned overnight in the expectation of a reprisal raid, but it never came.

Monday 22 July 94

The next day, Major Audrey had less troops at readiness, due to the double manning overnight. She didn’t want to thin out the defences, so she thinned out the strike force and the reserve squad and ordered them to reconnoitre only and avoid major engagements. They were to be ready to reinforce the defence at any time.

However, the ALI launched a well-planned operation. They sent out small squads to engage and pin down the DLIs strike force and reserve squad while their main force launched a major attack on the DLIs base.

The ALI were well aware that they were outnumbered at the DLI’s base, but they also knew from overnight probes that the DLI had double manned the previous night, and therefore they correctly assumed that many of the DLI troops would be resting. They knew that they have the upper hand for a short time, but the situation would reverse within minutes.

They therefore determined to make this attack a raid in reprisal for the DLI’s raid on the ALI base. While some of their troops formed a defence line, others searched the tents that they had overrun looking for war booty.

Tommy was resting in one of the tents when two ALI troops burst in. Tommy had one ankle secured by a shackle and a chain to a long tent peg hammered into the ground.

“My, my. Looks like we’ve found their comfort boy.”

They quickly levered the tent peg out of the ground and manhandled Tommy out of the tent. They took him back as they retreated, and Tommy was well out of sight by the time the DLI had regrouped and begun a counterattack.

Rosie looked inside the comfort tent.

“Major Audrey! They’ve got Tommy!”

All the girls were gutted to have lost their comfort boy.

On the other hand, the Aurora Light Infantry girls were ecstatic. Their boss, Major Riley, was not a believer in comfort boys. If they ever went into action for real, their opponents would almost certainly be males, and therefore she believed comfort boys would be a security risk. But she was not against making full use of a comfort boy captured during an exercise. Especially as it would be a metaphorical finger up at the opposition.

“What’s your name, boy?”

“Tommy, Mistress.”

“What’s your job in the DLI?”

“I’m a comfort boy, Mistress.”

“I thought so. Get him pegged down in the store tent, girls. It’s open season for anyone off duty.”

Two ALI girls took him into the store tent and placed a mat on the ground. They then stripped him naked.

“Lay down.” one of them commanded.

They pulled his hands up above his head and shackled them to the ground with tent pegs. Then they tied ropes around each ankle and staked the other ends to the ground at each side of his shoulder. He was now fixed in an amazon ready position.

Meanwhile, a queue of eager off-duty ALI girls had formed outside the tent.

“Ok, first two girls.”

Two girls went in and stripped naked. One sat on Tommy’s face and the other began sucking his cock.

“Lick me, boy, or I’ll we’ll whip your ass into next year.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Tommy stuck his tongue out and, realising he probably had a lot of girls to get through today, he stuck his tongue straight into her love chamber without further ado.

The girl stood up in shock for a moment before quickly lowering herself again.

“Oh, my fucking goddess!”

Tommy inserted his tongue as far as he could reach, then opted to go for the stirring motion. This put pressure on each side of the girl’s vagina in rotation. The girl found the sensations delightful, especially when the wave of pressure passed over her G-spot. Every now and then Tommy stopped stirring and instead went for rapid thrusting, before returning to stirring once again. In just under 5 minutes, Tommy’s tongue girl was over the edge:

“Yes, yes, yes, yes, yes, yes, yeeeeeeeeeeeeeeees!”

“Bloody hell, I wish I’d got the tongue.” said Tommy’s cock girl, who was busy bouncing up and down on his man meat.

The tongue girl got off and dressed and was soon replaced by another. She was soon in position. This time, Tommy gave her his patent spiral reaming. He inserted his tongue as deep as he could, formed it into a spiral and began rapid thrusting.

The girl screamed out at the totally unexpected sensations, unlike anything she’d ever experienced before. In, out, in, out, went Tommy’s spiral tongue. Her love juice was soon streaming out of her gaping hole in torrents, straight into Tommy’s mouth and down his throat. She lasted just four minutes:

“Oh, my fucking goddess, what the fuck are you doing to me! Yes, yes, yes, yes, yes, yes, aaaaaaaaaargh, yeeeeeeeeeeeeeeees!”

At the same time, Tommy’s cock girl had also arrived at her peak, driven on by watching the tongue girl in front of her:

“Yes, yes, that’s it, yes, yes, yes, oh my, yes, yeeeeeeeeeeeeeeees!”

That night, Tommy got through at least 30 girls. He thought he recognised a couple of the later girls. It seemed some of them had come back for seconds.

On the last occasion three girls came in at once and immediately attacked Tommy’s cock. One sat on his chest and leaned down. She took his cock into her mouth and began sucking. The two others each crawled up over his legs and approached his ball bag. They each sucked a testicle into her mouth and began bathing it and they also began tickling his shaft with their fingers.

“Come for us, Tommy. We want to hand you back empty.”

They cock girl began running her lips up and down his shaft, but occasionally her lips stopped at the base of his helmet, and she sucked so hard that it felt his cock was going to be pulled out at the root.

Tommy tried to hold out, but three girls assaulting his cock at once was beyond his capacity, and after 10 minutes he knew the end was in sight. The ball girls detected the involuntary movements inside his bag.

“He’s going to shoot. Any moment now.”

The cock girl took him out of her mouth and moved out of the way. Without knowing why, he raised his arse off the ground. His cock got harder and his balls tensed.

Then his cock flexed, and the next moment, spurt after spurt of hot jizz flew out of his cock. The first two spurts flew straight out of the open tent flaps and landed on the ground just in front of Major Riley who just happened to be walking by. The rest fell short and landed inside the tent. The cock girl bent down and lapped up the remaining drips.

Major Riley looked in.

“Empty?”

“Yes, Major, he is now.”

They all laughed.

The exercise ended at the end of the second night. The referees declared it a draw.

Major Riley handed Tommy back to the DLI.

“You might need to give him a few days off.” grinned Major Riley. “I’m afraid my girls have worn him out and wrung him dry.”

Tuesday 23 July 94

The next day they broke camp and loaded all their gear into the trucks ready to return to Diana. Tommy was in the third truck again, between Rosie and Charlie. The other three trucks were ready to go. Emma was in the driving seat of the scout car, and was waiting for Major Audrey, Sgt Eileen and Mary.

Mary came hurrying out and spoke to the driver of the first two trucks, who were now climbing out, then she approached Rosie’s window.

“Rosie, in the office.”

She then proceeded to the last truck. Everyone wondered what the problem was.

After a few minutes, everyone came back including Audrey, Eileen and Mary, who got into the scout car. Rosie climbed back into Tommy’s truck.

“What’s going on, Rosie?” asked Charlie.

“There’s a problem north of St Peter. Apparently, the slaves working on the new northern coast road have gone on strike, and the guardesses have requested assistance.”

“How many are we talking about?”

“I’ve no idea. Guess we’ll find out when we get there.”

Two hours later, they had passed through St Peter and were on an already completed section of the new road. The coast road currently ran all the way from Green Bay to St Peter, and this new 100-mile road would extend it to King George. ‘Coast road’ was a bit of a misnomer however, as the new road would only go up the coast for 20 miles before turning inland and heading directly to King George. It was an important road from a military as well as a transport perspective. The northern area was the closest Queendom territory to the Union, but communications in the north were appalling. It was nearly 400 miles and 8 hours driving time from St Peter to King George via Aurora, but when the new road was opened it would be cut to only 100 miles and less than 2 hours driving time.

Half an hour after leaving St Peter, they arrived at the current works site and where the construction managers and guardesses had their main base.

Major Audrey and Sgt Eileen were met by Construction Director Angela and Chief Guardess Marley. After introductions, Audrey asked what the problem was.

“The boys are refusing to work. They say the working hours are too long and they don’t like the food. I’ve got to control 263 boys with just 25 guardesses. I always said it wasn’t enough.” said Marley.

“And if this doesn’t get sorted soon, we’re going to fall way behind schedule.” added Angela.

“Have you tried whipping them?” asked Audrey.

“Of course, and it works for a time, but we can’t be everywhere at once, and as soon as we get one lot working, there’s trouble somewhere else. So, off we go, and the lot we just got working down tools as soon as we’re out of sight. In the circumstances, I don’t want to spread my guardesses around. I’ve formed them into teams of 4. I’m not prepared to risk them moving around in smaller numbers.”

“I see. So, what do you want from us?”

“We’ve identified 15 ringleaders. We want your help to pull them out, give them a good whipping, then send them back to Victoria. We’ll get more work out of the rest of them without those 15 being here.”

“I see. Very well. Eileen!”

“Yes, Major?”

“Form four snatch squads of 8 girls each. The rest of the girls will stay here with the trucks.”

“Yes, Major.”

“Marley, can you attach one of your guardesses to each of my squads, to identify the ring leaders?”

“Of course, Major.”

After half an hour, the snatch squads moved off. Charlie was in one of the squads, but Rosie wasn’t.

“Tommy, come out and stretch your legs.” said Rosie.

“Thank you, Mistress Rosie.”

“Don’t wander too far, Tommy.”

Most of the girls who were not members of the snatch squads got out of the trucks and milled around, chatting, and their cooks got set up to prepare a meal for when the snatch squads got back.

Meanwhile, off to one side, two guardesses were supervising 12 boys. There was a lot of sawing and hammering.

A few off-duty guardesses wandered over to talk to the troops. One of them noticed Tommy and spoke to Olivia.

“Who’s this?”

“This is Tommy. He’s our comfort boy.”

A big grin appeared on the guardess’s face.

“Is he any good?”

“He’s fucking marvellous.”

“Do you have a comfort boy?”

“No, we just help ourselves to whichever boy we fancy.”

“Great! What’s going on over there? What are they building?”

“It’s a whipping bar. We’re going to give those troublemakers what for when we get them back here.”

Four hours later, 12 of the ring leaders had been brought in, hands zip tied and eyes blindfolded.

Three more had run off into the moors when they saw the snatch squads coming. It took an extra two hours to round them up. But by early evening, all 15 had been caught, and the whipping bar was ready.

Soon all 15 were roped up and hanging naked from the whipping bar with their feet about 6 inches off the ground. Ten guardesses then stepped up armed with bullwhips, 5 on each side of the bar.

Chief guardess Marley blew a whistle, and the guardesses began whipping the boys. Each guardess had 3 targets to aim at, so the boys wouldn’t get whipped every time. On the other hand, there were guardesses on both sides, so occasionally they would receive two blows at almost the same time.

Swish swish swish crack aaargh crack aaargh swish crack aaargh swish swish crack aaargh crack aaargh swish . . .

There was a cacophony of swishes, cracks and screams as the guardesses laid into their targets without mercy. The DLI girls looked on in fascination. Most of them had witnessed a serious punishment whipping before.

swish crack aaargh crack aaargh swish crack aaargh swish swish crack aaargh crack aaargh swish . . .

The noise and the screams made Tommy cringe. He remembered the fear and pain of being whipped at the police station in Victoria.

swish crack aaargh crack aaargh swish crack aaargh swish swish crack aaargh crack aaargh swish . . .

The whipping went on for almost half an hour. Tommy could almost feel their pain. Then all of a sudden it stopped, and the guardesses began getting the boys down amid a background of groans and cries.

Suddenly a voice called out:

“Tommy! Tommy, is that you?”

“Silence male!” Swish crack aaaargh!

“Jake? Jake!”

“Who’s that, Tommy?” asked Rosie.

“An old comrade from the Mount Vernon Militia, Mistress Rosie.”

“Well, don’t call out, Tommy, you’ll only encourage him to talk and that will get him another whipping.”

“Yes, Mistress Rosie.”

The troublemakers were loaded into one of the construction company’s trucks ready to be taken back to Victoria.

“Ok, girls, grub’s up.” called out the DLI’s cooks.

After dinner, they reboarded the trucks and set off for Diana, arriving about 3 hours later. Tommy was worn out and was allowed to go straight to bed.

Wednesday 24 July 94

Tommy had just finished breakfast when Rosie came into his room.

“Ready, Tommy?”

“Sorry, Mistress Rosie?”

“It’s Wednesday, Tommy! Discipline day. Come on, let’s get it over with.”

Rosie and Tommy went next door to the punishment room. Tommy dropped his shorts and pants and bent over the caning horse. They no longer bothered to shackle him.

Swish! Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack.

Rosie gave Tommy 10 rapid full-strength whacks. It hurt like hell, but Tommy was able to bottle up his screams. His arse was getting used to the whacks. He didn’t even need lotion.

Over the next three weeks all the girls were kept busy scrubbing and cleaning the garrison. General Michaela would be visiting the garrison in three weeks, and everything would have to be absolutely spotless, inside the garrison and out. Anything made of wood had to be varnished. All the sinks, baths and toilets had to be whiter than white. And anything metal had to shine like chrome.

Outside, everybody was told to walk strictly on the footpaths and stop cutting corners where the paths joined or bent, as that caused the grass to wear away and leave unsightly, muddy patches. Sgt Eileen said not to worry, if the muddy patches didn’t recover in time, they would just paint them green the day before.

Even when not cleaning, the girls were kept at it, marching up and down the parade square, until they had perfected the moves that they would do on the day.

It was one of the rare occasions when Tommy was actually glad he was blind, as it meant there was nothing he could do to help.

Tuesday 15 August 94

The big day arrived. All of the girls except two on sentry duty at the gates were up early and dressed in their No.1 uniforms and had drawn weapons from the armoury. They then assembled at the far-right hand end of the parade ground and waited for nearly an hour.

Eventually, General Michaela and her staff officers and escorts arrived and were greeted by Major Audrey. They then assembled at a small viewing platform that had been erected at the side of the parade ground. The order was given, and the Diana Light Infantry marched past from right to left in impeccable formation and then halted. They then did a smart about turn and marched back. This time they halted directly in front of the general.

Sgt Eileen was giving the orders.

“Parade . . . Right . . . Turn!”

They turned as one and there was a loud crunch of boots on the ground.

“Open order . . . March!”

The front row marched forward 3 paces and the rear row back. The middle row stayed where they were. This gave General Michaela, accompanied by Major Audrey, room to walk up and down the ranks and inspect each soldier. The troops had to look directly forward unless the general was walking in front of them and was less than 4 yards way. When that happened, they had to suddenly switch from looking directly head to looking the general in the eyes. They would then turn their heads as the general walked by. When she got 4 yards away again, they had to suddenly look directly forward again. Occasionally, the general would stop and talk to one of them.

When the general had inspected the troops, she returned to the viewing platform.

“Close order . . . March!”

“Officer on parade . . . dis . . . miss!”

The troops all turned obliquely right, saluted, and then made their way back into the building.

The general and her staff returned the salute, and then Major Audrey invited them all inside for drinks and refreshments.

After refreshments, the general made a tour of the building and its facilities. She didn’t inspect every room but looked into a few almost at random. All the doors were open. Any door that had a tendency to close was wedged open.

“Who’s this?” asked the general as she looked in and saw Tommy standing to attention.

“This is Tommy, general, our comfort boy.”

“Ah, so this is Tommy. I’ve heard great things about him. I think I’ll use him tonight. Have him scrubbed up and in the punishment room by 27:00.”

“Yes, general.”

They carried on. The general wanted to inspect the kitchen.

A short time later, Eileen came to see Tommy.

“Tommy, you probably heard, but the general wants you tonight. Make sure you show her a good time.”

“Yes, Mistress Eileen.”

“Good boy, Tommy.”

At 18:00, after he had had his tea, Rosie and Sally came to Tommy’s room.

“Get undressed, Tommy. We’ve come to get you scrubbed up for the general.”

Tommy got undressed and the girls took him to the showers. Tommy usually showered himself, but the girls weren’t taking any chances today. They soaped him down and washed him thoroughly with sponges, then washed his hair and trimmed his fingernails and toenails. They then dried him off and took him back to his room, where the camp barber was waiting to shave him and give his hair a tidy. He was then lightly sprinkled with after shave.

“Right, wait here, Tommy, until we come to fetch you.”

The general and her staff and Audrey and Eileen spent most of the evening talking and drinking. Then at about 26:45 the general said:

“Well, it’s getting late, I’m about ready for some fun. Is the boy ready?”

Eileen replied: “We’re ready to fetch him now general. Have you any preference in how you want him presented?”

“On the horse please. I like a boy to be nicely marked up. Do you have any advice on him best to use him?”

“Yes, general. As you know, Tommy is blind, so he gets his stimulation mainly by touch, and he seems to love getting his hands on arse cheeks.”

“Does he indeed! Well, I won’t disappoint him then, I’ve got plenty of that.”

There was laughter all round. It was true, the general had a really big arse.

Eileen whispered instructions to Rosie and Sally who immediately rushed off to prepare Tommy.

A few minutes later, Tommy was in the punishment room, naked and shackled and strapped to the caning horse.

The general entered and got undressed.

“Ah, Tommy, I hope I haven’t kept you waiting.”

“No, Mistress Michaela.”

Tommy remembered the name and realised it was the general who had been the judge in the treason trial. But the general didn’t appear to remember Tommy and he didn’t enlighten her.

Michaela walked over to have a look at Tommy’s bottom. She put her hands on his cheeks and lightly ran her hands all over them.

“Tommy, your arse is much to pink and smooth for my taste. What day do you get disciplined?”

“Every Wednesday morning, Mistress Michaela.”

“So, you’ve not been caned for nearly a week! That explains it then. Don’t worry, I’ll soon have you nicely marked up. A boy’s arse should always be nicely marked. It’s a sign of subservience to women. Bit don’t worry, we’ll soon get it sorted.”

Micheala selected a 3-foot birch cane and took up position behind Tommy.

Swish! Thwack Thwack Thwack “Aaaaaaaaaaargh!”

She gave Tommy 3 rapid full-strength strokes. Tommy screamed with the pain.

“Yes, that’s beginning to look better already.”

Swish! Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack “Aaaaaaaaaaargh!”

Michaela moved closer and ran a hand over Tommy’s arse.

“Yes, it feels much better. A male shouldn’t have a smooth arse, Tommy. A rough feeling arse is much more manly. Just a few more, I think.”

Swish! Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack “Aaaaaaaaaaargh!”

“Yes, that’s much better.”

She released Tommy from the caning horse, then went over to the bed and kneeled down in front of it with her belly resting on it.

“Come here, boy, I need some attention.”

Tommy climbed off the horse and headed for the sound of Michaela’s voice. She looked round:

“Right a bit, boy. I’m kneeling down.”

Tommy found her and used his hands to figure out how she was aligned. Tommy centred himself behind her, then reached out and laid a hand on each of her arse cheeks. He was amazed at her width. Each cheek felt like it was about two feet wide. Tommy began tracing circles over her huge orbs and his cock sprang to attention.

“Use your tongue, Tommy.”

Tommy leaned in. His face pressed against Micheala’s arse. He moved his hands to the rear of her arse cheeks and moved them apart and he was then able to get his face in deeper, between her cheeks. His nose pressed into her arse crack about an inch above her hole. He began to extend his tongue. It slid over her arse hole, along her butt crack, and over her flaps to her clit. He flicked her clit from side to side and up and down for a minute.

“Oh, yes, Tommy, I like that.”

He then stretched his tongue as far as he could beyond her clit. It was about an inch. Then he began thrusting his tongue backward and forwards in a sawing motion. Michaela found the sensations over her clit, flaps and arse hole, all at the same time, delightful.

“Oh, my goddess, Tommy, yes!”

Micheala began leaking love juice, which coated Tommy’s tongue, and his sawing motions quickly distributed it. Suddenly, there was a plopping sound. The back-and-forth motion of Tommy’s tongue over Michaela’s flaps, together with the lubrication of her love juice, had finally caused the flaps to part. Tommy’s tongue slipped into the slit between them and the flaps plopped back into position around it, as if clutching it to her pussy. Micheala now had the added sensation of the tongue sliding over the entrance to her love box.

“I want it inside me, Tommy.”

Tommy moved his head a bit lower and the tip of his tongue quickly located her slippery hole and dived in. He slowly inserted his tongue as far as he could, parting her butt cheeks once more to gain another two inches. He then began a stirring motion with his tongue. It was quite a wide motion as her honeypot was quite loose. It had obviously seen a lot of action.

“Oh my, Tommy. Yes, yes, yes.”

After a few minutes, Tommy formed his tongue into a spiral and began a rapid thrusting motion. He couldn’t reach as far in with this action, as forming the spiral reduced the effective length of his tongue. But he could adjust the diameter of the spiral to match the bore of the twat he was penetrating.

“Oh, my goddess, how do you do that Tommy, yes, yes, don’t stop.”

Tommy then used all his tongue muscles to forcibly increase the diameter of his spiral which had the effect of stretching Micheala’s love tunnel wide open. He then increased his thrusting to warp speed. Very fast but relatively short thrusts. Torrents of fanny fuel came gushing out of Michaela’s hole and trickled down Tommy’s tongue and into his mouth. He slurped them down and continued pummelling Michaela’s gash.

“Yes, yes, yes, yes, yes, yeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeees!”

Tommy slowly withdrew his tongue and got his breath back while awaiting instructions. After a couple of minutes, when Michaela had somewhat recovered, she said:

“I need your cock, Tommy.”

“What position would you prefer, Mistress Michaela.”

“It has to be doggy, Tommy. I love amazon and cowgirl, but I’m just too heavy now, it wears me out too quickly.”

Tommy kneeled up behind Micheala, but she was a big woman, and he realised his cock was much lower than her woman hole.

“Could you pass me a pillow please, Mistress Michaela?”

She reached over and grabbed one and passed it back. Tommy placed it on the floor and folded it in half and kneeled on it. Then he shuffled forward and steered his cock into Michaela’s giant gash and began thrusting.

But he didn’t feel comfortable, so he leaned forward over Michaela’s giant arse cheeks with his head turned to one side on the small of her back. He reached down and grasped her waist for additional traction.

The feeling of his arms and chest encompassing two of the largest arse cheeks he had ever got his hands on really turned him on, and his cock gained another inch. He continued thrusting, his hips were pounding forwards and backwards, forcing his man meat in and out of her slippery snatch.

Five minutes later and Michaela had taken as much as she was able.

“Yes, yes, yes, yes, pound me, Tommy, yes, yes, don’t stop, yes, yes, yeeeeeees!”

Two minute later, Michaela had recovered enough to say:

“Thank you, Tommy, that was amazing.”

She got up and slipped her dressing gown on and left. Soon after, Sally came into the room.

“Come on, Tommy. Let’s get you showered and into bed.”

Monday 18 September 94

The DLI remained at their home base for a month. All the girls were able to take two weeks of home leave. Tommy was issued a waiver that allowed him to walk into the town centre in the mornings, and he often used this to walk up to Lucy’s to stretch his legs and get some fresh air. He would get a coffee and sometimes some odd item that they were running short of in the garrison. And in the evening, he had his main job to do, providing ‘comfort’ for off-duty girls in the garrison.

Then one Monday, the DLI was sent to man a section of the new Carmela Line. This was a new defence line stretching from King George to St Peter and accessible from the recently completed highway. The north cape area was a mere 150 miles from the Union and the obvious place for any invasion force to land.

Therefore, Defence Minister Carmela had ordered coastal defences to be designed. At the moment, most of the defences existed only on paper; they would only be built if tensions rose and a dispute between the Queendom and the Union seemed likely, which wasn’t the case at the moment.

However, the army wanted an exercise to test the logistics and communications of the defences using the two command bunkers and eight observation posts that had already been completed. These were in a twenty-mile-long central section of the line. The DLI and the King George Volunteers were to occupy half this section each. Tommy was taken along with the DLI detachment and would be stationed in the command bunker, so the girls would have something to do in the evenings, as there was nothing for miles around.

The troops were informed that a detachment of the awkward squad would be deployed north of the defence line and tasked with infiltrating the Carmela Line. The awkward squad was made up of boys belonging to the Defence Ministry who were often used by the army and navy to represent enemy spies and infiltrators on exercises. In this case, each boy had also been given a secret code word. The boys would be rewarded if they made it to through to the coast road and surrendered to a referee, or if captured, they would be rewarded if they did not reveal the correct code word.

The detachment commanders had been given a list of all the code words that had been issued but did not know which boy each was allocated to. It was their job to organize their section of line to stop the boys getting through, capture them, and get them to reveal their code words. The troops were armed with assault rifles with blank ammunition, and flash-bang grenades.

The DLI arrived late Monday afternoon in two scout cars and four trucks. Major Audrey and Sgt Eileen began working out their tactics and deploying their troops. They decided to man each observation post with four girls, have regular foot patrols between the observation posts and also have two rapid response squads with four girls, based at two of the observation posts and equipped the scout cars. The rest of the girls would be based at the command bunker with the trucks, ready to be deployed when needed.

Tommy was based in the command bunker. It was situated on high ground with a commanding view. There was no running water but there was a stream in the valley below about half a mile away, with a well-trodden path leading down to it. Three girls went down to fill some plastic bottles and took Tommy with them. Tommy found the going easy and pretty soon he was able to make the journey unaided.

He hated sitting around doing nothing so happily volunteered to make regular trips to fetch water. He loved the freedom of walking through the countryside by himself.

The girls were busy setting up long into the evening that first day, and didn’t have time to use Tommy, so he got an early night. Sally took him to a corner of a room in the bunker and got him settled into a sleeping bag.

Tuesday 19 September 94

The next day after breakfast, Tommy continued his job of collecting water from the stream. The cooks told him to take his time, as one four-pint container each hour was sufficient. The return trip only took half an hour, so Tommy got into the habit of resting for 10 minutes at the bunker and 20 minutes down by the stream before setting off one way or the other.

Tommy was back in the bunker at lunch time, and the cooks gave him regular rations, the same as the troops were being given. He listened in as Audrey and Eileen discussed the exercise. Apparently, the communications and logistics were working well, but there was no sign of any infiltrators yet.

A lot of water had been used over the lunch period, so the cooks asked Tommy to resume collecting water. He was happy to do so and loved the feeling of the breeze blowing into his face.

He reached the stream and filled his four-pint container. Then he heard a loud bang and instinctively turned to face the direction he thought it came from. There was another loud bang. It sounded quite some distance away. He stayed still for several minutes, listening, but there were no more bangs. Tommy didn’t know what to make of it. He knew the troops were here on an exercise but hadn’t been told anything else. He set off back to the bunker.

Ten minutes later, he stopped. The path he was walking was starting to go down hill. He knew it was up hill all the way to the bunker except for the last 100 yards which was level. There was certainly no down slope. He realised he had taken a wrong turn. He stopped for a few moments wondering what to do, then decided to make a U-turn and try to get back to the stream. If he couldn’t orient himself once there, he would just wait until someone came to find him. He had just turned when there was a loud bang right next to him. He froze.

“Stop there, boy.”

He felt hands grabbing him and realised there were two of them. Before he could say anything, he was blindfolded and gagged, and his hands were zip tied behind his back. He was then pulled along for what seemed like almost an hour.

Eventually, he was pushed into a vehicle of some kind, which then set off along a road. The journey seemed to take another half an hour. The vehicle stopped and he was taken into a building of some kind. There were a lot of voices and the sound of radio traffic.

It sounded exactly like the command bunker. Except, Tommy didn’t recognize any of the voices. Tommy was manhandled into a room and held. He felt his blindfold and gag being removed and then heard another person enter the room.

“We got another one, Major Keira.”

“So, I see. So, what’s the story?”

“OP delta alerted us, and when we got there, they pointed out the infiltrator. We could see him through binoculars, but he hadn’t seen us. We set off in pursuit, but when we got nearer, he must have heard us. We lobbed a couple of flash-bangs to try to chase him towards us, but it didn’t work and he ran off away from us and we gave chase. After about 15 minutes we’d lost him and were about to turn back because we had crossed well into the DLI’s zone, but just then we ran into this one.”

“Oh, so this isn’t the one you were originally after?”

“No, Major, we just got a lucky break.”

“And you picked him up in the DLI’s zone?”

“Yes, Major.”

A big grin spread over Major Keira’s face. She loved the idea of getting one over on their rivals in the DLI.

“Ok, well done girls. See if you can get the code word.”

“Yes, Major.”

The major left and one of the girls spoke to Tommy.

“Number, boy?”

“8805, Mistress.”

“What’s your code word, boy?”

“Code word, Mistress?”

“Don’t play games, boy. You either give it to us now, or we’ll whip it out of you.”

“I don’t know any code word, Mistress.”

“Ok, if that’s the way you want it.”

They dragged him outside to their interrogation area. Tommy’s ears pricked up as he heard the sound of a whip and then a scream.

Swish. Crack! “Aaargh. Please, no more, I’ll talk.”

“So, talk then. What’s the code word, boy?”

“It’s ‘Eugene’, Mistress.”

There was a short period of silence and then.

“Yes, Eugene’s on the list. Take him down, Carrie.”

One of Tommy’s girls spoke.

“How many lashes did he take, Carrie?”

“Oh, hi Zuri. Seven. It’s the new record. Is this another one?”

“Yes. Seven to beat then. Watch this.”

When the previous boy was out of the way, Tommy was moved over. His hands were freed and then he was stripped. His wrists and ankles were shackled to ropes. Then the wrist ropes tightened and he was hauled off the ground with his arms pulled apart. He felt himself swaying slightly and realised they had hung him from a tree branch. Then he felt his legs being pulled apart and heard banging as the end of his ankle ropes were staked to the ground using tent pegs.

“Right boy, if you don’t give me the code word now, you’ll feel my whip. What is it?”

“But I don’t know any code word, Mistress.”

“Seven to beat, Zuri. Give it to him!”

Swish. Crack! “Aaargh.” Swish. Crack! “Aaargh.” Swish. Crack! “Aaargh.”

Zuri gave Tommy three full strength lashes. Tommy screamed with pain.

“Well, boy, ready to talk?”

“Please, Mistress, I don’t know any code word.”

Swish. Crack! “Aaargh.” Swish. Crack! “Aaargh.”

Tommy screamed again and began sobbing.

“Talk boy. You don’t need to suffer like this. Just give me the code word.”

Tommy just sobbed.

“Last chance to beat the record, Zara!” said Carrie.

Zara wound herself up and put absolutely everything into her next lash.

Swish. Crack! “Aaaaaaaaaaaaargh.”

“Please, Mistress Zara, no more.”

Zara thought he was ready to talk and a big grin spread across her face.

“Ok, boy what’s the code word.”

“Eugene, Mistress.” It was worth a try.

The grin disappeared from Zara’s face.

“Oh, we’ve got a comedian, have we? Well let’s see how funny you find this.”

Swish. Crack! “Aaargh.” Swish. Crack! “Aaargh.” Swish. Crack! “Aaargh.”

Swish. Crack! “Aaargh.” Swish. Crack! “Aaargh.” Swish. Crack! “Aaargh.”

“That’s 12, Zara.” Said Carrie.

“Talk, boy!”

Tommy just kept sobbing.

Swish. Crack! “Aaargh.” Swish. Crack! “Aaargh.” Swish. Crack! “Aaargh.”

Swish. Crack! “Aaargh.” Swish. Crack! “Aaargh.” Swish. Crack! “Aaargh.”

“Hey, Zara. Is that 8805?”

“Yes.” replied Zara. “Why?”

“Major Keira says to cut him down and bring him back.”

“What about the code word?”

“I don’t know.”

They got him down and dragged him back into the command bunker. Tommy couldn’t walk.

“Major Keira, here’s 8805. I’m sorry but we weren’t able to get the code word out of him.”

“Don’t worry, Zara. There’s been a mix up. 8805 here isn’t an infiltrator. Apparently, he’s the DLI’s comfort boy.”

“Oh, sorry Major.”

Zara was secretly pleased, as it meant that she hadn’t failed to get the code word, since he didn’t know one, and it didn’t count as a failed attempt to break Carrie’s record.

“Not to worry. Get the scout car and take him to the DLI bunker.”

“Yes, Major.”

They got Tommy dressed and half an hour later he arrived back at the DLI’s command bunker. On the way in, he heard whipping and screaming. It’s seemed the DLI had also caught an infiltrator.

His back was badly welted and was bleeding in places. Major Audrey took one look at him then said:

“Tell Mary to clean him up. Then put him on the next supply truck back to Diana.”

“Yes, Major.”

Tommy was taken into another room.

“Mary, we’ve got Tommy back, but he’s been badly whipped. They thought he was an infiltrator.”

“Ok, lay him down here.”

Mary began dabbing away the blood and then started applying lotion to the welts. While she was working, another boy was brought in.

“Here’s the infiltrator, Mary. Silly boy took six lashes before he told us the code word.”

“Ok, Rosie, I’ll look at him next.”

Mary kept working on Tommy’s back.

“Damn. Wait there, Tommy, I need more lotion and some plasters from the storeroom.”

“Yes, Mistress Mary.”

She went off to the storeroom.

“Tommy!”

“Who’s that?”

“It’s Bobby.”

“Bobby! What are you doing here?”

“I’m with the awkward squad. We’ve been brought in to try to infiltrate the defence lines. But I got caught.”

“Who else is here?”

“Jake.”

“Anyone else?”

“Not from the militia, no.”

“So, what happened to you all?”

“Well, we went through slave training and then we thought we would all be auctioned off but we weren’t. I guess they didn’t totally trust us. So, we were all kept as state slaves and sent to the Civil Works Department and used as a work gang, digging ditches and building roads.”

“Yes, I met Jake when he was working on the northern coast road.”

“Yes, we were all there, but we went on strike because of the working conditions.”

“Yes, I heard about that. Then what?”

“Apparently, the Civil Works Dept said they couldn’t use us, so we were sent back to the DST in Victoria. Me and Jake were then transferred into the awkward squad. We’re used as ‘enemy’ troops and infiltrators to train the Queendom army. But what about you, Tommy?”

“I’m owned by the Diana Light Infantry, and . . .”

“Quiet. No talking.”

Mary walked back into the room. She finished cleaning up Tommy’s back and stuck plasters on where the skin had ruptured.

“Ok, Tommy, you’ll do. You’re going back to Diana on the next truck. Go and wait outside.”

“Yes, Mistress Mary.”

Tommy arrived back in Diana two days later. He soon recovered and got back to his normal routine.

Monday 2 January 95

About six weeks later, the news broke that Major Audrey was being promoted to Colonel and being transferred to General Headquarters in Victoria. The girls once again set about polishing and cleaning everything in sight. Their new commander, Major Mckenzie, would take over in a week. There would be a parade and an inspection.

Tommy had an easy week; the girls were all too tired and worn out every day to even think about enjoying Tommy in the evening. Major Audrey was given a send-off on the Friday, but Tommy wasn’t involved. But Tommy was touched when Audrey came to say goodbye and even gave him a peck on the cheek.

Monday 9 January 95

The following week, the new commander arrived. Sgt Eileen greeted her and they took up positions on the parade ground to review the troops. The girls marched up and down and paraded perfectly. Then Major Mckenzie and Sgt Eileen walked up and down the ranks. Mckenzie inspected her troops and made small talk with a few of them. Then the troops were dismissed back to their rooms, and the Major began her inspection of the garrison and its grounds. She smiled when she noticed the muddy patches that had been painted green. She had been an ordinary soldier herself once and knew all the tricks.

When she came to Tommy’s room she looked inside and saw Tommy standing at attention exactly as Eileen had instructed him.

“Who is this boy?” asked the Major.

“This is Tommy, our comfort boy.” replied Eileen.

“I don’t want males in my regiment. They’re a security risk. Get rid of him.”

“Yes, Major.”
They moved on. Later that day, Mary came to see Tommy. Tommy was a bit upset.

“Mistress Mary, what’s going to happen to me?”

“I’m sorry, Tommy, but the new commander doesn’t want boys in her regiment, so you’ll have to move on.”

“Where will I go, Mistress Mary?”

“We’ll pass the word around, Tommy, and try to get you a transfer within the army. There are 12 regiments now, I’m sure we’ll find one that would be happy to take you. We’ll give you a good write up, Tommy.”

“Thank you, Mistress Mary.”

Tuesday 10 January 95

The following day in the afternoon, Tommy got permission to go into town. He needed to get some air, so he headed off to Lucy’s to get a coffee.

“There you go, Tommy.”

“Thank you, Mistress Lucy.”

Tommy wandered back towards the garrison, sipping his coffee, wondering what would become of him. He liked it in Diana, he knew where things were, and was well known about town. As if to prove the point, someone spoke to him.

“Good afternoon, Tommy.”

Tommy recognized the voice of one of the town’s police officers.

“Good afternoon, Officer Kyra.”

Tommy wondered whether he would ever see his sister Sarah again, or his mates from the militia, or Clare. Did Clare still want him? He had not seen her for more than a year now. Maybe she had moved on.

Suddenly, Tommy realised that with all his daydreaming, he had lost track of where he was. He wasn’t sure whether to keep going or turn round and go back. He remembered his training. He remembered what Beth had told him. So, he stopped and kneeled down and raised a hand and waited.

He thought he heard two people walk past him but neither of them spoke to him. He remembered that he was allowed to call for help after a certain amount of time, but he couldn’t remember how long. No matter, nobody else would know how long he’d been waiting. Tommy was getting really stressed. He felt so utterly helpless. He decided to call for help next time he heard someone nearby.

After about 10 minutes, he heard someone walking nearby.

“Please, Mistress, I need help. Please help me.”

Whoever it was just walked by. Tommy was gutted. He wondered if he would just have to stay here until the garrison missed him and sent out some girls to look for him.

But 5 minutes later, Tommy heard another person approaching. Before he had the chance to call for help, he heard a voice.

“Tommy! Are you ok?”

Tommy recognized the voice.

“Mandy! Thank you for coming.”

“Stand up, Tommy.”

Tommy stood up and suddenly he felt Mandy take him in her arms and give him a big hug.

“Are you lost, Tommy?”

Tommy welled up but just managed to control himself.

“I was daydreaming, Mistress Mandy, and lost track of where I am.”

“You’ve gone way past the garrison, Tommy. Come on, I’ll escort you.”

“Thank you, Mistress Mandy.”

Ten minutes later, they arrived at the garrison. Olivia was on sentry duty.

“Guard, I’ve found some lost property that belongs to you.”

“Thank you, maam. Did you get lost, Tommy?”

“Yes, Mistress Olivia. Sorry, Mistress.”

Tommy went in and found his way to his room. Shortly after, Mary came to see him.

“Tommy, Major Keira of the King George Volunteers is coming to see you tomorrow. She may be interested in taking you on. She’ll probably want to try you out, so be sure to show her a good time.”

“Yes, Mistress Mary.”

Wednesday 11 January 95

The following day, Rosie and Charlie collected Tommy and took him to the showers and cleaned him all over and washed his hair. They made sure he was absolutely spotless. They didn’t want to leave anything to chance. They shaved him, combed his hair and sprinkled some aftershave on him. Then they took him to the punishment room. Major Keira wants you shackled, Tommy. They shoved a pillow under his bottom and then shackled his wrists and ankles to the corner tethers and pressed a button on the remote control to tighten them. Tommy was drawn out into a spread-eagle position. Then they draped a dressing gown over him and left.

“Major Keira should be here shortly, Tommy.”

Fifteen minutes later, Keira arrived.

“Hello, Tommy.”

“Hello, Mistress Keira.”

“Do you remember me, Tommy? From the bunker?”

“Yes, Mistress Keira.”

“Good boy. Well, let’s see what you’ve got.”

She whipped the dressing gown off him.

“Nice.”

She got partially undressed. She was still wearing a black panties, black stockings and a black bra.

She climbed onto the bed from the side facing Tommy’s waist and began stroking Tommy’s upper thighs, but after a short time she began drumming her fingers on the inside of his thighs before moving up to and over his balls and cock and on towards his belly button and then his chest.

“What a nice body you’ve got, Tommy.”

“Thank you, Mistress Keira.”

Then her hands stroked his chest and then the sides of his waist, before she leaned over him and kissed and then licked one of his nipples. She then moved down and grabbed his balls in a cupped hand and kissed the side of his cock. After she had kissed and licked it for a few minutes, she climbed up and sat on his waist. She leaned forward and her tits, still in her bra, draped one on each side of his face. She then sat up and rocked back and forwards, her panty covered pussy brushing over his cock.

She then climbed off again and went back to her side facing position. She leaned down and gripped the base of his shaft. Her lips engulfed his cock. She slid her lips up and down his cock, from his helmet down to her hand. Up and down went her lips, while her tongue toyed with his sensitive bell end in her mouth. Every now and then her lips would pause when most of his cock was inside her, and she would give it a powerful suck, then she would return to her up and down motion.

She sat up and wanked his cock with her hand for a time, while looking at him to check his reaction. She kissed his belly just above his cock, then took him in her mouth again. Her lips moved up and down more slowly this time. She removed her hand from the base of his shaft and used it to tickle his balls instead, while still moving her lips up and down his shaft.

Then she got up and removed her panties and then sat astride his chest, facing his cock. She leaned down, but before she engulfed him again, she said:

“Lick me, Tommy.”

She grasped the middle of his shaft, and her lips gripped his cock once more, this time moving up and down very rapidly on just the top third.

Meanwhile, Tommy’s tongue located her pussy, quickly pushed its way between her flaps, and pushed into her moistened minge. Tommy decided on the spiral tongue technique. It seemed to work well on fannies that had lost some of their tightness. He formed his tongue into a spiral and tried to expand the diameter as much as possible, resulting in pressure on the walls of her vagina that got Keira excited. He then began to rapidly thrust his tongue in and out of her stretchy hole. Keira loved the feeling as he rapidly reamed her stretchy love hole.

Her juices began to flow, dripping straight into Tommy’s gaping mouth. She climbed off him to one side, still with his cock in her mouth, one hand gripping his shaft and the other resting on his chest. Then the hand on his shaft moved to his thigh and was replaced by the one from his chest. She took his cock out of her mouth and began tracing her tongue up and down its length instead.

She climbed back on him once again, this time facing his head. She reached down to grab his cock and guided it into her love tunnel while lowering herself down onto him. She took her bra off and dropped it on the floor. She began rocking backward and forwards on his cock, and leaned forward, her tits dangling near his chin. Thanks to his extended tongue, they were well within range, and his tongue soon located her hard nipples and began toying with first one and then the other.

She bent down almost flat so she could kiss him on his forehead. His cock plopped out and then nestled in her arse crack. She moved her hips up and down. She liked the feeling of his cock between her arse cheeks. She kissed him full on the lips, her arms resting on the bed on each side of his head.

Then she scooted back a bit and by moving her hips she managed to get his cock back into her woman hole without using her hands. She then began to move up and down on it.

Her knees and lower legs had been on the floor at the sides of Tommy’s thighs, but now she got up on to her feet so that she could squat ride him with her hands resting on his chest. She began bouncing up and down on his cock, raising herself up until his cock was almost free, then dropping back down until her arse bounced off his thighs. She looked down so she could see his cock disappearing inside of her.

After a while she leaned back, moving her hands off his chest and behind her onto his thighs. She continued bouncing up and down. Tired of the effort, she kneeled down once again and moved her hands back to his chest. She alternated between bouncing up and down and sitting down but sliding backwards and forwards. As she got more excited, she leaned forward more, moving her hands off his chest and onto the bed at the side of his head. Her tits flopped onto his chest and bounced up and down on him due to her hip movements.

She was getting closer and sat up straight on his cock. Her hands moved behind her onto his thighs once again. Her bouncing thrusts became faster but shorter and she began to cry out:

“Yes, yes, yes, yes, yes, yeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeees!”

She relaxed, and after a minute she climbed off him and put a dressing gown on.

“That was excellent, Tommy.”

She left to have a shower.

Soon Rosie and Charlie returned.

“Everything ok, Tommy?” asked Rosie, looking at Tommy’s erect cock.

“Yes, Mistress Rosie.”

“Did she let you come, Tommy?”

“No, Mistress Rosie.”

“When was the last time, Tommy?”

“Several weeks ago, Mistress Rosie.”

Rosie looked at Charle and nodded.

They got down one on each side of the bed and approached Tommy’s cock.

Rosie gripped the base of his shaft and held it upright, while Charlie held his balls in a cupped hand and gently fondled them.

They then both leaned in and touched their tongues on to his cock and began licking and kissing his shaft in unison. Up and down, they went, while they tickled his shaft and his balls with their hands.

“Come for us, Tommy.” said Rosie.

“Yes, Tommy, show us what you’ve got.” added Charlie.

After a few moments, both girls could feel Tommy’s cock start to flex, and Charlie could feel his balls trembling. His cock put on another half inch and then suddenly Tommy couldn’t hold back any longer.

Three giant spurts of man milk shot from the end of his cock straight up into the air. The girls momentarily stopped licking and glanced up to see how high his jizz would go. Of course, it rapidly fell back. It landed on both girls and all over Tommy’s belly just above his cock. When his after drips had finished, Charlie leaned down and sucked his cock clean.

They then both stood up and released Tommy from the shackles.

“Come on.” said Rosie. “Let’s get you into the shower.”

Thursday 12 January 95

The next day, Mary spoke to Tommy.

“Well done, Tommy. Major Keira was impressed. She’s agreed to take you on as comfort boy for the King George Volunteers. She’ll be here on Monday.”

“Yes, Mistress Mary.”

“We’ll all miss you, Tommy.”


Chapter 6 - The Mount Vernon Mountain Infantry

Monday 16 January 95

On Monday morning, all the girls of the Diana Light Infantry came to say goodbye to Tommy. They all gave him a goodbye kiss.

Mary and Rosie waited with Tommy in the common room. About 10:00, they heard a car arrive. Rosie went to the window and looked out.

“It’s a staff car.”

Then a few seconds later.

“Yes, it’s Major Keira.”

Mary and Rosie both went to Tommy to give him a final hug. But then they heard another car. Rosie went to the window again.

“It’s another staff car. Perhaps she’s brought some more staff with her.”

Then a few seconds later.

“It’s another officer. Oh, it’s a Major, but I don’t recognize her. I wonder who it is.”

They heard loud voices for a few minutes but then things quietened down. They expected Major Keira to appear at any moment, probably escorted by Sgt Eileen. But after half an hour, there was no sign of them.

Eventually, Sgt Eileen appeared.

“What’s happening, Eileen?” asked Mary.

“It seems there’s been a change of plan. Tommy’s not going to the KGV after all. It looks like he’ll be going to the MVMI.”

“What’s that, Eileen? I’ve never heard of them.”

“It’s a new regiment that was only formed in April last year. The Mount Vernon Mountain Infantry. That second staff car contained their commander, Major Keisha. I know her, she was my commander when I was in the Victoria Volunteers, before I was promoted and transferred to the DLI.”

“Is Major Keira ok with this?”

“She wasn’t happy, but General Michaela has said he goes to the MVMI.”

Tommy wasn’t sure why they were fighting over him, but his ears pricked up when he heard he was going to the MVMI, even though he had never heard of them either. He had already decided that when he got to Mount Vernon, he would ask permission to see his sister and Clare.

They heard a car start up. Rosie looked out of the window.

“Major Keira is leaving.”

Just then, Major Mckenzie and Major Keisha entered the common room with another girl that Tommy hadn’t seen before.

“This is Tommy, Keisha.”

“Hello, Tommy, I am Major Keisha from the Mount Vernon Mountain Infantry. You’ve been transferred to us.”

“Yes, Mistress Keira.”

“This is Kate my driver and assistant, Tommy. Kate, take him and put him in the car.”

“Yes, Major.”

“I’ll bring his stuff.” said Charlie and went to pick up Tommy’s two bags. But before she could, Rosie grabbed one of them.

“I’ll take this one.” she said.

Rosie, Charlie, Kate and Tommy then all left the room leaving Mckenzie, Keisha and Eileen still talking to each other.

Tommy’s bags were placed in the car’s trunk. Kate opened the front passenger door.

“In you get, Tommy.”

“Just a minute.” said Rosie.

She rushed up and gave Tommy one last hug and a kiss on the mouth. Charlie waited patiently in line to do the same. Kate stood looking down slightly with a smile on her face.

Then Tommy got in.

“Goodbye, Tommy.” said Rosie and Charlie.

“Goodbye, Mistress Rosie, Mistress Charlie.”

Rosie and Charlie went away. Charlie had tears in her eyes.

Major Keisha turned up and Kate opened the door for her to get into the back seat.

“Let’s go, Kate, we’ve got a long journey ahead of us. What time is it?”

“It’s 12:05, Major.”

“Ok, we’ve got overnight accommodation in St Agnes. We should be there about 17:30.”

They arrived in St Agnes at 17:38 and parked up behind the hotel. They entered and walked to the reception desk, Kate leading Tommy by the hand.

Major Keisha spoke: “Major Keisha’s party. Two rooms for tonight.”

“Yes Major. Rooms 104 and 105. Boy! Take their bags.”

Major Keisha had one room and Kate the other. Tommy had the slave’s cot in Kate’s room. After they had got settled in and showered, they all headed down to the hotel restaurant. The Major decided they would all eat together as it was too much trouble to organise something separate for Tommy.

“Good evening. My name is Linda. How can I help?” asked the attendant. She wasn’t sure what Keisha’s rank was.

“Good evening, Linda. Major Keisha and party. A table for three, please.”

“Is that for three ladies?” asked Linda, nervously.

“No, it’s for the three of us.”

“I’m sorry, but we can’t serve the boy in the restaurant. I’d be happy to take him to the slave waiting area for you.”

“No, he stays with us.” said the Major.

“If you would just wait here for a moment, I’ll need to clear it with the manageress.”

“Fine.”

Two minutes later, the manageress appeared.

“Hello, Major Keisha. I am Alana, the manageress of this hotel. How can I help you?”

“We would like a table for 3 please. The boy here is army property and we’re on our way from Diana to Mount Vernon under orders from General Michaela of the High Command.”

The name dropping had the desired effect and they were soon all seated at a table.

“What do you fancy, Tommy.” whispered Kate.

“Please order for me, Mistress Kate.”

“Very well. Good boy, Tommy.”

They all had soup of the day and crusty bread as a starter, and salmon fillets on crushed new potatoes with broccoli for their main. It was the best food Tommy had had for over a year. He didn’t understand why they were treating him so well. Perhaps it was because, as they said, just too much trouble to make separate arrangements for him.

Tuesday 17 January 95

After a good night’s sleep and a cooked breakfast, they set off again at 09:30 the next morning. At 14:30 they arrived at Mount Vernon. They went inside and Tommy was led to a comfy armchair and told to sit down.

“Wait there, Tommy. The sergeant will want a word with you.”

A few minutes later, Tommy heard someone enter the room.

“Tommy!”

“Sarah?”

“Stand up, Tommy.”

Tommy stood up and Sarah immediately embraced him and kissed him on the forehead.

“Sarah, I’ve missed you so much.”

“And I’ve missed you too, Tommy.”

“How did you get her so soon, Sarah?”

“I knew you were coming, Tommy, and I knew roughly what time you would get here.”

“I was going to ask to see you, Sarah. I wasn’t sure if they would let me. How long have we got?”

“What do you mean, Tommy?”

“Their sergeant will be here soon. She might tell you to leave.”

“She won’t, Tommy, believe me.”

“How can you be so sure, Sarah,”

“Because I’m the sergeant, Tommy. I’m Sgt Sarah, second in command of the Mount Vernon Mountain Infantry. Major Keisha helped me, Tommy. We’ve pulled strings to get you here.”

“Sarah. I don’t know what to say. Thank you . . . “

Tommy was close to breaking down.

“Shhh. Tommy. How have they been treating you?”

“Very well, Sarah.”

“Nevertheless, I want to get you checked out. Come with me, Tommy.”

“Where are we, Sarah?”

“This is what used to be Militia HQ, Tommy. But it’s been extended, there are more offices, and there’s on-site accommodation for the troops now. I’ll take you around later if you like, but for now, come with me to the sick bay, I want to get you checked out.”

“Ok, Sarah.”

After a few minutes, they entered the sick bay. Tommy could tell by the medical smells.

“This boy needs a quick check up.”

There was no reply, but Tommy could hear someone quickly approaching. Then Tommy felt a women wrap her arms around him and pull him in towards her. He wondered what was going on. Suddenly he felt lips on his. Someone briefly kissed him and then cried out:

“Tommy!”

“Clare? Is that really you?”

“Yes, my darling it is. I’ve missed you so much.”

She gave him a much longer kiss. He put his hands around her and pulled her in tightly. Then one hand moved up to her head, and he stroked her hair. She stopped kissing him and he heard noises and realised she was weeping. He pulled her head into his shoulder and held her tightly and kissed the top of her head.

“Come into the common room, you two. Let’s take some time to relax.”

They all went into the troops common room and sat down. Sarah got them all mugs of tea.

“Are you in the army as well, Clare?” asked Tommy.

“Yes, Tommy, I’m a combat medic, but I only signed up for one year, starting from March 1 last year. So, I’ve only got six weeks to go. After that I’ve got a job in the clinic here in MV.”

“I’m staying on.” said Sarah. “I’ve decided I want a career in the army.”

“So, what happened? How did you come to join the army?”

“We didn’t really join; we just didn’t leave.” said Clare.

“What do you mean?” asked Tommy.

“The MVMI is just the old Mount Vernon Militia, but with a different name.”

“I thought the militia got disbanded when the Queendom took over?”

“No, all males were dismissed but it wasn’t disbanded. Technically, it still existed but with just me, Sarah, Katie and Beth. Then in February, they said it would be converted into the MVMI and asked if we wanted to stay in or leave. We all stayed. Major Keisha, the CO, was brought in from Victoria, but all the troops are local volunteers.”

“Sarah . . .”

“Yes, Tommy?”

“Have you heard from any of the boys? The boys from the militia?”

“Yes, Tommy. We’ve managed to get most of them back.”

“Ryan? Mark?”

“They came them back last month.” said Clare.

“Jake?”

“No. Not Jake. Jake and Bobby are the last two. We’ve not been able to locate them.” said Sarah.

“I’ve seen Jake. Earlier this year he was part of a construction crew working on the St Peter to King George highway. And I met Bobby on an army exercise, he said he was in a group known as the ‘awkward squad’ and he said Jake was with him. He said they were used as enemy troops on exercises.”

“That’s great, I’ll let Keisha know. That could be a great help. Thanks, Tommy.”

“Sarah, what do you mean when you say you’ve got them back? What have you been doing?”

“We’ve got money, Tommy. The MV Community Fund was set up nearly a year ago, originally to build a war memorial. All the locals have contributed. We’ve been using it to buy the boys back whenever we can, and occasionally we’ve used it to bribe officials. And with the help of Major Keisha, we’ve been pulling strings in the army as well. And to be fair, the Duchess of Green Bay has also helped.”

Tommy broke down. For a year he had thought he and the boys had been forgotten or abandoned, but all the time the girls of Mount Vernon had been working tirelessly to get them all back.

Sarah and Clare hugged him.

“We may be part of the Queendom now, Tommy, but in MV, we look after our own.”

Just then, Katie and Beth came rushing in. The news of Tommy’s arrival had spread.

“Tommy! You’re back!” cried Katie.

Tommy hugged each of them in turn.

“What’s going to happen to me now, Sarah?”

“For the time being, Tommy, you’re army property, and we’ll get you new T-shirts with MVMI on them. But we have plans, so don’t worry.”

“Will I live here on the base, Sarah, or can I go home with you?”

Clare embraced Tommy and then answered his question.

“Neither, Tommy, I’m taking you home with me.”

Tuesday 17 January 95

The next day, Clare brought Tommy back to Army HQ. Tommy asked them to teach him some routes in town so he could run errands and feel useful.

“Of course, Tommy, but don’t get too comfortable here. On Thursday, you’re off to Victoria.”

“Why, Sarah?”

“We’re taking you to Victoria General Hospital. They have an eye specialist there, and they’ll do an exploratory to find out what the problem is and whether it can be fixed.”

“But, Sarah, that will be expensive. How can we afford it?”

“It will be paid for out of the Community Fund, Tommy. We still have 265,000 credits. We’ll leave on Thursday.”

“Yes, Sarah.”

Thursday 19 January 95

Sarah, Katie and Tommy left MV at 08:00 on the daily long-distance coach to Victoria. With stops along the way, and a lunch break in St Agnes, the journey took 11 hours, arriving in Victoria at 19:05. They made their way to the Gardenia Hotel and checked in. They had a twin room, Sarah and Katie got the beds and Tommy made do with the slave cot.

Friday 20 January 95

Early the next day, they arrived at the reception desk at the General Hospital.

“Good morning, ladies. My name is Alice; how can I help you?”

“Good morning, Alice. I am Sgt Sarah and this is Trooper Katie; we’re from the Mount Vernon Mountain Infantry. This is 8805, he’s booked in for an exploratory today.”

Alice checked her records and confirmed the appointment.

“Is the Army paying for the operation?” asked Alice, sceptically.

“No, it’s being paid for privately out of the Mount Vernon Community Fund. I am an executor authorized to make payments.”

“Very good. If you could transfer 10,000 credits to this account.”

“Of course.”

After the formalities, they were led to a private room. Tommy got gawped at by nurses and patients alike. It was very unusual for a male to be treated at General. A male orderly brought them some tea and biscuits and they waited. Tommy told them some stories about his time with the DLI.

Early in the afternoon, a nurse looked in.

“I’m Nurse Vanessa. Could you get the boy undressed please, and then into this gown?”

“Of course, Vanessa.”

Sarah and Katie got Tommy undressed and into the green gown they had been given, and then ten minutes later, the nurse was back, this time accompanied by an orderly with a gurney.

“Get on the gurney, boy.”

Tommy climbed on and the orderly wheeled him away.

An hour later, Vanessa and the orderly brought Tommy back. His eyes looked sore and he wasn’t fully conscious.

“He’s going to feel a bit bruised for the next couple of days and he’ll probably have painful headaches. Try not to let him rub his eyes. Take these pills, give him two if he complains of bad headaches or if he persistently rubs his eyes, but no more than four doses per day. By Monday he should be back to normal.”

“Thanks, Vanessa.”

“You’re welcome. The surgeon will be with you shortly.”

Vanessa left with the orderly.

Just 10 minutes later, a woman in surgeon’s garb entered the room.

“Sarah and Katie?” she asked.

“Yes, that’s right.” replied Sarah.

“I am Surgeon Sydney. I performed the exploratory on 8805. We had a good look at him. When did his vision fail?”

“Just over a year ago.” replied Sarah.

“And did it gradually fail or was it sudden?”

“It was gradual at first, his vision became intermittent over a period of time, and the periods of blindness gradually got longer and more frequent. But then his vision failed altogether.”

“I see, and that sudden loss of vision, was that caused by a particular event, maybe connected with his injuries? He’s got a scar on his face, and we’ve detected metal fragments.”

“Yes, it was.”

“And what event was that?”

“He was in the Mount Vernon Militia at the Battle of Mount Vernon and got caught by the blast from a frag grenade.”

“Do you think the grenade blast cause his blindness, Sydney?” asked Katie.

“No, his vision problem looks natural, but the grenade blast certainly made it worse.”

“Can it be fixed?” asked Sarah.

“I believe so, but I’m afraid it wouldn’t be economical. He would need an optic nerve by-pass. If it was successful, and there’s no reason to think it wouldn’t be, his vision would be fully restored.”

“And how much would it cost?”

“We would have to charge 250,000 credits. I’m so sorry, I realise that makes it uneconomical, but it is a very lengthy and complicated operation.”

“And if we decided to go ahead, when could it be done?”

“You mean you’re considering it? You could buy two replacements for that money and still have credits left over!”

“Yes, we realise that, but we would like to keep our options open for now.”

“Ok, give me a minute, I’ll have to fetch the schedule, I didn’t bring it as I assumed you wouldn’t be going ahead with the operation.”

Sydney went off to get her schedule.

“Tommy, are you ok?” asked Katie. Tommy was gradually coming round but he wasn’t coherent yet.

Sydney came back.

“I could fit him in on Sunday, if you really wanted to go ahead.”

“Thank you, Sydney. Pencil him in and we’ll phone back later today to confirm.”

“Very well.”

They all left the hospital and made their way back to the hotel.

Sarah called Katie and Beth back at MV to discuss today’s events and very quickly they agreed to go ahead with the operation. Sarah phoned the hospital to confirm. Tommy was overjoyed when he heard he would be having an operation and especially when he heard that the surgeon was confident of success.

Saturday 21 January 95

But the next day, Sarah got a call from Clare at Mount Vernon. Tommy was just about awake and heard Sarah’s side of the conversation.

“Hi, Clare, what’s up?”

“That’s great. So, are they both owned by the army?”

“Oh, the Defence Ministry?”

“So, can we get them back?”

“Shit. We’ve got, what, 255,000 in the bank? Is that right?”

“So, we either get Tommy fixed or we get Jake and Bobby back.”

“Is there a time scale on Jake and Bobby?”

“I see. I’ll discuss it with Katie and then call you back. But I’m already thinking we’ll have to delay Tommy’s operation while we raise more cash.”

Sarah discussed it with Katie, and they agreed they would have to delay Tommy’s operation until they had raised more credit. They would leave for MV tomorrow morning. They discussed whether to launch a special appeal for funds when they got back or just wait for the fund to creep up naturally.

Tommy had a raging migraine and didn’t speak, but he got the gist of what was said. He was disappointed that he would not be getting his vision back soon, but he fully agreed with the decision and was looking forward to meeting up with Jake and Bobby again.

Later in the evening, Clare called Sarah once again. Tommy was fast asleep.

“Hi Clare.”

“Really? Are you sure we are allowed to do that?”

“That’s fantastic. But I hope Keisha doesn’t get into trouble because of this.”

“Ok, I’ll call the hospital and let them know.”

“Bye, Clare.”

Sarah explained the news to Katie who was looking at her open mouthed.

Sunday 22 January 95

The next day when they woke up, they found Tommy moaning. He had another bad migraine and kept trying to rub his eyes.

“Let’s sedate him. He’s going to be out of it most of the day anyway.” said Katie.

“Ok.” said Sarah.

They gave him two pills and a glass of water.

“Swallow these, Tommy.”

Tommy swallowed them. He was looking forward to getting back to MV.

An hour later, Sarah and Katie and a very groggy Tommy were in the hospital reception once again.

“Good morning, Alice. Sgt Sarah and Trooper Katie again with 8805, for an optic nerve by-pass this time.”

Alice checked her records and confirmed the appointment, then looked up, surprised that anyone would spend 250,000 credits for an operation on a boy.

“It’s 250,000 credits. Is your fund paying again?”

“No, not this time. Charge it to the Mount Vernon Mountain Infantry, Mount Vernon township, Duchy of Green Bay.”

“The army’s paying?”

“Yes, that’s right.”

“Very well.”

They were led to the same private room as before. After a short time, Nurse Vanessa came in.

“Hello again, ladies.”

“Hi, Vanessa.”

“If you could get him into the gown, please.”

“Of course.”

Fifteen minutes later, Vanessa was back with the orderly.

“The surgeon is ready for him now.”

They got Tommy onto the gurney. Tommy suddenly became aware of where he was.

“Where am I? No, Sarah, please. Don’t.”

“Why, whatever’s the matter, Tommy?”

“Please, Sarah. Jake. Bobby.”

“He’s just a bit delirious, it’s probably the result of all the sedatives. He’ll be fine.” said Vanessa.

The operation took four hours. When he was brought back, his had shallow metal cups bandage over his eyes.

“They’re to stop him involuntarily rubbing his eyes.” explained Vanessa.

“So, did it work?” asked Sarah.

“You won’t know for a while. But there’s nothing more we can do.”

“So, can we take him away now?”

“Yes, of course. Keep the bandages on for another day and make sure he doesn’t try to take them off to rub his eyes. But yes, he’s good to go.”

They went back to the hotel and got their gear and checked out. Then they headed for the station. They would get a train to St Agnes. Clare had got permission to use Keisha’s staff car and would meet them there.

Five hours later, they met Clare and went for some lunch in St Agnes, then another five hours later, they finally arrived back in MV. They decided to keep Tommy in the sick bay at Army HQ overnight, where he could be monitored. Clare went home to get some rest, although she didn’t get much sleep. She spent all night worrying. Had the operation been a success or not?
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The next morning, the moment arrived when they would remove Tommy’s bandages.

“Ok, here we go.” said Clare as she began unwinding the white cloth strips.

The metal cups fell off revealing Tommy’s eyes. They looked sore. Sarah noticed Tommy squint due to the sudden light.

“That’s a good sign.” she thought.

“Tommy?” asked Clare.

She moved round in front of him to peer into his eyes. Tommy’s eyes immediately latched onto hers and she knew he could see.

“Clare!”

It was all Tommy could utter before he burst into tears and reached out to put his arms around her. She did likewise and they hugged each other and sobbed with happiness for the next five minutes.

Then they parted and Tommy did the same with Sarah, and then with Beth and Katie.

But Tommy looked sad.

“What’s the matter, Tommy? You look a bit upset.”

“I heard you on the phone, Sarah. I feel so selfish. You should have brought Jake and Bobby back.”

Sarah grabbed Tommy again.

“Tommy, it’s ok, I promise.”

“But Sarah . . .”

Just then Jake and Bobby walked in, but Tommy didn’t notice, he was still in Sarah’s arms.

“Tommy! Fancy a beer?”

Tommy thought he was dreaming but looked up anyway.

“Jake! Bobby!”

The boys all greeted each other.

“But I don’t understand. How did you get them out, Sarah?”

“Easy. We bought them. They cost us 110,000 credits each.”

“So, how did you pay for my operation, then?”

“Well, we haven’t actually paid for it yet.”

“The invoice has just arrived.”

They all looked up at the new voice. It was Major Keisha.

“Hello, Tommy, Jake, Bobby. I am Major Keisha, commander of the MVMI. Welcome back to Mount Vernon, boys.”

“Hello, Mistress Keisha” said all the boys.

“Jake and Bobby, you’re now owned by the MV Community Committee. The committee will meet tomorrow, and you’ll join us, and between us we’ll discuss which local girl to transfer your ownership to, although we don’t have to decide tomorrow. Tommy, you’re owned by the MVMI, but as soon as the community fund allows, it will buy you and then transfer ownership to Clare. Until then, you’ll live with Clare but work here in Army HQ.”

“Beth, we’ve got an invoice to pay. They want 250,000 credits.”

“Sarah, how are they going to pay?”

Tommy knew the army covered all medical expenses for its troops, but that didn’t cover any males they owned. The males weren’t even classed as personnel. They were listed under assets.

“Keisha’s found a loophole, Tommy. The army gives each regiment a maintenance budget for replacing or repairing equipment. There’s a strict limit on how much can be spent each year. But there’s an exception. Any equipment lost or damaged during war or military action, whether war is declared or not, can be replaced or repaired regardless of the cost.”

“How does that help?”

“We’re playing by the Queendom’s rules, Tommy. They’ve classed you as an asset. You’ve even got a part number. And since the army owns you, and you were damaged during the Battle of Mount Vernon, we’re charging your hospital bill to the maintenance budget and using the war damage override to by-pass the limit.”

“Is that allowed? It sounds dodgy?”

“Well, obviously they intended the override to apply to equipment that got damaged when they owned it, but that’s not what the rule actually says. So, it’s against the spirit of the rules but not the letter.”

“Will Major Keisha get into trouble?”

“She thinks she’ll get a telling off but as she technically won’t have broken any rules, they won’t be able to reprimand her. I know Keisha’s a Queendom girl, Tommy, but she’s done a lot of us. She’s really taken us all under her wing.”

“Yes, that will do. Click ‘pay’, Beth.”

“Yes, Major.” replied Beth.

“Now all we can do is sit back and wait for the shit to hit the fan.” said Keisha.

“Will there be much flak, do you think, Major?” asked Sarah.

“The Duchess is on our side, so I think we’ll be ok.” said Keisha. “Mineral production slumped when the militia boys were all sent away. She’s desperate to get the duchy running smoothly and efficiently and get production back to where it was and beyond. And the best way to achieve that is to get the boys back and to make everyone happy.”

An hour later, most of the troops left for home and Jake and Bobby left for their temporary accommodation in the local slave hostel.

“Tommy, let’s go home.” said Clare.

Clare showed Tommy her flat and then made them some dinner. Tommy watched, eager to learn new skills. Afterwards Tommy did the washing up then went back into the lounge.

They watched TV for an hour, then Clare looked at Tommy.

“Let’s go to bed, Tommy.”

“But I’m not tired, Clare.”

“Neither am I.” said Clare, licking her lips.
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