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Chapter 1 – The Miners

Friday 11 May 71

A loud whistle blew.

“Take cover.”

Yevgeny got his head down and waited. His friend Ivan crouched down next to him. A few seconds later there was a series of loud explosions. They looked up to see the clouds of smoke and dust climb up into the air. Then they heard the sounds of fragments that had been thrown up by the blasts landing back on the ground, but the boys were far enough away to not be in any real danger.

The foreman blew his whistle again.

“Ok, back to work, boys.”

Yev, aged 28 and Ivan, 27, had both worked at the giant Prince Albert open cast coal mine, about 50 miles north of King George, for nearly 9 years. They each climbed into their front loaders and set off for the coal face. Their job was to shovel up the now loose coal, 30 cubic yards at a time, and drop it into dump trucks. It would then be taken to the adjacent power station where it would be washed and crushed and then used to generate electricity. The Prince Albert plant generated almost half of all the electricity used on the island of South Vena. It was King George’s most valuable export.

But Yev and Ivan were not King George citizens. They were natives of Stakarov, the former communist colony about 90 miles down the coast. Yev had been brought up on a collective farm 40 miles north of Stakarov, while Ivan was a towny. They had met when they had both got jobs in the maintenance department at Government House, but their careers there had not been of long duration.

Like all Stakarov males between the ages of 17 and 40, they had been part time members of the militia. This meant reporting one morning every other weekend at the garrison in Stakarov for military training, and one week each year for a military exercise. But then came the conflict with the Queendom of Vena. The militia had been mobilized, and the boys had seen action during the Queendom’s invasion in 61. That war had been a total disaster for Stakarov. The militia of the communist colony was poorly organized. It didn’t even have a proper rank structure. Their junior leaders were elected each week by popular vote, but even then, they had no real authority. All important decisions were made by the Central Committee who couldn’t decide anything without debating all the options at great length.

That was all very well in peacetime, but in wartime the committee soon found itself making decisions based on incomplete and outdated information which led to impractical, impossible, or contradictory orders. To be fair, it didn’t take the Central Committee long to realise that the leaders on the front line had more information than they did and needed the freedom to make their own decisions on the spot, but by then it was already too late. The highly organized and well-equipped Queendom Army overran Stakarov in just five days.

Yev and Ivan, together with their comrades Sasha, 29, and Roman, 27, were among the few who had managed to evade capture. They had fled north and crossed the border into the patriarchy of King George. Most had then moved on to the northern colonies, but Yev and Ivan had found work at the Prince Albert open cast mine and Sasha and Roman had got jobs at the adjacent generating plant.

They had never bothered to apply for King George citizenship. That required hours and hours of studying King George history and law and then passing exams. But the main reason was that they still felt loyalty to their old colony and still regarded themselves as Stakarovians, although as Stakarov was now just another duchy of the Queendom of Vena, that made them all technically stateless.

The Queendom operated as a gynarchy, with all males becoming slaves at the age of 18. However, males that were already older than around 25 when a colony was conquered – or liberated, as the Queendom liked to frame it - were usually not enslaved. The Queendom had found that slave training was rarely effective with older males, but they were not free by any means. There were strict rules that all males had to obey, whether slaves or not. In particular, they could not go anywhere without female escort unless they had a permit, which would only be given for work related reasons. And free males had to have a registered keeper who would receive 50% of their wages.

But the four friends were all between 17 and 19 at the time of the Stakarov war, and there is no doubt that they would all have been regarded as prime slave material had they been captured. They counted themselves lucky to have escaped that fate.

Four years after the Stakarov war, the Queendom Army had walked into St Peter, a religious patriarchy on the east coast. And now it looked like they were turning their attention to King George. The Queendom alleged that King George was overcharging for electricity. They wanted the supply increased and the charges lowered. They also claimed that the patriarchy oppressed women. Of course, King George denied all the charges, but the only result was increased tension and frequent border clashes.

At the end of their shift, Yev and Ivan got showered and then headed back to their bunkhouse. There, they changed out of their work clothes and into civvies. They worked Mondays to Fridays from 08:00 to 19:00 with an hour for lunch. They usually stayed on site in the bunkhouse during the week, but at weekends they all went back to their homes in King George. Yev and Ivan rented studio flats in the same block although Ivan often stayed with his girlfriend, Sue, a secretary working for the King George government, on the other side of town. Sasha had a flat on the west side while Roman was married and rented a house near the town centre.

They all met up in the works canteen and got a tea or coffee while they waited for the company coach to arrive. The company coach was a free service that would take them into town on a Friday evening and back early Monday morning. When it arrived, they boarded, and an hour later they arrived in King George and headed for their homes, promising to meet up the next day.

Yev got home and had a long hot bath and then had an early night. It had been a tiring week as usual.

Saturday 12 May 71

The next day, all four went to King George’s soccer ground to watch a match. They met up in the club house an hour before kick-off and had a pint of their favourite beer and discussed the upcoming game. Two local King George teams were playing. There were only four teams in the colony. And there were no inter-colony matches any more.

In their youth, Yev and Ivan had both played for the Stakarov Comrades, and matches against their biggest rivals, the King George Royals, were always a big occasion and the matches were generally well attended. But those days were gone. There were no male sports teams in the Queendom.

After the match, Sasha and Roman went home but Yev and Ivan decided to hit the town. King George was well supplied with pubs and clubs. They had a pint in the Royal Oak and then another in the King’s Head.

Yev finished his pint and got up.

“Same again, Ivan?”

“No, I fancy going to the Crown.”

The Crown club boasted live show girls most evenings. Yev checked the time. It was 23:05.

“The girls finish at 24:00.”

“Yes, I know, but we’ll catch the last one or two. And it’s half price after 23:00.”

“Ok, let’s go then.”

They walked through the town centre to the Crown and paid half of the overpriced entry fee and then got an overpriced beer each and looked for a table. The club was still busy, but there was a table near the stage that had two empty seats.

“Are these seats free?” asked Yev.

Two young soldiers were at the other seats.

“Sure thing, join us. I’m Ray and this is Simon.”

“Thanks, I’m Yev and this is Ivan.”

Yev looked at their uniforms. He recognized the uniforms of the King George army. The army had a large training camp in Prince Albert.

“Are you guys on leave?” asked Yev.

“No, we’ve just got a weekend pass.” said Ray.

Ivan looked up.

“You look a bit old for national service.”

“I finished that three years ago and Simon here finished two years ago. We’re both reservists but we got mobilized two weeks ago.”

“Shit! I didn’t realise the government had begun mobilizing the reserves.” said Ivan.

“Yes, it’s been quietly underway for about four weeks now. I guess the government wants to do it quietly so as not to antagonize the Queendom. So far, it’s mainly been specialists. We’re both in the field artillery. But the way things are going, it wouldn’t surprise me to see a general mobilization before much longer.”

But at that moment, they were interrupted by much pleasanter things.

“Ladies and gentlemen, please give a big hand for our next girl, Aria.”

The audience, which was mostly male, applauded as a girl came onto the stage. The room lights dimmed and rotating, coloured lights came on. Sexy music played. The girl was in her mid-20s and had curly black hair and wore a bright red bikini top and bottom, black fishnet stockings, and white shoes.

A bar stool had been placed in the middle of the stage, and Aria went over to it and leaned over it with her big butt facing the audience. Her red bikini bottom didn’t hide much. All that could be seen of it was a small red triangle covering her quim and a larger one above her butt. In between, the material disappeared completely into her arse crack, which neatly divided two big round cheeks.

Aria maintained her bent over posture while she shook her arse up and down and from side to side. At the same time, she looked back and observed the audience and smiled at them.

She stood up and slowly made two circuits of the stool while she danced to the music.

Then she bent over at the side of the stool with her left hand resting on it. Her right hand slid down her right leg, and she held onto her ankle. She looked over her shoulder. She made eye contact with Yev, and her smile broadened. She turned slightly, and it seemed to the boys that she was aiming her arse directly at them.

Then she placed both hands on the stool, and her arse went into overdrive as she shook it from side to side. One moment her arse cheeks would fly apart, revealing the thin red cloth of her bikini bottoms deep inside her arse crack, and then the next moment her cheeks would come together again with a loud slap. The boys were all mesmerised by the motion of those two smooth round unblemished orbs of flesh.

Aria turned to face the audience and continued dancing, first moving her hands through her curly black hair, and then moving them slowly over the material covering her full breasts. She gripped her bikini top with both hands and made her breasts bounce up and down behind the thin material. Then she slowly pulled the material up until her areolas were partly exposed. She held her hands up above her head as she continued dancing.

She bent down over the stool once again and wiggled her arse, but sideways on to the audience this time. She was more easily able to study the audience from that position and looked at several of them, but her eyes kept returning to Yev, and each time she did so her smile broadened. Yev smiled back.

She stood and faced the audience, then reached down and pulled her bikini top up and off, exposing her lovely round breasts with pretty pink nipples. A cheer went up from the audience. Aria beamed and continued dancing with her hands held behind her head.

She took up her sideways bent over stance once more, but this time her hands gripped her bikini bottoms and slowly pushed them all the way down until she finally stepped out of them.

The audience cheered again and Aria once again bent over the bar stool facing away from the audience. She was now nude except for her white shoes and black fishnet stockings. Instead of the red triangle between her legs, the boys now had a good view of her shaved slit, and they could see the glint of jewellery on her pussy.

Aria continued to shake her ass and the boys got a good view of her tight pink arse hole each time her fleshy butt cheeks flew apart. Then she came right to the edge of the stage directly in front of the boys. She turned away from them and then bent over and placed her hands on top of her feet. She slowly gyrated her arse. The boys were all drooling as they got a close-up view of Aria’s huge round arse cheeks separated by her deep butt crack with her pink hole in the middle and her jewelled slit down below.

Yev noticed her slit was glistening with girl juice, and as he studied her quim, he noticed a drip detach itself from her shiny flaps and fall to the ground. His pants could barely contain his hardening cock. It had tried to erect itself but was unable to and ended up doubled up inside his pants. It wanted nothing more than to fully extend itself and then bury itself deep inside the tight twat that was on display just a few yards in front.

Aria then lay down on the stage on her back with her legs towards the audience. She started off with her legs together and then slowly raised them up and then stretched them outwards. Yev and Ivan got an excellent view of her pussy. They could now see that the jewellery was in fact two labia rings, one pierced through each flap.

Aria stood up and did one final dance around the stool before picking up her bikini top and bottom and blowing a kiss to the audience as she left the stage to applause. The coloured lights went off, and the roof lights brightened. She was the last girl that evening, but the bar would stay open until 01:00 the next morning.

Ray and Simon finished their pints and left but Yev and Ivan got another beer and continued chatting. About 20 minutes later, they saw Aria emerge from the stage door, fully dressed this time. The boys stopped talking as they looked at her but tried not to make it too obvious.

Aria was having a few words with the bar keeper. Then she looked directly at Yev and Ivan.

“Oh my god, she’s coming over.” said Yev.

“Hello, boys. Is this seat taken?”

“No, not at all. Please sit down.” said Yev.

“Thank you. I’m Aria.”

“Hello Aria. I’m Yev, and this is Ivan. Can I get you a drink, Aria?”

“That’s kind of you. I’ll have a scotch.”

“Sure.”

As Yev was getting up, Ivan interrupted him.

“Stay there, Yev. I’ll get it.”

Two minutes later, Ivan was back.

“Here you go, Aria.”

“Thank you, Ivan.”

“Yev, I’ll be off now, I don’t want to keep Sue waiting.”

“Ok, Ivan, I’ll see you tomorrow.”

Ivan was Yev’s kind of mate! Yev finished his beer and Aria drank her scotch.

“Yev – That’s an unusual name.”

“It’s Yevgeny. I’m originally from Stakarov but I left after the invasion in 61. I found work here, so I stayed.”

“What do you do?”

“I work at the Prince Albert mine. I drive a front loader.”

“That sounds like hard work. So, you’re just back for the weekend, then?”

“Yes, that’s right.”

“So, where do you live when you’re in town, Yev? Do you check in to a hotel?”

“No, I’ve got a flat on Cape Road at the north end of town.” replied Yev.

“That’s quite a long walk and you look like you’ve had a few. Why don’t you come back to my place for a night cap? I only live just around the corner.”

“That sounds great, Aria.”

They stood up and Yev helped Aria get her coat on. Twenty minutes later, they had both finished a cocoa in Aria’s place, a pleasant bungalow on the western edge of the town centre, with a view of the sea front.

“This is a nice place you’ve got here, Aria. It’s got a really nice view.”

“Thank you, Yev. But never mind that now, I’ve got another view for you to look at.”

Aria grabbed Yev and gave him a long tongue kiss. Yev liked where this was going. It was over three weeks since he’d last got his end away, but that was his monthly prescription fuck at the sex clinic, and you had no say over which woman they allocated to you. It was better than nothing, but Yev much preferred casual sex.

Aria led him into the bedroom and began stripping off. Yev did likewise as Aria arranged the pillows on the bed.

“Lay down on the bed, Yev.”

Yev lay down on his back. Aria kneeled down at the side of the bed and reached for Yev’s cock which was already standing to attention. She grasped the base of his shaft with her left hand and leaned forward and took his cock into her mouth.

Her lips began slowly moving up and down the top half of his cock. Her hand moved up and down his shaft at the same time. Inside her mouth, her tongue played with his sensitive helmet.

“Oh my god, Aria, that feels so good.”

Yev’s cock gained another half inch. Aria stopped moving her hand and just gripped Yev’s meat at the base and held it steady. Then she moved her lips all the way down his cock until they reached her hand, then moved back up until they came off. She then studied his cock for a moment, from six inches away, and then her lips plunged down on to it once more. She kept plunging her lips down onto his shaft and then pulling them up and off. Her attack lasted for nearly a minute.

“I want this meat inside of me.” she said as she climbed onto the bed and got astride him.

She leaned forward and kissed him on the lips and then lifted her hips and reached back to guide his cock towards her juicy pussy. She moved his helmet back and forth along her slippery slit to gather some minge moisture before guiding his bell end to her love hole. Then she slowly sat down and engulfed him.

She began to ride him, moving her arse up and down so that her pussy lips slid up and down the length of his hard meat. She rested her hands on his chest.

“Ooh, that feels so nice, baby.” cooed Aria.

Aria leaned down and kissed Yev’s forehead. Her hands moved and now rested on his shoulders, and her breasts dangled each side of his chin. Yev reached down and gripped both of Aria’s arse cheeks. She couldn’t move her hips as much in the new position, but as her weight was now on Yev’s waist instead of on his thighs, he was able to compensate by adding his own thrusts into the mix.

“Oh, Aria baby, you’re so nice and tight. But I want to do you doggystyle.”

Aria got up and Yev slid off to one side. Then Aria got onto her knees on the bed with her face in the pillows. Her breasts and belly were flat on the bed which made her big round arse bulge out even more.

Yev got on the bed behind her and moved in. He looked down. The sight of the arse and pussy was just too much to resist. He just had to have a taste. His hands pressed onto Aria’s arse cheeks and prised them apart. His tongue went straight for her arse hole and gave it a little lick before travelling down to her pussy.

He forced his way between her flaps and then began long sweeping licks all the way from her clit to her arse hole and then back down again. Up and down went his tongue, gathering up any poon juice on the way. Then the tip of his tongue found the entrance to her love cave. He forced his tongue in about half an inch and then he spent the next minute blissfully tongue fucking her tight hole, lapping up her juices as he did so.

“Oh baby, your tongue feels so good inside of me.” moaned Aria.

Satisfied with his snack, Yev decided it was time to get his man meat into action once more. He kneeled up behind Aria and positioned his bell end at her love tunnel and slowly pushed his way in. His left hand hung loose at his side while his right rested on the top of Aria’s shiny round butt cheeks.

Yev started out slowly, with half-length thrusts, but after about a minute he increased speed and began full length thrusts, going in balls deep and then pulling almost all the way out.

Aria pushed herself up with her hands to get the angle of penetration that she preferred and Yev grabbed the sides of her arse cheeks. As he thrust forward, he pulled her arse towards him at the same time.

“Oh my god, Yev. Yes, that’s it, keep going, baby, stretch me wide open.” cried Aria.

Yev increased speed once again. His left-hand grabbed Aria’s hair while his right kept hold of an arse cheek. His cock rapidly pounded in and out of her tight hole. Aria’s tits swung back and forwards in time with his thrusts.

“Oh my god, baby, yes. Don’t stop.”

Yev continued pounding, his heavy balls slapping against Aria’s clit on each thrust. It was more than Aria could take.

“Aaaaaargh! Yes, yes, yeeeeeeeeeeeeees.”

Yev was close as well. He let go of her hair and grabbed both of her arse cheeks for added traction and then after half a dozen rapid full-length thrusts, he felt his balls begin to fizz and at the last moment, he withdrew his man meat and rested it in Aria’s butt crack.

“Aaaaargh!”

Yev’s ball bag clenched and then four strong spurts of sticky splooge shot out and landed on Aria’s back. The splooge soon gathered into a small puddle which Yev added to by wanking out the last few drips.

“Oh baby, that was so nice.” said Aria. “But let’s get cleaned up.”

Yev got up and got the en-suite shower going and held the door open. Aria carefully got off the bed and then rushed for the shower laughing. She made it just before Yev’s sticky spunk had dribbled through her arse crack and begun dripping off.

They got showered and dried and then went back to bed for a good night’s sleep.

Sunday 13 May 71

Yev got up early the next morning, said goodbye to Aria, and gave her a kiss. He then went across town to his flat. He went inside and had a shower. He got on with his usual Sunday morning chores. He loaded his washing machine and got his laundry on the go and then had a quick hoover around. He didn’t bother to change his bedding since he had changed it last weekend and had hardly slept in his bed since.

He then had a coffee and made some scrambled eggs for breakfast. He didn’t have a TV. When his last one had conked out two months ago, he had dumped it but hadn’t bothered to replace it. He was only in his flat at weekends, and he was out most evenings. If some big sporting event was on, he much preferred to watch it in the pub over a beer with his mates rather than sitting at home on his own.

On Sundays, he was in the habit of taking his dinner at the King’s Head in town. Usually, Ivan would join him for dinner and sometimes Sasha and Roman would join them later for a beer after they had had their own dinners at home.

Yev set off at 11:40 for the walk into town. He arrived at the King’s Head just after 12:00 and joined Ivan who was already there. Ivan was looking at the TV. A government announcement was in progress. Usually, the TV sound was muted, but the landlord had turned it on for this broadcast.

“What’s going on?” whispered Yev.

“The government has just announced general mobilization.” replied Ivan.

“Why now? Has something happened?”

“I don’t know. I only just arrived, halfway through the announcement.”

After the official announcement, the TV returned to the normal program and the sound was muted again. As usual, it was tuned to the King George news channel. Although there was no sound, there were automatically generated subtitles on the screen. The boys watched carefully.

“Queendom News channels have been reporting an incident on the King George border this morning. A King George Army patrol allegedly crossed the border into the Duchy of Stakarov and clashed with Queendom Army border guards. Shots were exchanged and the Queendom claims two of their soldiers were killed and three wounded. The King George army has so far neither confirmed nor denied the reports.”

“Another border skirmish. What do you think, Ivan?”

“It looks like things are hotting up.”

“Do you think war’s coming?”

“I don’t know. General mobilization seems an extreme response to a border skirmish. It makes me wonder if they know more than they’re letting on.”

The boys continued discussing the situation over dinner. Later, they were joined by Sasha and Roman who arrived together.

“Have you heard the news?” asked Ivan.

“Yes, we both saw it at home. We were discussing it on the way in.” replied Roman.

“There are rumours that the Queendom are amassing troops and equipment near the border.” said Sasha.

“I guess that explains the mobilization, then.” said Yev.

“Yes. And King George is going to need every man they can get. Especially men with combat experience.” said Sasha.

Yev and Ivan looked at Sasha. They had a good idea of what was coming next.

“Sasha and I have decided to offer our services to the army. We’re going to the recruitment office this afternoon to volunteer.”

Yev and Ivan looked at each other. It didn’t take them long to decide.

“We’ll be coming with you, Sasha.”

“That’s great. But let’s all have a beer first.”

Sasha got four beers in, and they spent the next half hour discussing that day’s events.

“Do you think King George could hold out if the Queendom invaded?” asked Yev.

“Not on their own.” replied Sasha. “But they are far stronger, better organized and better equipped than poor old Stakarov was. They should be able to hold out for a few weeks at least. They’ll need to hold out long enough for the politicians to try and get support from Romulus and the northern colonies. And King George is much nearer to the north and has its own port facilities, which makes getting equipment and troops in much easier.”

“Do you think Romulus will support us?” asked Ivan.

“I don’t know. All we’ve got so far from them is words and promises. But if the Queendom invades, we’ll need troops and equipment. The only tangible support from the north so far is the Northern Legion boys, and that’s unofficial support, they’re all volunteers. But without troops and equipment, King George is doomed. The only question will be how long they can hold out.”

After finishing their beers, they headed for the army recruitment office in the town centre. There was a long queue outside, but it moved quickly. Talking to others in the queue, it was apparent that most of them were reservists who had been called up.

When they got inside the office, the queue split into three lines. Sasha was the spokesman for the four of them when they got to the front of one of the lines.

“Name and unit?” asked the officer.

“I’m Sasha and I’m speaking on behalf of the four of us. We’ve never served in the King George army, and we aren’t members of the reserves, but we’d still like to volunteer.”

“Thank you, but I’m afraid we don’t have time to train raw recruits. If you want to help, I’m sure the civil defence office will be glad to have you. Down the street on the left.”

“We’re not raw recruits. We’ve all had previous military experience.”

“Really? Who with?”

“The Stakarov Militia. We were all militia members for 2 or 3 years and we all saw action in 61.”

“Ah. Well, that’s different. Wait here please.”

The officer went into a side room and came back less than a minute later with another officer.

“I’m Lieutenant David. Would you all come with me please.”

They followed the Lieutenant into his office.

“Thanks for volunteering boys. I understand you are all ex-Stakarov Militia. Are you currently King George citizens?”

“No, we’re not.”

“So, do you have any citizenship?”

“No, just Stakarov, but as that no longer exists as an independent colony, I guess we’re technically stateless.”

“Ok, each of you fill one of these forms in and sign it and we’ll fast track your King George citizenship.”

“Don’t we have to take all those exams on King George history and customs?” asked Yev.

“No, if you’re willing to fight for King George, the least we can do is fast track you. But it could still take two or three weeks to come through, and until you’re officially King George citizens, you can’t join the army. But we can’t afford to wait, we’re in desperate need of men, especially those with active service experience, so fill in these forms and sign at the bottom.”

“What do these forms mean?” asked Sasha.

“These sign you up as foreign mercenaries operating under King George army command. You’ll each get paid the same as a sergeant of the regular forces.”

The guys each filled in and signed a form and handed them to Lieutenant David.

“Thanks guys.”

The Lieutenant then filled out another form and handed it to Sasha.

“Right, here are your movement orders. Report to the garrison here in King George tomorrow at 08:00. They will issue you your equipment and get you familiar with it. But as you’re not in the King George army, we can’t issue you with regular army uniforms. The garrison store might have some Northern Legion uniforms or civilian advisor uniforms, but I wouldn’t bank on it, those uniforms are in very short supply at the moment. So, if you’ve got your own outdoor gear, my advice is to wear it just in case they’ve got nothing to offer you.”

“I’ve still got my old Stakarov Militia uniform.” said Sasha. “Can I wear that?”

“So have I.” said the other three in unison.

“Yes, that will be fine. Ok, good luck guys, and thank you.”

They all shook hands and then the guys left.

“My place is the nearest to the garrison, so let’s all meet there tomorrow at 07:30.” said Roman.

Chapter 2 – The Free Stakarov Army

Monday 14 May 71

The following morning, they all met up at Roman’s house in their old militia uniforms. Sally, Roman’s wife, gave them all a cup of tea. Roman and Sally had twin sons, now nearly 8 years old.

“Mine still fits!” said Yev.

“Mine was a bit tight but Sue made some adjustments for me.” said Ivan.

“Too many beers!” laughed Yev.

As soon as everyone was ready, they set off for the garrison. As they walked, Yev commented on the packing crates and suitcases arrayed in Roman’s house.

“Are you moving Sally and the kids out, Roman?”

“Yes. I hope I’m wrong, but I’m not convinced that King George can hold out if the Queendom invades. I don’t want my boys growing up in a gynarchy.”

“So, where are they going?” queried Ivan.

“They’re going to stay with her brother in Westport. If things settle down, they’ll come back. But with two young boys to consider, I’m not taking any chances.”

“Very wise.” commented Sasha.

They soon arrived at the garrison.

“Who are you guys?” asked the officer in charge. Their light brown Stakarov Militia uniforms stood out from King George’s light green.

“We’re volunteers. Here are our orders.” replied Sasha.

“Ex-Stakarov Militia, huh? Ok, boys, thanks for volunteering. Let’s get you sorted.”

They were each given army issue boots, back-packs, water bottles, ration packs, and first aid kits.

They then each drew a standard King George semi-automatic assault rifle from the armoury, together with a 20-round magazine. Being semi-automatic, you could fire off rounds one at a time as fast as you could pull the trigger. It was a big advance over the weapon they had used back in 61. The Stakarov Militia’s standard weapon was bolt-action and only had a 5-round clip.

They all went to the range and fired off 100 rounds of ammunition each to familiarise themselves with the weapon and to get their sights adjusted.

In the afternoon they were given instructions on hand grenades. King George used two types: fragmentation and white phosphorous. The WP was mainly used to create smoke screens. After their instructions, they got some practical training using practice grenades and finally they each had a go with one live frag grenade.

Finally, an officer checked them over and verified their kit.

“Yes, that’s fine men. You all look good. We’ve decided to keep you together as a squad. You’ll be attached to No.9 Platoon King George Infantry. They’re currently at the border on the coast road. Report to Lieutenant Richard. Sasha, as you are the senior man, you will be squad leader, so sew this stripe on. Here are your orders. Draw ammunition from the armoury and then hop onto any truck that’s heading down to the Gareth Line. There are usually 2 or 3 leaving every hour. Any questions?”

Yev had one.

“Does our squad have a name?”

The officer checked the forms.

“Your official designation is ‘Stakarov Militia Volunteers attached to No.9 Platoon King George Infantry.’”

“That’s a mouthful.” said Sasha.

“You can change it within reason.” replied the officer. “Any suggestions?”

“Are we the only Stakarov Militia volunteers?” asked Yev.

“As far as I’m aware.” replied the officer.

“Ok, then, how about FSA – Free Stakarov Army.”

“I like it.” said Sasha.

“Ok.” said the officer, making a note on the form.

“Well, good luck to you, men, and thank you.”

They went over to the armoury and were each issued 2 additional magazines and 100 rounds of ammunition in cardboard boxes of 20 each plus a bayonet that could be fitted onto their rifles. Sasha was also issued a pair of binoculars.

When they left the armoury, they headed for some trucks that were being loaded with supplies. Sasha approached the driver of the first truck.

“Can we get a lift, buddy? We’re going to the Gareth Line.”

“No, not with me, I’m only going as far as the Mitchell Line. Try the truck behind me.”

Sasha went to the next truck and showed his orders.

“We’re looking for a ride to the Gareth Line, mate.”

“Sure thing. Hop in. One up front, the rest in the back.”

Sasha got up into the cab. Yev, Ivan and Roman got up into the back and squeezed in amongst the stores. They had to wait a while before the truck was ready to leave.

The truck arrived at a depot on the Gareth Line a couple of hours later. They jumped out. Sasha found a Military Policeman.

“Hi there. We’re looking for No.9 Platoon.”

“Let me see your orders.”

Sasha handed the written orders to the MP.

“Fine. The ninth’s command post is in that bunker down there, about 200 yards.”

They all went down to the command bunker the MP had pointed to and Sasha showed his orders to a sentry. A moment later they were invited inside.

“Come on in, boys.”

“Thanks for joining us. I’m Lieutenant Richard, CO of No.9 Platoon and this is Sergeant James. Come in and we’ll brief you on our position.”

There was a large map inside the bunker. Lieutenant Richard explained the situation to them.

“Welcome to the Gareth Line. It’s 80 miles from King George to Stakarov, and we’re here, on the coast road about 2 miles inside the half-way point. As you probably know, the actual border has never been officially defined.”

“The Gareth Line starts at the coast, half a mile to our right, and then stretches inland for about 50 miles. It then bends back for another five miles. But the continuous defences are only 20 miles long and they get weaker the further inland you go. They end at strongpoint Alpha. After that, there are just strongpoints every five miles or so.”

“The section over the coastal plain, which is about 10 miles wide at this point, has got a wide drainage ditch running in front of it. The Gareth Drain. And the only road bridge over it is the one carrying the coast road.”

“No.9 platoon, together with 6, 7 and 14 and the first field artillery, are manning the first three miles. We’re well dug in here as we expect to bear the brunt of any major attack. The coast road is the only land route to King George, so this road is vital to the Queendom if they decide to attack.”

“The second line of defence is the Mitchell Line. That’s 28 miles behind us or 10 miles out from King George but it only covers the coast road and the coastal plain. Behind that it’s King George itself with its defences currently under construction. If it kicks off, our job is to hold the enemy up long enough for reinforcements to arrive from Romulus and the other northern colonies and give them time to get deployed.”

“Are the north going to support us then, Sir?” asked Sasha.

“I don’t know. That’s for the politicians to sort out. If the Queendom judge that the north will support us, they probably won’t even invade. But if they think the north will stay out of it, then they probably will. And if it turns out that they’re right, we’re done for. Without support, we can hold out for a few weeks, maybe even a few months, but no longer.”

“Right, so back to the matter in hand. So, you guys are all from Stakarov?”

“Yes sir.”

“When did you leave?”

“We escaped when Stakarov was defeated, in 61.”

“And did you see action?”

“Yes sir.”

“And are you all from the town itself?”

“Three of us are, but Yev here is a farm boy.” said Sasha.

“I was brought up on a collective farm, about 10 miles over the border.” added Yev.

“So, how well do you know this area?”

“I know the area between the border and Stakarov very well.”

“Hmm. I’ll keep that in mind. We might want you to do some scouting for us. In the meantime, Sergeant James will show you where you’ll be living.”

Sergeant James showed them to a dugout about 200 yards behind the front-line defences. Then they got themselves oriented with the layout. It all seemed a bit unreal. There were dozens of troops in this part of the front, and the bunkers and trenches were bristling with weapons, but through the middle of it all ran the coast road with a customs checkpoint in the middle and civilian trucks and cars passing back and forth as if there was nothing at all amiss.

Tuesday 15 May 71

Their dugout was cramped and basic, so they spent most of the next day improving it. They all had sores on their hands by the time they were satisfied. Sasha went to the command post for the evening briefing. When he returned, Yev asked him what the latest news was.

“Both sides are continuing their build-ups but there have been no incidents since the one on Sunday. And the army have now completed their investigation and can now categorically deny any involvement at all in the alleged border skirmish.”

“So, what do they think it was all about?” asked Ivan.

“The army thinks they staged the incident so they can claim they were provoked.” said Sasha.

“But why stage a provocation and then not do anything?” asked Yev. “After all, they haven’t retaliated in any way so far.”

“According to Lieutenant Richard, it would look suspicious if they retaliated straight away. It would mean they were already ready and waiting, as if they knew the skirmish was going to occur. So, just because nothing has happened up to now, it doesn’t mean nothing will. We are to remain on full alert.”

“That makes sense.” said Yev.

“Apart from that, there have been reports of Queendom scouts all along the line.”

Wednesday 16 May 71

The following day not much happened until the evening, when they were all summoned to the command post.

“Free Stakarov Army reporting as ordered, sir.” said Sasha.

The Lieutenant grinned.

“I’ve got a mission for you, boys. Take a look at this map. We’re here. I want you to scout the border in this area, around hill 93. We know what forces they’ve built up on the coast road. They’re impossible to hide while the border is still open. All our civilian drivers get debriefed whenever they cross the border back into Stakarov. But we want to know what they’re up to further inland. Set off at first light and head for hill 93. Then observe. Come back tomorrow evening. Try not to get seen. And no shooting except in self-defence. Remember, we’re not at war at the moment so don’t start one. Your radio callsign is Javelin.”

They went to collect compo rations, maps and a radio from the stores and then returned to their dugout to get some sleep. Sasha decided they would leave at first light. Travelling cross country at night was difficult on Vena. With no moon, every night was blacker than the blackest night on Earth.

Thursday 17 May 71

They set off at 05:00, moving quietly and carefully. For 20 minutes they moved fast as they were on undisputed King George territory. But they slowed down and moved much more cautiously once they reached the undefined border area. They carefully moved from one hill to another. At the top of each hill, they would observe carefully in all directions for a while. Then, if they saw nothing, they would decide on their next hill and carefully move towards it.

Just after midday, they arrived on top of hill 93 and took cover in some bushes. Ivan reported their position by radio. Sasha observed through binoculars.

“Still nothing in sight. And we’ll have to turn back before much longer.” he said. “Right, here’s what we’ll do. First, we’ll have some lunch and then we’ll make a two-pronged reconnaissance. Roman, with me. We’ll go straight ahead to that hill over there.”

He glanced at the map.

“Hill 71.”

“Yev, Ivan. Swing left to that hill over there, hill 66. When we get there, observe, then return. We’ll meet back here in two hours. Then we’ll head back. Got it?”

“Got it, Sasha.”

They got some compo rations out and had a meal.

“Ok, let’s go. Good luck everyone.”

Yev and Ivan crept forward quietly, observing in all directions as they went, and after a few minutes, they lost sight of Sasha and Roman who were diverging off to their right. Forty minutes later, they reached the top of hill 66 and observed in all directions. Nothing. They were just about to move off when:

“I heard something.” said Yev. “A scream. Or maybe just a shout.”

They both listened. The faint sounds were coming from in front. They couldn’t yet see everything in front of them as the hillside became steeper up ahead. They crept forward to the military crest – the point where no part of the slope in front was in defilade.

In the valley below was a small lake. It was fed by a stream flowing out of the moors on their left and emptied into another stream on their right that eventually led to the sea. They could hear the screams and shouts much more clearly now.

Yev and Ivan scanned the valley below for the source of the noise.

“There! Between those trees. There’s someone in the water.” said Ivan.

“Yes, I see them. Wait. There’s three – no there’s four of them. All naked”

“They’re just larking about.”

They crept a bit nearer. To their left, the ground sloped steeply down to the lake but was devoid of cover, so they veered off to the right where the ground was covered by bushes and a few trees. Also, the ground didn’t slope down as much which would likely give them a better view. Although this route afforded them cover, it also hid the girls from view and so they homed in using the sounds to guide them.

They suddenly found himself at the edge of the lake, but about 20 feet above it. At this point, there was a sheer drop down to the water’s edge. They crawled forward and looked down. They now had a good view of the girls.

“Well, they’re obviously off duty.” said Yev. “But I doubt they would go very far from their base. We should try to locate it and estimate their numbers. Let’s observe. Maybe one of them will start to head back or maybe another girl will arrive. That should give us an idea of the direction to their base.”

“Mmmm. Nice. Mine’s the one on the left with the big ass.” said Ivan.

“You wish.” said Yev. “Mine’s the one furthest out with the big boobs. Fuck me. Look at the floatation aids on that one doing back stroke.”

“You wouldn’t know what to do with them.” laughed Ivan.

“Blubbly blubbly blubbly.” said Yev and the boys laughed.

“What’s up with that one?” asked Ivan.

“Which?”

“That redhead, sitting on that rock with her back to us. She seems to be in trouble.”

They both stared at her.

“I’m not sure. Wait a minute.”

Yev laughed.

“What is it?” said Ivan.

“There’s a blonde girl in the water between her legs. The redhead’s getting eaten out.”

“Oh, yes. Go girl. Ah, that’s better, the redhead’s leaned back now, we’ve got a much better view.”

They watched as the blonde rose up and grabbed the redhead’s ankles and pushed them up and back. Then she got to work. Her tongue stabbed the redhead’s arse hole and then she began running it up and down through her slit.

They watched for a minute.

“That’s it, girl. Arse hole, pussy, clit. Clit, pussy, arse hole.” said Ivan.

“Oh my god, now she’s getting tongue fucked.” added Yev.

They could hear the redhead’s moans and screams from their position as the blond rammed her tongue in and out of the tight love hole.

“Fuck me, look at them go.”

They both stared intently at the goings on.

“The blonde’s stopped and she’s licking her lips. She’s probably got a mouthful of girl juice.” said Ivan.

“I’m not surprised the way she’s been going at her. If she keeps that up, they’ll have to issue a flood warning downstream.” added Yev.

Crunch!

“Aaaaaaaaaaaargh!”

Yev screamed in pain and they both turned to see a QA soldier standing behind them. She had just given Yev a swift kick in the bollocks. Five more QA soldiers were approaching them with their rifles aimed at them.

“Enjoying the view, boys? Get up! Without your weapons.”

The boys began slowly getting to their feet.

“Careful. No sudden moves. What are you doing here?”

“Well obviously we’re scouts.” replied Yev.

The commotion caught the attention of the girls in the lake.

“Hey, what’s going on up there?”

“It’s Mary. We’ve caught two boys up here spying on you.”

“Well, don’t keep them to yourselves. Give us one of them.”

Mary grinned and looked at Yev and Ivan. Then she approached Yev and reached out as if to grab him.

“Keep your hands off me. We’re on neutral territory. We’ve just as much right to be here as you have.”

“Is that so?”

Yev backed away as Mary reached out. She suddenly lunged at him, but to his surprise, instead of grabbing him, she gave him a hard shove. Yev lost his balance and the next thing he knew, he was falling and then there was a splash as he landed in the lake on his back and went under. The impact winded him and he swallowed some water.

A few seconds later, he managed to struggle to the surface, spluttered, spat the water out of his mouth, and got his breath back. There was no way to exit the lake directly below the low cliff he had fallen from, so he had to swim 100 yards along the bank to reach the beach-like shoreline the girls had been using to enter the lake. Swimming in full army gear was very hard work and Yev was exhausted when he finally staggered out and collapsed.

“Well, look what we’ve got here.”

Yev looked up to see a naked QA soldier pointing a pistol at him. Soon, the other three arrived.

“You’ll catch your death in those wet clothes. Strip him, girls.”

Yev didn’t have the energy to resist and soon found himself completely naked. He then became aware of ropes being tied around his wrists.

“What are you doing?”

They ignored him and the next thing he knew, he had been hoisted off the ground and was suspended by his wrists from two tree branches.

“What’s going on?”

“You were spying on us, boy. We’re going to punish you.”

Yev was left hanging while the girls dried themselves and then got dressed. Then one of them cut a low hanging branch from a tree and began trimming the twigs off it. After a few minutes, she swished her four-foot branch through the air with a loud swish.

“This will do. Who wants the first go?”

“I do.”

“Ok, Sue.”

Sue took the branch and took up position behind Yev.

Swish. Whack!

Swish. Whack!

Swish. Whack!

Swish. Whack!

Swish. Whack!

Swish. Whack!

Sue gave Yev’s arse six hard whacks. It was painful but Yev managed to stifle his cries. He didn’t want to show weakness.

“Let’s have a go.”

“Ok, Eve, here you go.”

Swish. Whack!

Swish. Whack!

Swish. Whack!

Swish. Whack!

Eve gave Yev four full strength whacks. Each whack was progressively more painful as his arse gradually welted up. The pain brought tears to his eyes.

Yev felt someone loop some string around his neck and then felt something hanging against his back.

“Hey, what’s that?”

“Come on girls, we have to go now.”

Yev couldn’t believe his luck. He thought he was in for a prolonged beating, but it appeared the girls were out of time. However, his jubilation was short lived as he realised the girls were leaving.

“Hey, you can’t leave me like this!”

The girls looked around and laughed and walked off.

Yev struggled on the end of his ropes, but it was futile. There was no way he could get free on his own. He found that by bending one arm or the other, he could take his full weight on just one wrist for a few seconds, which relieved the pressure on the other, and then he could swap over. But most of the time, he just hung loose and tried to relax.

After what must have been about 20 minutes, he heard female voices in the distance. They gradually got louder. Then he heard a scream followed by laughter.

“Hey, look at this.”

“Oh my god.”

Yev heard multiple voices behind him.

“Hey, he’s got a sign on his back.”

“I’ve been a naughty boy. I’ve been spying on naked girls and need to be punished. Please use the branch below to teach me how to behave.”

There was more laughter and then the next moment:

Swish. Whack! “Aaaaaaargh!”

Yev’s arse was now covered in purple welts, and a hit almost anywhere was painful.

Swish. Whack! “Aaaaaaargh!”

Every hit now caused Yev to scream and brought tears to his eyes.

The girls got undressed and dived into the lake and splashed about. Yev counted six of them.

Swish. Whack! “Aaaaaaargh!”

They didn’t bother to make a sustained attack on his arse. They mostly ignored him, just giving him the odd whack whenever they felt like it.

“Come on in, Jean. The water’s lovely.”

Splash!

Another girl dived in.

Thunk. Click!

Yev recognized the sound of an assault rifle being cocked and a safety being clicked off. The screams and shouts from the lake immediately stopped.

“Nothing to be worried about, ladies. We’ve just come to collect our boy.”

Yev looked round and saw Sasha with his rifle aimed at the lake. Roman was busy untying Yev’s ropes. Soon Yev’s feet were back on the ground. He stroked his sore wrists then looked around for his clothes.

He got dressed. His clothes were still wet, but they would have to do.

“Ok, let’s move.” said Sasha.

“Ivan?”

“We’ve got him. He’s waiting up top. And he’s got your rifles.”

“Enjoy your swim, ladies.” said Sasha as they all left.

They climbed back up the slope, met up with Ivan, and headed back to base where they reported to Lieutenant Richard.

“Hmmm. At least we know roughly where their front line is. Take it easy tomorrow but we’ll want you to make another probe on Saturday, but closer to the coast this time.”

“Yes sir.”

Friday 18 May 71

The boys spent Friday making further improvements to their dug out. The ground was getting a bit muddy and Sasha reckoned it would flood the next time they had heavy rain, so he had a word with an army engineer at the supply dump.

When he came back, Sasha told the guys:

“They know about the risk of flooding, and they’ve going to start installing drains on Monday. All we have to do is dig a narrow trench from our dugout forwards to the Gareth Drain, making sure it goes downhill all the way, then the engineers will come and install some plastic piping. Then we just have to cover it up. And they also said we can draw timber and planking from the stores and make a false floor for our dugout. We’ll go and collect the timber on Monday, and the engineer said he will explain the best way of doing it.”

“Right, take it easy the rest of the day guys. We’ve got a briefing at 19:00 and then we’re off on another scouting mission tomorrow.

That evening, they reported to the command post to be briefed on their next mission.

“Right, guys, this time we want you to scout the border in this area, between the coast road and the actual coast. Advance one mile along the coast road then turn off to the right. You want to time it so that first light is just as you turn off. Then make your way along between the road and the coast until you see the Queendom customs post. That’s about four miles from where we are now. We’ve had reports from civilian drivers of a possible QA vehicle park. We want an idea of the number and type of vehicles they have assembled. Especially if they’ve got any light tanks or armoured cars. Get an estimate and then come back. Your radio callsign is broadsword. Any questions?”

“No sir.”

“OK, good luck.”

They all went back to their dug out.

“Ok, guys. Up at 04:15 tomorrow, and we’ll set off at 04:45 and we should be off the road at 05:00, just as it’s getting light. Right, let’s all get some shut eye.”

Chapter 3 – War

Saturday 19 May 71

The guys were up early the next morning. They had a quick brew and then got their gear together and set off on their mission at 04:45. Although the nights on Vena were black, the transition to daylight was rapid. When the first rays of daylight appeared, they stopped.

“Ok, this will do.” said Sasha. “We’ll turn off here and head towards the coast for a bit and then turn back parallel.”

But before they moved, the sky in front of them lit up with a series of bright flashes.

“What the fuck?” said Ivan.

Seconds later, they heard a long series of muffled bangs.

“Incoming! Get down.”

They all dived for cover. But the shells all passed over them. They heard the sounds of explosions coming from behind them and they looked around.

“Shit! They’re bombarding the Gareth Line.” said Sasha. “Let’s get off the road.”

They moved 200 yards off the road and into cover. Ivan contacted base on the radio.

“Broadsword to base, over.”

Ivan had a conversation with Lieutenant Richard on the radio.

“Yes sir. Out.”

“What did he say, Ivan?”

“The Lieutenant says they’re being shelled. It’s a heavy bombardment. He says they seem to be concentrating on the two miles nearest the coast. He reckons it must be the prelude to an assault. So, our scouting mission is cancelled. Instead, we’re to take cover and observe the road and give advanced warning of any movements along the road. We’re to observe and not give away our position. We’re not to open fire unless attacked.”

There was more daylight now and they had a better view of the surrounding terrain.

“Sasha, there’s plenty of cover on that small rise over there, I think that would be a better position for us.” said Yev.

“I agree, let’s move. Carefully.”

They crawled to the new position which was about 200 yards away. Sasha and Yev took up positions to observe the coast road to the west, towards the Queendom, taking turns with the binoculars. Ivan was in the centre with the radio, while Roman observed to their sides and rear.

“Hey, explosions on the horizon.” said Yev.

Sasha looked through the binoculars.

“You’re right. It’s counter-battery fire from our own artillery.”

Nearly an hour later, at 06:00, they had not seen any movement on the road. The Queendom artillery fire had reduced in intensity since the opening onslaught but still continued. However, their own artillery appeared to have stopped completely.

“Our artillery isn’t firing anymore.” said Yev. “Do you think they’ve been knocked out?”

“I don’t know. Maybe they’re just conserving ammunition.” said Sasha.

“The QA seem to have plenty.” commented Ivan.

“Listen!” said Yev.

They heard a vehicle.

“I see it.” said Sasha, looking along the road to the west through the binoculars. “It’s a scout car. Looks like four on board. Don’t fire.”

The scout car passed by along the road but just as it was about to leave their field of view, it stopped, and all four troops got out and continued on foot.

“Looks like they’re going to recce our front lines.” commented Sasha.

“Ivan, report to base.”

“Broadsword calling base, over.”

Ivan reported the Queendom scouts and received updated orders.

“Sasha, base says we are to stay here and continue observing today and tomorrow morning. Report any activity. If we see a major advance, we are to report it and then return. And if we see nothing by 07:00 tomorrow, we are to return anyway.”

“Makes sense.” said Sasha. “We’ll be out of rations by then.”

They saw nothing more the rest of that day. The Queendom kept up their sporadic shelling of the Gareth Line, but King George’s artillery did not reply.

Sunday 20 May 71

The boys were up and alert at first light the following morning. The sporadic artillery bombardment continued. Yev looked through the binoculars and had just commented that the scout car had disappeared overnight when they heard noises.

“Listen!” said Sasha.

They heard the unmistakable squeaking sounds of tracked vehicles.

“Tanks!” said Sasha.

“Shall I report?” asked Ivan.

“Wait until we can see how many there are and what’s with them.” said Sasha.

Ten minutes later, they saw them. Three tanks supported by infantry.

“Ivan, report to base. Three Q1 light tanks plus about 80 infantry. They’re advancing along the coast road.

“Broadsword to base, over.” Ivan made the report.

The tanks advanced at walking pace. The Q1 was the Queendom’s first attempt at a tank. It had a crew of two. A driver, who also operated a forward firing 7.62mm machine gun, and the commander who operated a turret mounted 20mm rapid fire cannon.

As the tanks advanced, their turrets swung first one way and then the other. The first tank mainly scanned the road directly ahead. The second tank had its turret angled to the left and the third to the right.

Each tank had about 10 infantry close behind it, and separate groups followed up at the rear.

The guys had made their report, so they ducked down out of sight. They resisted the natural urge to look out and continuously watch what was going on. That would just increase their chances of being discovered for no reason. Instead, Sasha just popped his head up for a quick glance at about one-minute intervals.

The tanks had passed by, and the main body of troops had mostly passed them when Sasha noticed another group.

“There are more troops coming.”

“How far away?” asked Yev.

“About a mile. They’ll be here in maybe fifteen minutes. But stay down. We’ll wait until this first group has gone by before we move off.”

Five minutes later, they crawled out of their position towards the east. After a few yards, they got up. The small rise they had been on would shield them from the view of the next group for a while. They made off at a brisk pace, parallel to the coast road. Yev was out in front.

“Yev, veer over to the left, let’s get away from the road.” said Sasha.

After 15 minutes, they noticed a massive increase in the volume of artillery fire a mile ahead of them.

“Shit! Looks like they’re giving our guys a right good pasting.” said Sasha.

It only lasted 10 minutes and then stopped completely. But then they heard the sounds of small arms fire.

“It sounds like the QA is assaulting the Gareth Line.” said Sasha.

“Let’s get back there.” said Yev.

After 15 minutes, they arrived on a slight rise which was only half a mile from the Gareth Line. They all looked, trying to figure out what was happening. The whole area was cratered and there was smoke rising from many destroyed vehicles, and they could see lots of troops, but the fighting seemed to have stopped. They could only hear an occasional shot. Sasha observed through binoculars.

“What can you see, Sasha?” asked Yev.

“Those are all QA troops. It looks like our guys have pulled back. But the QA seem to have stopped. It looks like they’re regrouping. I guess they’ve taken some casualties.”

“So, what do we do? We’re cut off. We have to cross the Gareth Drain, and the only bridge is on the coast road.”

They heard the sound of vehicles and looked towards the road. A long convoy of trucks, some towing artillery, was passing along the road.

“If we want to use the bridge, we’ll have to lay low until the traffic dies down. Let’s find somewhere to hole up.”

They found a good spot and decided to stay put for the rest of the day and make their move the following morning.

Monday 21 May 71

The following morning, the traffic on the road was lighter than it had been but the old King George Gareth Line facilities on the coast road were still occupied.

“It looks like the QA are using the Gareth Line as a supply depot.” said Sasha.

“But we’ve got to get through somehow.” said Yev.

“Maybe we can just walk through.” suggested Roman.

“What do you mean?” asked Sasha.

“Well, our uniforms are a lot different to the King George uniforms. Maybe at a distance they won’t realise we are their enemies.”

“But our uniforms are a lot different to QA camo green as well.” replied Ivan.

“He’s got a point though. Maybe we can pass as some kind of special unit.” said Yev. “Are there any male troops in the QA?”

“I don’t think so.” said Sasha. “Not armed, anyway.”

“How about unarmed scouts? Surely using male scouts would make sense if you’re trying to infiltrate King George.” suggested Yev.

“I guess it’s worth a shot.” said Sasha. “I can’t see regular troops falling for it. But the QA have mobilized a lot of troops. A lot of them will be green conscripts. If we get lucky it might just work.”

“There will be more chance of it working if we walk along the road. If we look like we’re trying not to be seen, we’ll just look suspicious.” said Yev.

“I think you’re right, Yev. Right, men, listen up. This is what we’ll do . . .”

They made their way towards the coast road. They dumped their radio and their weapons. Even conscripts wouldn’t believe that a male unit would be issued with weapons. They carefully observed the road and joined it when there was nobody in sight and then began walking along it towards the Gareth Line defences, which were now less than half a mile away.

“Just walk confidently.” said Sasha. If we don’t get challenged, we’ll just keep going. If we get challenged and they look like conscripts, we’ll claim to be a special unit ordered up to scout behind the lines.”

They marched along as confidently as possible.

As they came up to the Gareth Line, they noticed a lot of activity. Most troops were marching straight through without stopping, but others were busy setting up a vehicle park, a stores dump, and a field hospital. They also saw an improvised POW compound.

Most QA troops ignored them as they walked along the road, too involved with their own tasks. But up ahead there was a group of six or seven girls sitting on a bank down by the side of the road and having a quick brew. One of them stood up and watched as they approached.

“Sasha, that one’s giving us the eye.” said Yev.

“I know. But just keep going. We can’t turn round now.”

The standing girl must have said something to her friends, because they all stood up and looked, trying to recognize the unfamiliar uniforms. When they got closer, one of them cried out:

“Hey, they’re males. Hey you, stop!”

Two of the girls raised their rifles and the boys stopped.

“Don’t shoot. We’re Queendom Army.” said Sasha.

“Queendom Army? But you’re males!”

“We’re the Stakarov Militia Male Scout Squad.” said Sasha, pointing at his shoulder patch which had “Stakarov Militia” on it over the clenched fist motif.

“I’ve never heard of them.” said the soldier.

“We’ve been ordered to report to the commanding officer at the front.”

“General Esme?”

“Yes, that’s right. We’ve got a mission to scout behind enemy lines.”

“Hey!”

They all looked round. Another soldier was approaching. A sergeant.

“What’s going on over there? Who are you?”

The girl who had been talking to them snapped to attention, thinking the sergeant was addressing her.

“Corporal Lara, Diana Light Infantry.”

“Sergeant Mavis, Queendom Special Forces. But who are these males?”

“Shit!” thought Sasha. “Now we’re fucked.”

“They claim to be members of a special male scout squad ordered to report to the front.”

“Fuck off. There are no male scouts in the QA. Get your fucking hands up.”

They all raised their hands.

“Search them.”

Lara frisked them all but found nothing of interest.

Then Mavis looked around.

“Ok, Corporal, take them over to that POW compound.”

“Yes Sergeant.”

“Ruby, with me. Ok, boys, get moving. That way. And don’t try anything.”

Five minutes later, they arrived outside the POW compound. It was a rectangular enclosure formed of coiled barbed wire. There were about a dozen dejected looking King George troops either sitting or lying down inside it, and several QA soldiers were standing guard outside the wire. Two of them came over as they approached.

“Hi there. Corporal Lara, Diana Light Infantry. We were told to bring these males here.”

“Fine. Leave them with us.” said one of the soldiers.

All three guards looked very young. No more than 18. Conscripts, thought Sasha, being kept back in the second line out of harm’s way. He decided to try and bluff them.

Lara and Ruby were glad to hand them over. When they started back to resume their interrupted brew, Sasha called out.

“Cheerio, girls. And thanks.” He waved to them. They looked back with a puzzled look on their faces and grinned.

“Are you in charge of the vehicle park?” asked Sasha.

“Silence, male. Hands up and face away.” said one of the soldiers while the other covered them with her rifle.

They were searched again.

“Ok, follow me.”

She pulled aside a barricade that acted as the makeshift entrance to the compound.

“Ok, inside.”

“Where are you taking us? We’re Queendom Army. We’re here for our transport.”

“What do you mean? You’re males, aren’t you?”

“Last time I looked, yes. But we’re Queendom Army scouts, not prisoners. We’re the Stakarov Militia Male Scout Squad. We were told to report to the vehicle park near the POW compound to rendezvous with our escort and get transport to the front.”

The guard looked uncertain.

“Surely you recognize our uniforms?” said Sasha. “And look here.”

He pointed to the insignia patch on his upper arm.

“We’re Stakarov Militia. Stakarov is in the Queendom.”

“I guess so. Mary, go and get Corporal Ruth.”

Mary disappeared inside and came back two minutes later with another soldier.

“I’m Corporal Ruth. What’s going on here? Who are these males?”

“I’m Sasha. We’re the Stakarov Militia Male Scout Squad. We’re supposed to report to the vehicle park and get an escort and transport to the front.”

“This isn’t the vehicle park. That’s over there.”

“Oh, ok. Come on boys.”

“Wait! Have you got ID?”

“No, just the regular neck chips.”

“We don’t have a scanner.”

Ruth didn’t know what to do.

“General Esme’s going to be pissed if we’re late.”

“Ok, let’s go, but Mary and I will come with you.”

Ruth walked away followed by Mary and the boys and they soon arrived at the vehicle park.

“Wait here.”

Ruth went to find the Corporal in charge. Meanwhile, the boys were attracting some attention from some of the off-duty drivers.

“Who are you boys?” asked one.

“Can’t you tell by the uniform?” replied Sasha.

“Well, I can see you’re not King George. So, who are you?”

“Light brown is the uniform of the male troops of the Queendom Army. We’re the Stakarov Militia Male Scout Squad.”

“I didn’t know we had any male troops. And I’ve never seen that uniform before.”

“There aren’t any armed male troops. We’re unarmed scouts. And we usually wear civvies as we mainly operate behind enemy lines. But in wartime we prefer to wear uniform in case we get caught. We don’t want to get shot.”

“Makes sense, I guess.”

Corporal Ruth came back with another soldier.

“This is Corporal Ellie. She’s in charge of the vehicle park.”

“So, who are you and what’s your story?”

“I’m Sasha and we’re the Stakarov Militia Male Scout Squad. Our orders are to report to the vehicle park where we’ll get an escort and transport to the front.”

Ellie looked at Ruth, bewildered.

“I don’t know anything about it. Nobody informed me.”

“Yeah, well, things can move fast in war.” said Sasha.

“Do you have IDs?” asked Ellie.

“They only have neck chips. But we haven’t got a scanner.” said Ruth.

“Neither have we.” said Ellie. “Why do you need an escort?”

“For our own protection. Most QA troops, especially green conscripts, have never seen Queendom Army males. They have a tendency to shoot first and ask questions later. And also, we might come across King George stragglers, and we’re not allowed to carry weapons for self-defence.”

“What’s your mission when you do get to the front?” asked Ellie.

“We won’t know the details until we report to the General, but I expect it will involve us going behind King George lines and reporting locations of artillery, stores, and troop concentrations. That kind of thing.”

“In uniform?”

“Yes. In peacetime we wear civvies, but in war time there’s a much higher risk of getting caught, and the King George army have an annoying tendency to shoot spies that are not in uniform. We’ve already had this argument, and the General agreed that we can wear uniform.”

“Which General?”

“General Esme. She’s in charge of our group. We have to report to her at the front.”

Ruth and Ellie both knew that General Esme was in command at the front but were still unsure.

“Wait here. I’ll have to get confirmation.” said Ellie.

Ruth and Mary stayed with the boys. Both still held their pistols. Ten minutes later, Ellie was back.

“We’ve not been able to get hold of General Esme. Is there someone else we can contact?”

“No. Our missions are always on a need-to-know basis. I can’t think of anyone except the General and her own staff. Look, we need to get going.”

“I’m not providing an escort and transport unless I get confirmation. How do I know you are who you say you are?”

“Just take us to General Esme. When we get there, she’ll confirm who we are.”

Ellie had a think.

“What do you think, Ruth? Do you buy their story? Do you think they’re really scouts?”

“I’m not convinced, but it’s possible. General Esme’s HQ is only 15 minutes up the road. I say take them but treat them with suspicion until you get there and get confirmation.”

“Ok. Turn around, boys. Hands behind your backs.”

Ruth and Ellie zip-tied their hands behind their backs while Mary covered them with her pistol.

“Shit!” thought Sasha. His plan was to overpower the girls before they got to the front. Now he would have to come up with another plan.

“Lucy! Tracy!”

Two girls came running up.

“Yes, Corporal Ellie?”

“Grab a scout car and take these boys up the road to General Esme. Lucy. They claim to be male scouts ordered to report to General Esme. But we haven’t been able to get confirmation. So, treat them with suspicion and don’t untie them until you hand them over to the General. Got it?”

“Yes, Ellie.”

Lucy and Tracy walked over to a scout car. Lucy got in the driver’s seat and Tracy got in the front passenger seat. The boys got into the rear seats. It was a bit of a squeeze. Lucy started the car and set off, bumping over the rough ground to reach the coast road, and then turned east onto it.

Tracy turned to face the boys.

“So, what will you boys be up to at the front?”

“We won’t know until we report to the General. But we’ll be going behind the lines, that’s for sure.” replied Sasha.

“Have you done that before?”

“In peacetime, but this is different.”

“Worried?”

“I always shit myself before a mission starts. But once you get going, there’s so much to do and think about that you don’t have time to worry. How far is it to the front?”

“I’m not sure. It was 10 miles last I heard, but I believe we’re still advancing.”

Lucy was driving at about 40 mph, so that meant they would arrive in about another 10 to 15 minutes. Sasha needed a reason to stop the car. A perfect excuse happened just a few minutes later.

“Hey look, KGA stragglers.”

“Where?” asked Tracy.

“Over there, 100 yards on the left.” said Sasha.

There were indeed two unarmed King George stragglers. Tracy got a glimpse just before they ducked behind cover. Lucy stopped the car and looked.

“What should we do, Lucy?” asked Tracy.

“My orders were to take the boys to General Esme.” said Lucy. “Not to swan around trying to round up stragglers.”

“But our job is to gather intelligence.” replied Sasha. “These boys might be able to tell us more in 10 minutes than we could find out with a week of sneaking around behind the lines. General Esme will be pissed if she finds out we passed by two unarmed stragglers and didn’t bring them in.”

Lucy looked worried.

“But how can we round them up? They’re bound to be watching us. As soon as they realise we’re coming after them, they’ll run off.”

“We’re males. We might be able to persuade them to give up.”

“What do you think, Tracy?”

“I’m not sure about this.”

“Tell you what.” said Sasha. “Let me go and talk to them, if they run off or they don’t want to surrender, I’ll come back. Either way, I’ll be back in no more than 10 minutes.”

Yev decided to play devil’s advocate.

“Sasha, I don’t think you should. Mistress Lucy, we’re already late and General Esme can be very strict. My arse is still smarting from the caning she gave me last week after the training exercise.”

Lucy and Tracy grinned at the thought of the General caning a male’s arse.

“But the General will be delighted if we help Lucy bring in a prisoner or two, Yev.”

“I know, Sasha. But you know what the General is like. If we fail, we won’t get any credit for trying, we’ll just get punished for being late.”

“Lucy, you’re in charge, it’s up to you.” said Sasha.

Lucy had a think. There was no doubt that she and Tracy would get most of the credit if they brought two prisoners in. And she was becoming more and more convinced that the boys really were Queendom scouts.

“Ok, Sasha. Take someone with you and go and see if you can convince them to come in.”

Sasha looked around.

“Roman!”

Sasha and Roman went off into the moors, still with their hands zip tied behind their backs, to where they had last seen the stragglers and disappeared out of sight. Ten minutes later, they saw Sasha and Roman emerging from the moors with two King George troopers with their hands raised. Sasha and Roman still had their hands behind their backs, but the King George troopers had cut Sasha’s zip ties.

“He’s got them!” said Tracy.

Tracy and Lucy got out of the car with pistols drawn.

“Go up to the scout car and face it, boys.” said Sasha. “Get your hands behind your back. The girls will zip tie you.” said Sasha.

“You do it, Tracy.” said Lucy.

Tracy holstered her pistol and went to get some zip ties out of her backpack in the scout car.

“Get back in the car, boys.” said Lucy to Sasha and Roman. “And you’ll have to squeeze up; I’m afraid it’s going to be a bit tight, but it’s only another 5 or 10 minutes.”

Lucy backed up so that the boys could pass in front of her while she covered both them and the King George troopers with her pistol. Sasha climbed in, but when Roman went to join him, he tripped up and fell flat on his face in front of Lucy.

“Aaaargh! Shit.”

“Are you ok, Roman?” asked Sasha.

“Yeah. I’m ok, I just lost my footing.”

Roman had difficulty standing up with his hands tied behind his back. As he got to his feet, he nearly lost his balance again and stumbled into Lucy. Tracy had just arrived behind the King George troopers and had a zip tie in her hand, but she glanced around at the commotion.

Sasha saw his opportunity and lunged at Lucy, slamming her to the floor. The pistol fell from her grip and slid away. The King George troopers immediately turned and overpowered Tracy and one of them took her pistol. They soon had both girls at gunpoint. One of the King George troopers then freed Roman, Yev and Ivan.

“Well done, guys.” said Sasha. “Sorry, girls, but there’s no such thing as the Stakarov Militia Male Scout Squad. I’m afraid we’re on the other team.”

The King George troopers introduced themselves as Harry and Dom.

“How are we going to do this? We need to get going. Another vehicle could come along at any moment. How are we even going to get everyone in?”

“I’ve got an idea.” said Sasha. “Zip-tie the girls, hands in front.”

“Lucy, driver’s seat. Tracy, front passenger seat. Yev, right behind Lucy with a pistol. The rest of you squeeze in next to him or in the rear foot well.”

“Where are you going, Sasha?” asked Yev.

“In the front foot well.”

Sasha lay down in the front foot well with his head in front of Lucy.

“Right, get going, Lucy. When you get to the front line, go straight through.” said Sasha.

“But I can’t operate the pedal with my feet tied and you laying in front of me.” complained Lucy.

“You don’t need to. I’m going to operate the pedals with my hands. All you need to do is steer.”

“But if we drive through the front line, they’ll open fire.”

“Who will?”

“The QA.”

“We’ll risk it, but I don’t think they will. They’ll see you and Tracy. They might think you’re confused or maybe mad, but they won’t open fire.”

“But after that, we’ll be heading for the King George army in a Queendom scout car. I won’t do it. I’ll drive off the road if I have to, but I won’t drive up to the KGA front line.”

“Tell you what, when we get halfway into no man’s land, we’ll stop. I promise. Then we’ll go on and you’re free to return to your own lines. Deal?”

“Ok, but I warn you. If you don’t stop, I’m turning off the road. I don’t care how fast we’re going.”

“Fair enough. Right, let’s get going.”

Sasha was cautious at first. He pressed the accelerator gently.

“We’re only doing 20 mph, Sasha. Give it a bit more.”

Soon, they were up to 40 mph.

“Ok, there’s a bend coming up, Sasha. Ease off a bit, but no need to brake.”

They rounded the bend.

“QA troops up ahead. Increase speed a bit. That’s it.”

They whizzed by at 40 mph.

“There’s a trooper in the road directing us to turn right. Floor it.”

Yev guessed correctly that Lucy was considering turning right, but with Sasha flooring the accelerator, the scout car was travelling too fast to make the turn.

They heard shouting as they whizzed by.

“Hey, where the hell are you going?”

They rounded a slight curve and saw QA troops lying prone.

“This must be the front. Keep going.” yelled Yev.

They heard more shouting.

“Hey, stop!”

“Right, I’m turning off in 5 seconds.” stated Lucy.

Sasha released the accelerator and pressed the brake instead and the scout car rolled to a stop. They could see King George troops some distance ahead.

They were well within range of both King George and QA troops, but no one was firing at them. In fact, there were no sounds of shooting at all, as both sides tried to figure out what the hell was going on.

The boys cut Lucy and Tracy’s zip-ties.

“Ok girls, you’re free to go.”

The girls began running back to their own lines. But still nobody fired. Sasha got into the driver’s seat, and they quickly sped up to the King George lines. King George troops had rifles trained on them as they approached, but when they got nearer, they saw that they were males and relaxed.

A sergeant shouted to them:

“Keep going around the curve.”

When they rounded the next curve, King George troops stopped them.

“Who are you?”

“Free Stakarov Army. Attached to No.9 Platoon King George Army.” replied Sasha.

“No.9 Platoon HQ is over there on the right. Park over there, then report to the CO.”

The boys were pleasantly surprised to see Lieutenant Richard again.

“Well done, boys. You made it back. Where did you get the scout car?”

“We stole it.” replied Sasha. “So, what’s going on here?”

“We’re the rear guard. The main force is still heading back. And the strongpoint garrisons have been ordered back level with them. We’ll be moving back as well in a few minutes.”

“So, what happened at the Gareth Line? How come we couldn’t hold out?”

“The problem wasn’t the Gareth Line itself. It was our artillery. We lost three guns, but we still had five, but we ran out of ammunition. Without support from the big guns, we couldn’t hold out. We could have held them off for a long time if we’d had enough. There was plenty back at Mitchell, but not enough up at Gareth.”

“How come?”

“Army command didn’t want to stockpile it too far forward in case Gareth got outflanked and cut off. Their plan was to truck it forward as needed. But we found out we couldn’t do that.”

“Why not?”

“The Queendom have got four gunboats that we didn’t know about, and they’ve been shelling anything that moves on the coast road, especially trucks heading towards the front. We’ve got no answer to them. We’ve lost too many trucks already. As a result, we can now only do supply runs at night. With fewer trucks and fewer hours to operate them in, we’re not able to keep the army supplied on the Gareth Line. So, we’re pulling back to shorten our supply lines. I wouldn’t be surprised if they order us all the way back to the Mitchell Line.”

“I see. Where are we now exactly?”

“We’re about halfway between Gareth and Mitchell. That’s 15 miles from each. And we’ll go back another 10 tonight and then try and hold to give time for Mitchell to be fully organized.”

“What about the QA?”

“We figure they’re resupplying and regrouping. They know we’re pulling back. I guess they don’t see the point of attacking us when they know we’ll be retreating soon anyway. They’ll save themselves for when we make a stand.”

“Any news from Romulus?”

“Just the usual. Calls for peace. Offers to mediate. But nothing practical so far.”

Just then a soldier came running up.

“Lieutenant Richard, sir. We’re ready to move out.”

“Very good, Ok, mount up.”

“Get your boys together, Sasha. Let’s go.”

Sasha’s squad got hold of assault rifles to replace the ones they had dumped. There were plenty to be had, left behind by wounded men who had been evacuated. They also got hold of 2 frag grenades each.

Tuesday 22 May 71

They arrived at the stop line just after midnight. Some troops were already there and had already dug entrenchments, but most were passing straight through and continuing on to the Mitchell Line.

Lieutenant Richard called his NCOs together for a quick conference. Sasha was there with the other 3 squad leaders.

“Listen up, men. We’re taking up defensive positions here. We’re 5 miles in front of the Mitchell Line and we have to hold the QA back to allow the Mitchell Line to get properly organized. The defences here are weak, so we won’t be able to hold them off for long.”

The squads were allocated defensive positions along a slit trench which ran from the coast to a point one mile inland along the crest of a slight rise. This gave them a good view of the approach in front of them and also meant that their supply line was in defilade from the enemy.

They occupied their allocated position.

“How long do we have to hold them off, Sasha?” asked Yev.

Sasha had just returned from a squad leaders meeting.

“Probably just tonight and all day tomorrow. The plan is then to withdraw to the Mitchell Line tomorrow night. In the meantime, we’ll all stay in position here, with two of us on watch. Me and Roman will take the first watch. Yev and Ivan, get your heads down, you’re on at 07:00.

The following morning, about 09:15, Yev and Ivan were peering out over the flat fields in front of them. The fields contained crops. They should have been harvested by now, but all the farm hands had been called up. Yesterday, the elderly farmer had cut down a 50-yard strip immediately in front of the line, but beyond that, the crops stood tall.

“Listen!” said Ivan.

They both listened intently for a minute but heard nothing. They stared at the crops, looking for any sign of movement. They couldn’t see anyone, but then they thought they heard something.

“I think someone’s crawling about in that field ahead of us.” said Yev.

“I think so too.” replied Ivan.

“Get Sasha and Roman.” said Yev.

Ivan turned around and shook Sasha and Roman awake.

“What’s up. Yev?” asked Sasha.

“We heard someone moving about in the field ahead of us.” replied Yev.

They all listened.

“There it is again!”

“Ok, we’ll chuck grenades and then rush forward and see what we’ve got.” said Sasha.

Sasha waved to get the attention of the neighbouring squads each side of them and then signalled that his squad was going forward. The neighbouring squads got into position to provide covering fire if needed.

“Right, everyone get a frag ready.”

Sasha pointed out the exact spot he wanted each of them to land their frags.

“Right after 3, throw the frags. We rush them after the blast. 1 . . . 2 . . . 3. Throw!”

Four frags went sailing through the air and landed in the field on a broad front. The boys all ducked down and waited. Four closely spaced explosions followed.

Sasha blew a long blast on his whistle, and they got up and rushed forward. The enemy wouldn’t be able to escape unless they stood up and ran which would expose them to the covering fire of the neighbouring squads.

Of course, they could shoot at Sasha’s squad and maybe take one or two of them out before they were overrun, but if they did that, they could not then expect any mercy. Everyone values their own life, and if you get killed, it’s little consolation to know that you took two of the enemy with you.

“Don’t shoot! Don’t shoot!”

A QA scout stood up in the field just before Yev reached her position. Yev noted her Sergeant’s stripes.

“How many are you?” demanded Yev.

“There’s just two of us.”

“Where’s the other one?”

But before she could answer, they heard a shout.

“Don’t fucking move!”

It was Sasha. And then a moment later, Sasha again.

“This one’s wounded. Ivan, Roman. Give her a hand. Quickly, get her back.”

Sasha came up to where Yev and his prisoner were standing.

“Cover me, Sasha.”

Yev handed his rifle to Sasha and moved forward to give the scout a pat down, but the girl wasn’t happy. She insisted on going to check on her comrade.

“Lou! Are you ok?”

“Stand still. I have to pat you down.”

“Get your filthy hands off me, male.” she said and gave Yev a shove. Yev fell back onto his arse but quickly got up. He was having none of it and gave the girl a hard slap on the cheek.

“Stand still, bitch. We’ll look after your friend, but first I have to search you.”

The girl glared at him.

“You’ll regret that.”

Yev laughed.

“In case you haven’t noticed, you’re my prisoner.”

“At the moment, but we’ll win this war and I’ll remember you boy. If I ever get my hands on you, you’ll find out what a bitch really is.”

Yev laughed as he took his rifle back from Sasha.

“Right. Get your hands on your head and move.”

Yev took his prisoner back and handed her over to MPs. Roman and Ivan dragged the wounded scout back and then handed her over to two stretcher bearers who then took her back to the aid station.

“What were they doing there?” asked Ivan, once they were back in their slit trench.

“They were trying to determine our strength and look for weak points.” replied Sasha. “It’s only a matter of time before they realise our line ends a mile from the coast, and then they’ll outflank us.”

“What will we do then?”

“We would have to withdraw, of course, but hopefully we’ll pull back before they organize an assault.”

There were no further incidents on their part of the line that day, but their own scouts reported that the QA were assembling strong forces just half a mile away and would likely assault the stop line at dawn the next day.

Wednesday 23 May 71

The KGA had no intention of waiting and pulled back in the early hours of Wednesday morning. At 02:00, Sasha’s squad arrived at the Mitchell Line. They were then allocated a dugout. It was just 100 yards from the coast road, between the road and the ocean. Sasha and his men were exhausted, so when they found it, they got their heads down to get some sleep.

But they were all woken up at 05:00 by the sound of an intense artillery bombardment. Guys were standing up looking at the horizon in awe.

“The stop line’s taking a pounding. They don’t realise it’s been evacuated.” said Yev.

Since they had been woken up, the boys decided to get oriented. The Mitchell Line faced south-west and consisted of a series of firing trenches in a more or less straight line. One of the firing trenches was their battle station. They were only 200 yards to the right of the coast road.

Most of the Mitchell Line was on the coastal plain, with cultivated fields in front, although on the far left, it ran a short way into the hilly moorland. A drainage ditch ran in front of that part of the line that was on the coastal plain. A wooden bridge carried the road over the drain. The bridge had been prepared for demolition.

An unmade farm track ran behind the line. It had originally ended at the edge of the plain, but the army had extended it, and it was now the main access route for the inland positions of the Mitchell Line.

Sasha wasn’t happy with their dugout. It was far too shallow for his liking, so they got to work deepening it and also arranged some sandbags around the edges. By midday it looked a lot better and they stopped for some lunch.

In the afternoon they helped unload stores from supply trucks arriving from King George. Sasha went to a meeting in the afternoon. When he came back, he explained their situation to the rest of the guys.

“The Mitchell Line is only five miles long and ends a short distance into the hills. There are no strong points beyond it like there were on the Gareth Line.”

“So, what happens if they out flank us?” asked Ivan.

“Mobile squads are stationed behind the left flank and it’s their job to deal with any outflanking moves. But as there are no roads up there, Army Command reckons a major attack isn’t possible. It will just be scouts and nuisance raids. Any major attack will have to be along the coast road, where we are. There’s no other way to move heavy equipment and supplies.”

“What happens when this line breaks?” asked Yev.

“When we get pushed back from here – and we will, it’s a question of when not if – when that happens, we’ll fall back on King George itself. King George now has strong prepared defences on the western approaches and to some extent to the south also. But they’re only weakly manned at the moment. For the defences to be effective, they’ll need a lot more men. We’ll need to get most of the guys back from Mitchell. So, there won’t be any of this ‘not one step back’ shit. Army command knows that we’ll have to pull back at some point, and they’ll be constantly monitoring the situation to decide on the best possible timing.”

They then heard a whistle and shouts.

“Tanks!”

They all looked to the front.

“I see them.” said Yev.

“Where?” said Ivan.

“See that wood? Look a bit to the right on the road. Two tanks.”

“Oh, I see them now. I think they’ve stopped. How far away are they?”

“About one mile I would say.”

Half an hour later, Sasha was back.

“What’s going on, Sasha?” asked Ivan.

“The QA are regrouping about a mile in front of us.” said Sasha. “It doesn’t look like they’re going to attack us today. Yev, Ivan. Get back to the dugout for a rest but be back here at 21:00. We’ll do 7 hours on and 7 off from now on.”

Thursday 24 May 71

Yev and Ivan were up at 06:30 the next morning. They had a brew and then got ready to take over from Sasha and Roman in the trench.

“Ready, Ivan? Let’s go.”

But just as they were about to make their way forward, they heard distant crumps. They froze and listened. A few seconds later they heard a whistling sound.

“Incoming!”

They ducked down in their dugout. They then experienced the most intense bombardment they could imagine. They were being shelled by land-based artillery and soon by offshore gunboats as well. The Mitchell Line was five miles long, but it was apparent that the QA were throwing everything at the first mile nearest the coast.

“Let’s crawl forward to the trench.” shouted Yev. He had to shout it into Ivan’s ear to make himself heard.

Ivan looked terrified but nodded.

However, as soon as Yev’s head poked up out of the dugout, there was a ping as a small piece of shrapnel ricocheted off his helmet. A few seconds later, a larger piece knocked his helmet clean off.

“We’d better wait until it eases off a bit.”

Yev slid back down into the dugout. There was a loud bang nearby and three of their sandbags came flying into the dugout. One landed on Yev and winded him. Ivan pulled it off. Explosions continued all around them.

After fifteen minutes there seemed to be a lull. Or perhaps the QA had shifted aim slightly.

“Stay here.” said Yev.

Yev crawled out and slithered on his belly towards their firing trench. When he was halfway there, there was an explosion not far in front of him. He pressed his face into the ground as dirt and stones landed all around him. Then he heard a shout.

“Stretcher bearers!”

“Who’s that? Who’s wounded?”

“Over here. Roman’s been hit.”

After another 10 seconds of crawling and slithering, Yev dived headfirst into their trench.

“Sasha! What’s happened.”

“It’s Roman. He’s badly hurt.”

Roman had a head wound just behind his right eye. Blood was pouring out but Sasha was already busy trying to staunch the flow with bandages.

“Hang in there, Roman.”

“Coming in!”

They looked around as a stretcher bearer jumped into their trench, pulling a stretcher behind him. He looked as white as a sheet and just sat down with his mouth wide open and stared into space.

“Are you ok, buddy? What’s your name? Where’s your partner?” asked Yev.

“Ian. My partner’s back there. He’s dead.”

Speaking seemed to snap him out of it, and he moved over to check on Roman. He took over from Sasha and bandaged Roman’s head tightly.

“Ok, let’s get him on the stretcher.”

“Is he going to make it?” asked Sasha.

“I doubt it. But let’s get him back and see what they can do. But I’ll need help with the stretcher.”

“I’ll go.” said Yev and leaned his rifle up against the side of the trench.

“Come back after and bring Ivan.” said Sasha.

“You got it, Sasha.”

Ian and Yev grabbed the ends of the stretcher but crouched down waiting for a lull in the shelling. They ducked down as an impact nearby sent showers of dirt and stones into the trench.

“Right, let’s go.” said Ian.

They climbed out and set off, instinctively crouching down as they ran. They were lucky. Ian’s helmet got pinged by shrapnel, but they were otherwise unscathed. The intensity of the bombardment had reduced slightly. They went back half a mile to the aid station. It took them 20 minutes.

A doctor had a quick look at Roman. He gave him an injection and then began redoing the bandages.

“What are his chances, doc?” asked Yev.

“I don’t know, but there’s not much we can do here. I’ll tidy him up and then we’ll send him back to King George as soon as possible.”

“Thanks doc.”

Yev started to head back. The bombardment seemed to have shifted inland, but when he was 100 yards from their dugout, he heard the tell-tale whistling sound and dived into a shell crater. There was an explosion off to the side. Yev waited for the dirt and stones to fall back before crawling out and heading for the dugout.

“Ivan! Are you ok?” shouted Yev.

“Yes, I’m good.”

“Ok, let’s go.”

Ivan came slithering out and they both crawled forward to their firing trench. They made it to the trench and crawled in. But the trench was no longer rectangular. One side was completely gone. It was replaced by a shell crater. And Sasha was lying face down at the end.

“Sasha! Are you ok?” called Ivan.

They crawled over to him, but he didn’t respond.

“I think he’s been hit.”

Yev checked his pulse.

“There’s nothing. I think he’s dead.”

They turned him over. They quickly looked away and then Yev covered his head with an empty sandbag.

They suddenly realised that the shelling had stopped. Then they heard the sound of whistles. Yev found his rifle half buried in earth and took up a position next to Ivan.

Someone shouted. “Tanks!”

Yev looked out. Sure enough, four tanks were approaching in line abreast. Two were echeloned on the road with another on each flank. Infantry were following close behind, using the tanks as shields.

“Shit! What do we do?” asked Ivan.

“We’ll have to stay here. If we leave now, we’ll be exposed.”

There was an eruption of small arms fire from both sides of them. Yev and Ivan emptied several magazines at the tank, but it didn’t do any good. The Q1 tanks didn’t have very thick armour, but it was easily good enough to stop 7.62mm rounds.

Suddenly they heard a whoosh and saw something streaking towards the leading tank on the road. It had come from their left. The projectile hit one of the tank’s tracks and exploded. All the tanks immediately stopped and began firing at wherever they thought the shot had come from and then reversed. The tank that had been hit rolled off its track and then spun round and stopped sideways on. Then there was silence.

The boys watched it, wondering if the crew would make it out before the tank got hit again.

“Why don’t they hit it again?” asked Ivan. “It’s a sitting duck with its weak side armour facing us.”

“We only have a few bazookas.” explained Yev. “They’ll probably leave it alone as long as the turret doesn’t start moving.”

“So, what’s happening now?” said Ivan.

“Beats me!” said Yev.

Then they heard crumps.

“Shit! Incoming. Get down.”

They were then treated to another intense bombardment, this time concentrated on a two hundred yard front centred on the coast road, on the King George side of the bridge. There was nothing they could do except keep their heads down and trust to luck.

“Medic!”

“Stretcher bearers!”

They heard multiple calls for help during the bombardment which lasted five minutes. When it stopped, Ivan looked out.

“Hey, everyone’s leaving.”

Yev looked out. Everywhere he looked he saw men leaving their positions and beginning to stream back.

“It’s not everyone.” said Yev.

“It’s everyone who still can.” said Ivan. “Come on, let’s go.”

They got out of their trench and ran back at a crouch. Yev glanced behind. Seeing the rout, the three remaining tanks lurched forward and motored at full speed along the road, the first one firing as it went.

Just as it neared the bridge over the drainage ditch, there was another whoosh and it was hit and came to a sudden halt. The hatch opened and two girls climbed out, one appeared to be wounded.

Soon after, there was a loud boom, and the bridge disappeared in a huge fountain of wood and sawdust.

Yev and Ivan arrived back at the aid station. It was in the process of being evacuated. Roman had already gone.

“Over here!”

They looked over and saw six trucks taking on troops, so they ran towards them. Hearing a roaring sound, they looked back towards their positions. The tank just short of the bridge was cooking off. A huge flame roared up out of the turret for a few seconds, before settling down. The tank then continued to burn much more gently.

“They’ll have to repair the bridge before they can get trucks across. That’s going to buy us some time.” said Yev.

They boarded one of the trucks. Everyone already on board was anxious to set off right away. There were cries of: “Come on.” and “Let’s go” but the driver wasn’t having it. He insisted on waiting until the truck was absolutely crammed full before he set off. Just 15 minutes later, they arrived in King George and parked up at the garrison.

After reporting in, there was chaos. Nobody knew what to do or where to go. But eventually, they found a liaison officer who checked a list and told Yev and Ivan to go to West Street Junior School, classroom 3. That was the assigned assembly point for No.9 Platoon. They arrived and reported in.

They found Sergeant James already there.

“Yev! Ivan! You made it. Come on in.”

“Hi Sarge. What’s going on?”

“The ninth platoon is assembling here. At 27:59, I have to report our strength to Army Command. Then we’ll get our orders early tomorrow.”

“Is Lieutenant Richard here?”

“No. He was badly wounded at the Mitchell Line. He got evacuated but I found out just now that he didn’t make it.”

“What about the rest of the guys?”

“Guys keep trickling in one by one, but I think we’ve lost quite a few.”

James found Yev and Ivan on his list and marked them as present.

“Any news of Sasha and Roman?”

“Yes. Roman was wounded. He got evacuated but it didn’t look good. And Sasha was killed.”

“Sorry to hear that.”

James made a note on his list.

“Ok, so the school canteen here is serving hot drinks and food and there are showers. Get what you need and then find yourself a spot for the night.”

Yev looked around. Only 5 troopers had arrived so far. There was plenty of space.

Friday 25 May 71

Early the next morning, Yev and Ivan were up and had breakfast. They then hung around in the classroom. More troopers had made it back over night. Ivan had a count up.

“Only eight troopers. Out of the original twenty-four!”

“Ok, guys, listen up.”

It was Sergeant James.

“We’ve got our orders from Army Command. Due to our reduction in manpower, the ninth platoon is being disbanded. The following guys are transferred to the sixth platoon. Report next door to classroom 4.”

Sergeant James read out 5 names.

“Right, the following guys are transferred to the third. I’ll be coming with you. We have to report to Lieutenant Michael at the garrison.”

Sergeant James read out 3 names.

“Yev, Ivan. I know there’s only two of you now, but technically you’re still FSA under Army Command and you still need to have a leader. Yev, sew this stripe on. You’re now a Corporal.”

“Yes, Sarge.”

“The FSA – you two – are now attached to the fifteenth platoon. They’re a new unit and still at full strength, but they haven’t been in action yet. Report to Lieutenant Simon at the garrison.”

“Yes, Sarge.”

Yev and Ivan got their gear and set off back to the garrison. After asking around, they found out where Lieutenant Simon was and reported to him in his office.

“Yev and Ivan of the FSA attached to No.15 Platoon King George reporting, sir.”

“Welcome boys. Take a seat. So, what have you boys been up to? Seen any action?”

Yev and Ivan explained what they had been doing so far. Simon was delighted to have a couple of soldiers with combat experience attached to his unit.

“My unit was only activated a week ago, before they had completed their training. I’ve got 18 troopers, all this year’s conscripts and ages 17 or 18. We haven’t been in action. We’ve been working on improving the defences of King George. But now that most of the army is back in town, and the defences can be fully manned, my unit is being withdrawn into reserve to complete its training.”

“But do you have time? The QA has already begun arriving and it must be only a matter of days before they’re ready to launch an assault. Surely, we need every soldier we’ve got on the defences, even if they’re only partly trained.”

“True, but Army Command isn’t happy with the fighting quality of our troops who have been fully trained. We’ve got 4 platoons of regular troops and they’ve done really well. But the vast majority of the army is made up of reservists who were only recently mobilized. Even though they’ve completed their training, their performance hasn’t been good.”

“Yes, we noticed that. What’s the problem? You would think patriarchy troops would be better than troops from other colonies, having been brought up to believe in male superiority and everything.”

“But that’s precisely the problem. They’ve been brought up to believe that males are the stronger sex, but also that females are the weaker sex and it’s their duty to protect them. When they come up against QA troops, they don’t see an enemy soldier, they see a pretty girl. Most of them are reluctant to open fire, and when they do, they tend to fire warning shots and deliberately miss. It’s only when they’ve just had a friend killed next to them that they defend properly.”

“Shit! I didn’t realise it was that bad.”

“I’m afraid so. And the QA are utterly ruthless. It doesn’t take the QA long to work out when they’re up against reservists. They take full advantage, and the end result is our troops either fall back or surrender.”

“Perhaps things will be better now that we’re back in King George. After all, there’s no going back from here.” said Yev.

“Let’s hope so. Anyway, come with me and I’ll introduce you to the guys. Then, as you’re just back from the front, you can have the rest of today, and tomorrow off. Report back here at 07:00 on Sunday. Do you need accommodation, or have you got somewhere in town?”

“We’ve both got flats in town.”

“That’s fine then.”

The fifteenth platoon were quartered in a meeting room in the town hall. Yev and Ivan found the room, quickly introduced themselves to the guys and then prepared to get some well-earned rest.

“I’ll see you on Sunday, Yev. I’m going to see if I can find Sue.”

“Ok, Ivan.”

Yev wondered what to do. He didn’t have a girlfriend to visit. He thought about seeing if any of the pubs were open and relaxing over a cool pint of beer. Then he remembered Roman.

“Lieutenant Simon, any idea how I can find the whereabouts of a wounded soldier?”

“Sure, just go to the reception desk at the General Hospital. Even if he isn’t at General, they will be able to tell you where he is.”

“Ok, thanks,”

Yev made his way to the hospital and asked at reception. The receptionist looked for Roman on her list.

“Ah, here he is. Roman, FSA attached to No.9 Platoon. He’s at The Crown.”

“The Crown? You mean the night club?”

“Yes, that’s right, it’s being used as a military hospital now.”

Twenty minutes later, Yev arrived at the Crown and went to the bar – which now functioned as the reception desk.

“I’m here to ask about Roman of the FSA attached to No.9 Platoon.”

“Let’s see, Roman. Yes, here he is. You’ll find him in bed 47.”

Yev found bed 47, but Roman was either unconscious or asleep. He had tubes attached to him and his head was fully bandaged. Yev saw a doctor three beds away. When the doctor had finished attending to a patient, Yev approached him.

“Doctor, what can you tell me about Roman, in bed 47?”

The Doctor checked his notes.

“Ah, yes. He’s got a fractured skull and a serious head wound. We didn’t rate his chances when he was brought in, but he’s surprised us all. I think he’s going to pull through, but it will be a long recovery.”

“Thank you doctor.”

Yev headed for the exit. He decided to head for the King’s Head for a pint.

“Yev!”

Yev turned to see who it was. It was a woman in a nurse’s uniform. She looked familiar, but Yev couldn’t place her.

“It’s me, Aria.”

“Aria! You’re a nurse?”

“Yes, I trained as a nurse before I went into exotic dancing. What are you doing here?”

“I was visiting a comrade. Roman, in bed 47.”

“The boy with the serious head wound? Is he one of your group? Poor boy. Is everyone else ok?”

Yev couldn’t speak. It suddenly occurred to him that he had survived when many hadn’t. And not through any skill of his, it was just pure luck. The stress of battle was beginning to catch up with him.

“Yev? Are you ok?”

Yev couldn’t hold it in. He burst into tears.

“Yev! Come and sit down over here.”

A doctor saw the commotion and came over.

“Hi Aria. I thought you’d finished for the day. Who’s this, is he ok?”

“Yes, Doctor, I was just leaving but then I ran into a friend. This is Yev, he’s just been visiting a wounded boy, Roman, but he’s a bit upset.”

Let me have a look at him.”

The doctor looked into Yev’s eyes and took his pulse.

“Have you just come back from the front, Yev?”

Yev nodded.

“It’s combat stress, Aria. He’ll be ok, but he needs time to recover. But he shouldn’t be left alone. Have you got time to escort him back to wherever he’s staying?”

“Of course, doctor, I’ll see to it.”

“Ok, Aria. See you tomorrow bright and early.”

Aria took Yev by the hand and led him outside. She didn’t ask him where he was staying. Instead, she led him round the corner to her bungalow, took him inside and gave him a hot cup of tea.

“Drink this, Yev, it will do you good. I’m going to run you a hot bath. A nice long soak will relax you.”

Yev stripped off and got into the soapy bath. After twenty minutes, Aria came in and perched on the side.

“How are you feeling, Yev?”

“I feel kind of strange, Aria. And light-headed. Everything just seems unreal.”

“Come out of the bath, Yev. Let me dry you off.”

Yev stood up and Aria helped him to step out of the bath. Then she dried him off thoroughly with a towel. Yev wrapped a big bath towel around his waist.

“Was it bad, Yev?”

Yev was silent for a while, deep in thought. Then he began to speak.

“Sasha . . .”

“Another one of your group?”

“Yes.”

“What happened?”

“We found him face down in the trench during a bombardment. He didn’t respond so we turned him over and . . .”

“Yes?”

“Half his face was missing.”

“Oh my god.”

Aria held Yev tightly in a hug. Neither of them spoke for nearly two minutes

“Yev, are you they only one of your group to come through unscathed?”

“No, Ivan’s fine. He’s with his girlfriend, Sue.”

“Well, at least he’s got someone to look after him. What about you, Yev?”

“What do you mean?”

“Are you married, Yev? Or do you have a girlfriend?”

Yev nodded no.

“You’re shaking, Yev.”

“I know. I can’t help it.”

“It’s stress. It’s not surprising after what you’ve seen and been through. We need to do something to get rid of all that stress, and I think I know just the thing. Come with me, Yev.”

Aria led Yev by the hand into her bedroom.

“Lay down on the bed, Yev.”

Aria took his bath towel. Yev got onto the bed and lay down on his back. He was still shaking and just stared up at the ceiling.

“Just relax and let me take care of you.”

Aria stripped down to her bra and panties, but Yev didn’t seem to notice. She approached the side of the bed and reached down and gently grabbed Yev’s limp cock between a thumb and forefinger and then began to gently wank it. But nothing happened.

“Yev, are you ok?”

There was no answer.

“Yev!”

Aria raised her voice. Yev suddenly looked at her, as if snapping out of a trance. Only then did he realise that Aria was holding his cock. The response was immediate. Yev’s cock slowly began to grow, and within a minute Aria had 8 inches of man meat on her hands. She looked down and smiled at her handiwork.

She then used one hand to caress the shaft while her other hand played with his balls.

“How does this feel, Yev?”

“It feels nice, Aria.”

Aria kept caressing his meat for another minute and then leaned down and kissed his ball bag. Then, holding his shaft forward in one hand, she took a ball into her mouth and played with it using her tongue. Then she gave the other ball similar treatment. She then kissed the base of his shaft and then slowly ran her tongue up the length of his cock until she reached the tip.

Aria then took his bell end into her mouth and sucked it, at the same time playing her tongue over the tip and slowly wanking the shaft. Then she took hold of the base of his shaft with both hands and began to run her lips up and down his length. Slowly at first, but she gradually increased speed. She stopped when she felt his balls tense. She wasn’t ready to let him shoot his load yet.

“Not yet, you naughty boy.”

Aria took off her bra and panties and climbed onto the bed between Yev’s legs. She crawled forwards and gave him a long kiss on the lips and then kneeled up over his cock. She reached down and guided his boy beef to her pussy and then moved his purple helmet up and down her slit a few times to gather up some of her minge moisture.

Then she aimed his meaty sword at her love hole and sank down and engulfed him. She kneeled upright and began to move up and down on his cock with long, slow strokes. Yev reached out and placed a hand on each of her arse cheeks, and Aria moved her own hands down on top of his.

After a while, Aria leaned forward and braced herself by placing her hands on the top of his chest, and Yev moved his hands to her waist. Aria increased speed, sliding her tight pussy up and down over Yev’s hardened man missile, which responded by gaining an extra half inch.

Aria looked straight down into Yev’s eyes.

“I’m going to fuck all the stress out of you, Yev. Just relax and let me do all the work,”

Aria moved her hands off Yev’s chest and rested them both on the bed on her left side as she twisted round to try and watch the action, but all she could see was Yev’s hand on one of her arse cheeks.

She got up onto her feet and turned around and then positioned herself over Yev’s cock, facing his feet. She then sat down and her pretty pussy engulfed his pork sword once more. She leaned back, with her hands resting on Yev’s chest and then began sliding her tight pussy up and down Yev’s meat. She found she was able to achieve longer thrusts in this position. Her pussy lips slid up and down his shaft from the helmet to the balls. Up and down, she went, getting faster and faster. Soon she reached the point of no return.

“Yes, yes, yes, yes, yeeeeeeeeeeeeeeees.”

After a few moments, she dropped down onto her knees and then scooted back until she was looking down at Yev’s cock. She opened wide and leaned down to take his meat into her mouth to finish him off, bracing herself with one hand on the bed, but before she reached it, she gasped with surprise.

Yev had sunk his tongue into her woman hole and was now slowly tongue fucking it.

“Oh my god, Yev!”

Yev kept up the assault for a full minute, and then changed to pussy licking, running his tongue up and down her slippery slit between her flaps, and toying with her clitoris.

This allowed Aria to get her mission back on track. She clamped her lips over the top of his cock, enclosing his purple helmet but leaving his shaft free. Her tongue then toyed with his bell end while her free hand gently wanked his shaft.

She gradually increased both the suction on his helmet and the speed of her wanks. Yev could feel that he was getting close. He reached up and grabbed both of Aria’s arse cheeks and resumed tongue fucking her tight hole, but this time at a furious pace.

Aria accepted the challenge, and began wanking Yev even faster, determined to make him come first.

She could feel herself getting really close, but she could also see Yev’s ball bag beginning to flex. It would be a close finish.

Then, suddenly, she couldn’t hold out any longer.

“Aaaaaaaargh!” she cried, still with Yev’s cock in her mouth.

At that exact moment, Yev’s cock tensed and his helmet spat out a huge rope of hot sticky spunk. Aria was still in the middle of her cry of ecstasy, and that first rope shot straight down her throat without touching the sides.

But Aria quickly recovered. She stifled her cry and clamped her lips tightly around his bell end and intercepted the next two ropes with her tongue. She then carefully wanked out the tail end Charlies. She swilled the delightful man milk around in her mouth for a few seconds, enjoying its salty taste, and then gulped it down and licked her lips.

“How are you feeling now, Yev?” asked Aria. “You seem to have stopped shaking.”

“I feel much better now, Aria. I think that treatment worked really well.”

“I’m glad to hear it. When do you have to report back, Yev?”

“Sunday morning.”

“So, where are you staying?”

“We’re allowed to stay in our own homes.”

“You shouldn’t be on your own, Yev. I’m sure Ivan will be staying with his girlfriend. Why don’t you stay here with me?”

“Thank you, Aria. That’s very kind.”

They kissed.

“Come on Yev, let’s get in the shower.”

Saturday 26 May 71

Yev spent the next day in Aria’s bungalow, relaxing and getting his thoughts together. Aria left early to work as a nurse at the Crown. Occasional shots could be heard but nothing serious was happening. When Aria returned, Yev asked about Roman.

“He’s still in an induced coma, Yev. The doctor thinks he will pull through, but his recovery will take a long time.”

Sunday 27 May 71

Yev and Ivan reported to Lieutenant Simon early on Sunday morning.

“Welcome back, boys.”

“What’s the latest at the front, Lieutenant?” asked Yev.

“The QA are still bringing up their forces. They’re mostly at the west end on the coast road. They’ve sent some forces around the south as well, but there’s no way they can get heavy equipment around there. There are no roads, so everything has to be carried.”

“What about their artillery?”

“They’ve brought some up, but we don’t think they’ll make much use of it. The politicians are still trying to get Romulus to intervene. To be honest, I don’t think they’re going to, but if the QA start shelling the town and causing civilian casualties, that could change, so we think the QA are more likely to try an infantry assault. They’ll need time to prepare. Army Command reckons Tuesday at the earliest, maybe Wednesday. So, we’ll carry on with the training program for two or three more days, and then we’ll be activated and deployed.”

Yev and Ivan helped to train the conscripts and also gave talks about their experiences at the front.

Monday 28 May 71

On Monday at 17:00, No.15 Platoon was activated. They moved into position behind the western defences at the edge of town on the coast road. Lieutenant Simon and Yev went forward to familiarise themselves with their battle stations. They would man a section of the front line, seven hours on and seven hours off, alternating with No.3 Platoon, which consisted of regular troops. If an attack occurred, both platoons would be deployed.

The defences consisted of coiled barbed wire, then a deep anti-tank ditch, then an open area which had a few anti-tank mines in it, then more coiled barbed wire, and then their front-line trench with sandbagged strongpoints at intervals and also some recently constructed pillboxes fitted with machine guns. Communications trenches ran back from the front-line trench so they wouldn’t have to expose themselves when moving to or from the rest station.

Anti-tank bazooka teams were also available, and behind the lines were King George’s two remaining artillery pieces, both 37mm field guns.

After having a look round, Simon and Yev went back to their rest station, in a private house which had been commandeered. Their platoon’s first spell on duty would be from midnight until 07:00.

A trooper entered and looked around.

“Is this the fifteenth platoon?”

“Yes.” said Yev, looking at the newcomer and noting his unusual uniform.

“I’ve been ordered to report here. I’m Jack, from No.2 platoon, Northern Legion.”

“I’m Yev and this is Ivan, we’re both in the Free Stakarov Army. Everyone else here is KGA. So, is it just you?”

“I’m afraid so. I’m all that’s left of my platoon.”

“What happened?”

“We got ambushed on our way into King George on Thursday. Everyone except me was either killed or taken prisoner. I only got away because I was on point. They let me go past so they could ambush the main body. They never stood a chance.”

“I’m sorry to hear that, but glad to have you with us. I guess this is where they send all the odds and sods. Come on in, let’s get you a brew. You can dump your stuff there.”

“Thanks.”

Tuesday 29 May 71

They were all on edge during their first spell in the trenches. Soldiers were constantly reporting hearing sounds ahead of them, but whenever flares were sent up, there was nothing to be seen. The occasional shot rang out but there was no attack and at 07:00, the third relieved them and they made their way back to their rest station, looking forward to a brew and some breakfast and then some shut eye.

But before they had even arrived at their rest station, furious firing broke out and they heard whistles being blown. They rushed back again and reinforced the third.

Yev rushed along the communication trench and turned left into the front-line trench. Ahead, he saw a trooper hurl a frag grenade and then grab his rifle and empty the magazine in the direction of the enemy.

Yev took up position next to him and looked out. An enemy tank was about 200 yards away but was reversing away from them. Another was further back. Yev thought he saw infantry behind them and took up his rifle and fired in their general direction. Some of his shots hit the tank and pinged off.

There was a whoosh and Yev watched as a bazooka rocket flew towards the nearest tank but exploded a few yards short. Then all was quiet.

“What happened?” asked Yev.

“Two tanks with infantry behind them came forward, fired at us for a few seconds, and then reversed away.”

“How did they get over the anti-tank ditch?”

“Looks like they managed to fill part of it in overnight.”

Yev heard a noise and looked to his right. It was Lieutenant Simon. He was peering through binoculars.

“What do you make of it, Sir?” asked Yev.

“A probe. They’re trying to discover the exact location and strength of our defences.”

The fifteenth stayed up front for an hour in case the attack was resumed and then went back to their rest station.

There were two further probes that day. Each time, the off-duty platoon had to rush forward to reinforce the front line in case it was a serious assault. And the same occurred in the neighbouring sectors on their left and right. It was difficult for the troops to get a decent rest.

Wednesday 30 May 71

The same thing happened the next day. Just after 07:00, the fifteenth had been relieved and had made their way to their rest station and got the brew going when firing broke out and the alarm whistles blew. They rushed forward.

They heard the familiar whoosh and an explosion as they took up positions in the front-line trench. Yev looked out. A Q1 tank was 50 yards away over to the left. It had come much closer this time but had paid the price. It had driven onto an anti-tank mine which had blown a front wheel off and broken the track. When the tank had tried to reverse, it had driven off its track and spun around and become immobilized sideways on.

“What happened to the crew?” asked Yev.

“They’re still inside.” replied a trooper of the third.

Someone threw a frag grenade, it hit the tank with a loud clang and bounced off and then exploded, showering the tank with shrapnel. Then the hatch opened.

“Don’t shoot!”

“Come on out with your hands up!”

Two QA girls climbed out and ran at a crouch towards the trench and jumped in. Yev watched as two troopers take charge of them and marched them away to the rear.

Then Yev heard the command whistle, and the order was passed along.

“Fifteenth only, fall back.”

Normal practice was to stay up front for some time after an alert, until they were sure it was all over. But not this time, apparently. Yev made his way back to the rest station. He met Ivan on the way back. When everyone had arrived, Lieutenant Simon addressed them.

“Men, we’re being redeployed to the other side of town. Two gunboats have been seen heading that way and Army Command are concerned that they might land marines. If they do, it’s our job to drive them out. Let’s get going.”

Half an hour later, they arrived at the north-eastern edge of town. When they got there, they found two untrained reserve platoons frantically digging a trench line and filling sandbags,

Lieutenant Simon spoke again.

“Keep going men, along the road. Line ahead formation. Yev, you’re on point. But stop when you reach that crest, half a mile ahead and we’ll survey from there.”

Yev reached the crest and ducked down. He signalled enemy ahead. Lieutenant Simon and Ivan came crawling up to him. They saw enemy marines digging in and two gunboats offshore.

But then the marines suddenly took cover, and a few rifle shots rang out.

“I guess they’ve spotted us.” said Yev.

“Did you see how many there were before they took cover?” asked the Lieutenant.

“It looked like maybe 20.”

They then heard a loud bang and then a whistling sound and then there was an explosion 50 yards ahead of them.

“Shit. That gunboat’s got our range.” said Yev.

“Back up 200 yards.” yelled Lieutenant Simon.

But the Lieutenant, Yev and Ivan only backed up out of sight.

“Make a report, Ivan. About 20 marines supported by 2 gunboats.”

Ivan got on the radio to make the report. Meanwhile, Yev moved 50 yards sideways and then carefully inched forward to the crest again.

“They’re maintaining their position. They’ve resumed digging in. But one of the gunboats is leaving.” reported Yev.

“What about the other gunboat?” asked the Lieutenant.

“Still there.”

“Let’s get back.” said the Lieutenant.

They arrived back at the partially completed defence lines. As soon as they got back, Lieutenant Simon rushed off to report to Army Command.

“What do you think, Yev?” asked Ivan. “There’s no more than 20 of them at the moment. Could we take them?”

“Not while that gunboat is supporting them. It would be suicide. But on the other hand, 20 marines are no real threat to us.”

“But the gunboat that left could be back with another 10 or 12. How long would it take them?”

“Assuming they swing well wide of King George to avoid our artillery, I reckon they could do the return trip to their front lines in about an hour.”

“So, we’ve got a day, maybe two, before they have a force big enough to try an assault.”

“I guess.”

An hour later, Lieutenant Simon was back. He called Yev over.

“I tried to get an artillery piece relocated here so we could have a go at taking out their gunboat or at least driving it away. Without the gunboat, we could take out their marines no problem. But no deal. There’s only two guns left and Army Command reckons the western front can’t hold without them. They reckon they’ve got six Q1 tanks and 600 infantry plus artillery facing them on the western front, and we’ve only got 20 marines to deal with.”

“That’s true, I guess.”

“Yes, but now we’re isolated. With the Queendom navy blockading King George harbour, and now the road up to Prince Albert cut, we’ve no way of smuggling in food and ammunition from the north.”

“And that’s not all. There’s also . . .”

“Lieutenant Simon!”

A trooper came running up.

“What’s up?”

“Sir, the power supply has been cut.”

“Shit! That’s just what I was about to say. They’re now in a position to cut our power from the Prince Albert plant. We’re fucked. Unless Romulus and the northern colonies intervene, and soon, we’ve had it.”

On that note, they headed for a house they had commandeered as their headquarters and rest station. Yev offered Lieutenant Simon the use of his flat, as it was only 200 yards away, but the Lieutenant declined.

“Thanks, but it’s better if I stay with the men.”

The platoon was divided into two teams of 10, with Lieutenant Simon leading one and Yev the other. As before, they worked in shifts, 7 hours on and 7 hours off.

Thursday 1 June 71

There were no attacks overnight, not even probes. Scouts reported that the Queendom marines now numbered about 30 and it looked like they had prepared several electricity pylons for demolition and then taken up a defensive position. And once again, there were two gunboats offshore. There was no chance of restoring the power supply. What generators were available were reserved for the hospitals.

Yev knocked on Lieutenant Simon’s office door for their regular morning situation briefing.

“Yev, can you ask Ivan and Jack to join us?”

Yev was surprised but went off to fetch them. When they were all there, the Lieutenant began his briefing.

“Well, the latest news is that the Queendom is not attacking, but that’s because they don’t need to. We’re cut off and without power. Today is probably the last day for Romulus and the north to come in on our side. If they don’t, I think the governor will throw in the towel tomorrow.”

“Shit!” said Yev.

“The reason I wanted to speak to all of you guys is that you’re not King George citizens and you’re not on the KGA role. So, when the Queendom takes over, they won’t have any record of you. Yev and Ivan, I know they said they would fast track you, but it hasn’t come through yet and it’s too late now. As soon as the governor signs the surrender, you are free of all obligations to King George. So, my advice is, if you think you’ve got a way to get out of here, feel free to take it, and if there’s anything we can do to help, just ask. So, any ideas on what you’re going to do?”

Jack went first.

“I don’t see a way of getting back to the north, so I’m just going to surrender and hope that they decide to repatriate foreign nationals. I believe that’s what they did after the Stakarov invasion.”

“What about you two?”

“We were discussing this earlier, and we can’t see a practical way of getting to the north either. But we were miners at Prince Albert before we volunteered. So, we’ve decided we’ll just make out we’ve been miners the whole time. They’ll know we’ve not served in the KGA, plus we’re both in our late 20s so we think we’ve got a good chance of getting away with that, plus our ages mean we should be exempted from slave training.”

Lieutenant Simon brought out a bottle of bubbly and poured four glasses.

“I was saving this to toast a happy occasion. But it looks like this is the best we can expect. Cheers.”

Chapter 4 – Defeat

Friday 2 June 71

The next morning at 10:00, Lieutenant Simon paraded his men.

“Men, the governor has signed the surrender document. Under the surrender terms, all KGA troops have to hand their weapons in at the armoury and then we are confined to barracks until we get further orders. I’m sorry about this, men, it’s a dark day for us all and for King George and indeed for the whole planet. You men of the FSA and the Northern Legion are released from your obligations to King George and are free to leave.”

Yev, Ivan and Jack shook hands with Lieutenant Simon and then departed.

“What are you going to do, Jack?”

“I’m off to the King’s Head for a beer. And then I’m just going to await events.”

“Have you got anywhere to stay?”

“No, I guess I’ll either have to go back to the garrison or sleep rough.”

“Here, take this.”

“What’s that?”

“It’s the key to my flat, 67B Cape Road. I don’t need it. I’ve moved in with my girl.”

“Thanks, man, I appreciate it.”

“Let’s go home and get into civvies.” said Yev.

“And then what?” asked Ivan.

“I don’t know but join me at Aria’s place after.”

“Ok.”

Yev went back to Aria’s bungalow and got changed, and Ivan went to his girlfriend Sue’s place to do the same. Aria wasn’t at home. She was working as a nurse at the Crown as usual. Twenty minutes later, there was a knock on the door. It was Ivan. Sue was with him.

“I found Sue at home. She’s a bit worried and doesn’t want to be left on her own so I’ve brought her along.”

“Come in both of you. How are you, Sue?”

“Not too bad, Yev. Just a bit worried.”

Just as they closed the door, they heard a click and then a hum.

“What was that?” said Yev, startled.

“The fridge just started up. The power is back on.” said Sue.

They went into the lounge and tried the TV. Sure enough, it worked. Only the news channel was currently broadcasting. They were showing the same program over and over. A short government broadcast announcing the surrender of the colony to the Queendom of Vena and giving a summary of the terms. KGA troops were confined to barracks. All civilian males were confined to their homes. Further instructions for civilian males would be issued by midday on Saturday at the latest.

Then they heard noises coming from outside.

“Hey, come and have a look at this!” said Sue.

They all looked outside. A long convoy of military vehicles, mostly trucks, some towing guns, was driving past.

“It’s the QA.” said Yev. “They’re moving in. Look at them all. There’s so many of them. How did we ever think we had a chance?”

An hour later, they heard the front door open. Yev went to see who it was, hoping it was Aria. It was.

“Aria! You’re back early.”

They kissed.

“Yes, there’s not so much to do now at the Crown. We’ve had no new wounded for several days. The General has been able to cope. The Crown will be closed down tomorrow.”

“How’s Roman?”

“He’s out of his induced coma and he’s on the mend. He was transferred to the General this morning. He’ll recover much more quickly there with all the proper facilities available.”

“That’s good. Ivan and Sue are here.”

They went into the lounge.

“Hi Ivan.”

“Hi Aria.”

“Hi Sue. How are you, Sue? You’re looking a bit worried.”

“Yes, I found Sue a bit stressed out when I went round.” said Ivan. “I didn’t want to leave her on her own, so I brought her round. I hope you don’t mind.”

“Not at all. In fact, I’ve got a spare room here. Ivan, why don’t you and Sue stay here until everything calms down? We can all be company for each other.”

“That’s a great idea. Thank you so much, Aria.” said Ivan.

“Thank you, Aria, that’s so kind of you.” said Sue, and she got up and the two girls hugged.

Aria and Sue cooked a meal which they served in the lounge. Everyone had their eyes glued to the TV, watching for any new snippet of news.

Saturday 3 June 71

The next day after breakfast, Aria and Sue went out to get some things from the shops. Yev and Ivan were watching the news channel on TV. Instructions for civilian males had just been announced.

They had 5 days to register themselves. To do this, they first had to report to the town hall where they would be allocated a date and time when they would be interviewed. They would also be given a form which had to be filled in and presented when they returned.

Males would be allowed out unescorted by a female for the purpose of travelling to or from the town hall. But they could not travel or gather in groups of more than two.

“Shall I go and get the forms for both of us?” asked Yev.

“No, I’ll come with you. I need to get some air, and I’m curious to see what’s going on.”

They left a note in case the girls got back before they did and then they went out for the short walk to the town hall. QA troops were everywhere. It looked like the QA had taken over the Crown club and also the George and the William Cecil, the two main hotels in the town centre.

When they arrived at the town hall, they joined a queue.

“Shit. I’ve just realised something.” said Ivan.

“What’s that?”

“We’re by far the youngest guys in the queue. Everyone here is 40 at least and most are over 50.”

“Yeah, I see what you mean.”

Yev got to the front of the queue and was given a form by a woman in QA military police uniform who was sitting behind a desk.

“Name?”

“Yevgeny.”

“Fill the form in and be back here tomorrow at 13:30. Next.”

Ivan’s interview was also set for 13:30.

They set off for home when a thought occurred to Yev.

“Hey, shall we go and see Roman? He’s been moved to the General and is out of his coma now.”

“Good idea.”

They made their way to the General Hospital and asked for Roman’s whereabouts at the reception desk.

“He’s on ward 7, bed 12.” said the young lady behind the desk.

“Ok thanks.”

Roman was still in a bad way and unable to speak, but he looked at them and Yev was convinced that Roman recognized them both. They stayed with him for a few minutes and then headed for home.

As they came out of the hospital, four QA soldiers were casually walking past, laughing and joking with each other. They were obviously off duty. One of them happened to glance round.

“Hey. What about those two?”

They all stopped and stared. Then one of then shouted out.

“Hey you! Come here.”

Yev and Ivan did as they were told.

“Yes?”

“It’s yes, Mistress! And kneel! Show some respect.”

“Sorry, Mistress.”

Yev and Ivan both kneeled.

“Where are you going?”

“We’re going home., Mistress.”

“Males are only allowed out to go to or from the town hall.”

“Yes, Mistress. We’ve just been to the town hall and now we’re going home.”

“But that’s not the town hall, is it?”

“No, Mistress. We just called in on the way back to visit a com- to visit a friend.”

“That’s no excuse. You’re not allowed to deviate. You’ll have to come with us.”

Yev and Ivan were grabbed by two girls each and were marched away. Yev looked around. All four girls were troopers. No officers or NCOs. Yev and Ivan wondered what the punishment would be and where they were being taken.

They were marched along the High Street until they came to the William Cecil hotel. Two QA sentries stood each side of the entrance. They grinned as the girls pulled the boys in.

A QA soldier was behind the reception desk. She glanced up as they all came inside.

One of the girls holding onto Yev looked over at her.

“Morning, Diana.”

“I’ve seen nothing.” said the girl behind the desk.

Yev and Ivan were pushed and pulled up two flights of stairs and then along a corridor. Two passing girls looked at them.

“Hey, you’ve found some. Can we join you?”

“Piss off and get your own. These are ours.”

Finally, they stopped at a door which one of the girls opened. Yev was then bundled in and the door was closed. Only two of the girls had followed him in. Ivan and the other two had evidently gone to another room.

Yev looked around. It was a typical hotel double room. Yev assumed these girls were billeted in this room.

He was feeling nervous.

“Who are you?”

“I’m Mandy and this is Nancy.”

“What do you want?”

There was silence for a few seconds.

“We want cock.”

“But why me?”

“Why not? There’s no pleasure house in this town. And there’s a severe cock shortage at the moment.”

That was true enough. Most males between 17 and 40 had been in the KGA and were now confined to barracks and awaiting transport to the POW camps that were being set up.

“Strip off, boy.”

Yev took his clothes off. The girls glanced down at his cock.

“Not bad. I’ve seen better but not bad.”

“Get on the bed.”

Yev lay down on the bed on his back and Mandy instinctively reached for his ankles before remembering.

“Fucking King George beds. No restraints.”

Mandy and Nancy stripped off and then leaned onto the bed from each side and pulled Yev’s legs apart. They closed in on his cock. Mandy gripped his shaft lightly at the base and held it upright while Nancy took hold of his ball bag.

They both kissed the side of his shaft and then began licking his length up and down in unison. They kept it up for almost a minute and watched as Yev’s shaft gradually grew to its full 8 inches. Then they both tongued his purple helmet, being careful to keep to their own half of his bell end on either side of his Jap’s eye.

They then took turns. While one took his helmet into her mouth and sucked on it, the other licked the side of his shaft with long, wet strokes. Then after a while they swapped over.

“Mmmm. He’s got such a nice, tasty cock.” said Mandy. “Nice and meaty.”

“Yes, and it’s been so long since we’ve had our lips around a stiff boy beef.”

“And these balls feel so nice. I think he’s got a full load in there.” added Mandy as she leaned down and sucked one of them into her mouth and bathed it.

Meanwhile Nancy took his entire length into her mouth. Her lips went all the way down to the base of Yev’s schlong and he gasped as he felt his bell end getting slightly squished as she forced it down her throat.

Mandy now sucked Yev’s other ball into her mouth and then pulled away, her lips trapping the ball inside her mouth. Yev yelped in pain as his ball bag stretched, until the tension was too much, and Yev’s ball forced its way out between Mandy’s lips and snapped back into place.

Nancy moved round to the foot of the bed and pushed Yev’s legs up and away. She then began running her tongue up and down from his arse hole to the base of his ball bag and back again. Meanwhile, Mandy shifted over and took full control of the cock. She braced herself with one hand on the bed then slid her lips up and down the purple helmet while wanking the shaft with her other hand.

“Oh my god, look how big and tight his ball bag is now!” cried Nancy as she reached up and gripped both sides of his ball bag with one hand. She gave it a squeeze.

“Aaargh!” cried Yev.

Mandy looked at Nancy and nodded. They got off the bed.

“Up, boy.”

Yev stood up and the two girls crawled onto the bed next to each other on their knees, with their heads on the pillows and their arses pointing up.

“Get inside me, boy.” commanded Mandy.

Yev kneeled on the bed behind her and shuffled up, bracing himself with one hand on her arse cheeks, and aiming his cock with the other. He wiped his bell end up and down her slit before positioning it at the entrance to her tight love hole.

He pushed forward but his cock slipped upwards and poked her arse hole.

“Not that hole, boy. Maybe later. But for now, put it in my quim.”

Yev tried again, but she was tight and as he pushed, his cock bent in the middle. He reached down and straightened it and this time it went in. And as soon as his bell end was past the threshold, her quim surrendered and accepted the rest of his meat without further resistance.

Yev began thrusting his cock in and out of her tight hole, but it wasn’t up to Mandy’s standards.

“Longer strokes, boy. I want to feel your balls slapping into me on each thrust.” said Mandy.

“Yes, Mistress.”

Yev increased the speed and length of his strokes.

Nancy, who up to now had been fingering her snatch while she waited for her turn, turned round to watch the action, resting one hand on Mandy’s arse and looking down at Yev’s cock as it pumped in and out of Mandy’s hole.

Yev increased his speed and stroke once more but withdrew his cock a bit too far causing it to pop out. He tried to get it back in by aiming it hands free, but missed, and his cock slid up Mandy’s arse crack instead. Nancy saw the problem and came to the rescue. She reached down and aimed the meat back into Mandy’s love cave.

Yev resumed his high-speed balls deep thrusting, being careful not to withdraw too far. Mandy was getting close. She was helped on her way by Nancy who began slapping one of Mandy’s arse cheeks in time with Yev’s thrusting.

“Oh my god, Yes, yes, yes, I’m coming, yeeeeeeeeeeeeeeees!”

Mandy stayed motionless while she got her breath back and Nancy got back into position. Yev moved over, intending to give Nancy the same treatment, but at the last moment she decided she wanted to try a different position. She turned over and lay on her back then grabbed her legs behind her knees and pulled them back.

“What’s that position, Nancy?”

“One of the local girls told me about it and I thought I’d give it a try.” replied Nancy. “Fuck me, boy.”

Yev had a lovely view of Nancy’s slit, nicely stretched open due to her posture, but she was too far up the bed, so he grabbed both sides of her arse and pulled her down towards the foot of the bed.

Yev stood on the floor at the foot of the bed and then leaned in and rested his hands on the bed each side of Nancy’s thighs. Nancy reached down and steered his cock into her waiting woman hole.

Yev felt a bit too close to the edge, so he spread his legs apart as he began thrusting. He started off at slow speed but with full length strokes, going balls deep every time.

“Oh my, that’s nice.” said Nancy as she played with her clit at the same time.

Yev looked down. His cock glistened with girl juice as it slid in and out of the tight minge.

“Faster now, boy.”

Yev increased speed and his balls began to make a loud slapping noise as they smacked into Nancy’s arse on each thrust.

“Faster.”

Yev tried to increase speed, but he was already pumping in and out as fast as he could. He glanced down and for a moment he thought he saw steam coming off his cock, but then he realised it was girl juice spray being forced out under the intense pressure.

“Faster, boy.”

“I’m going as fast as I can, Mistress Nancy.”

Whack!

“Aaaaaargh!”

Mandy had grabbed a cane and given Yev’s arse a hard whack while he was pumping away.

Whack Whack Whack Whack!

Mandy kept whacking Yev’s arse, and soon she succeeded in synchronising the whacks with Yev’s thrusts. It worked. Each whack caused Yev’s arse to flinch forwards which resulted in Yev’s hard man meat stabbing into Nancy’s tight twat.

It did the trick and soon Nancy was on the edge.

Whack. “Yes.” Whack. “Yes.” Whack. “Yes.” Whack. “Yes.” Whack. “Yeeeeeeeeeeeeees.”

“Oh my god, that was lovely.” said Nancy.

She laid back on the bed and gradually got her breath back.

“You did well boy. But we’re done with you now. You can go.”

“Yes, Mistress Mandy.”

Yev was pissed off that they hadn’t let him shoot his load. But that was Queendom girls for you. They only thought of female pleasure. He reached down and grabbed his underpants.

“I said you can go, boy.”

Mandy opened the door.

“Get out.”

Yev realised they weren’t going to give him time to get dressed, so he quickly gathered up his clothes and headed for the door. Mandy’s foot connected with his arse as he went out and then the door slammed loudly behind him.

The door to a neighbouring room opened and a girl looked out to see what all the noise was. She licked her lips as she saw a naked boy in the corridor with his weapon still armed and dangerous. Yev glanced at her and then ran along the corridor and down the two flights of stairs.

There were several QA soldiers lounging in the foyer as well as the same girl behind the reception desk. As he ran through, he heard screams and laughter and shouts of “Boy!” and “Cock!”, but he made it, suffering only two spanks on his arse in the process.

Out in the street, he sprinted for home, to the accompaniment of more screaming and laughing. He burst in, to find Aria and Sue were already back.

“Yev! What happened? And why are you naked?”

“Me and Ivan went down to the town hall to arrange our registration, but on the way back we got raped by QA troopers.”

“So, where’s Ivan?”

Just then, the door opened again. It was Ivan. He was naked.

Sunday 4 June 71

The next morning, Yev and Ivan each filled in their registration forms.

“Let’s see. Name. Yevgeny. Address. Aria, may I give this house as my address?” asked Yev.

“Of course, Yev. And you too, Ivan.”

“Age. 28. Status. Single. Nationality. What do you think we should put for this, Ivan?”

“Well, if we put King George they could check and see that it’s false. I guess it’s either Stakarov or None.”

“If we put Stakarov, they’ll know from our age that we would have been in the militia in 61. If we put None, that can only mean we’re from a dissolved colony, which would have to be Stakarov or St Peter. And I expect they’ve still got the pre-duchy records, so they’ll be able to check. Let’s put King George anyway. If they check and query it, we can say that we applied, which is true, and we assumed it had gone through.”

“Ok.”

“Have you ever been a member of a military force when it was fighting against the Queendom of Vena, whether you personally saw action or not? If so, give details. Let’s put No.”

“Ok.” agreed Ivan.

“But will they be able to find out?” asked Aria.

“Well, we weren’t in the KGA which is what they’ll obviously check. Our volunteering via the FSA was last minute and only semi-official. So, I doubt we’ll appear on any official records.”

“But what about your time in the Stakarov Militia?” asked Sue.

“Well, yes. If they checked the pre-duchy Stakarov records, but there’s no reason for them to do that.” said Ivan.

“You’re 27 and 28. What’s your excuse for not serving in the KGA?” asked Aria.

“Good point.” said Yev.

“Let’s just say we’re miners and it was a reserved occupation.” said Ivan.

“Good idea.” said Yev.

“Occupation. Miner.

Yev signed his form.

“Aria, you have to sign here to agree to be my owner/keeper.”

Sue did the same for Ivan.

“Right, boys, you’ve got time for a coffee before you have to go. Let’s get the kettle on.”

At 13:15, Yev and Ivan arrived at the town hall. They checked in at reception and then took seats and waited to be called. There were three interview rooms operating.

Yev was called in early, at 13:20. He was taken to a side room where he was photographed from the front and side. Then he was weighed and his height was measured. Someone shone a light into his eye and called out his eye colour.

“Hold out your finger, boy.”

His finger was pricked and a droplet of blood was captured.

“Ok, follow me.”

He left the side room and was shown into Interview Room 2. He found two QA MPs sitting behind a desk.

“Name?”

“Yevgeny, Mistress.”

Yev remembered from yesterday that they liked males to call them ‘Mistress’.

“Very good. Take a seat. I am Inspector Ruth and this is Sergeant Alice of the Queendom Army Military Police. Have you filled in your form?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Yev handed it over and Ruth looked through it.

“You’re 27. Why weren’t you called up by the KGA?”

“I was in a reserved occupation, Mistress.”

Ruth glanced down at the form.

“You’re a miner?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Where?”

“At the Prince Albert open cast mine.”

“Doing what?”

“I drive a front loader, Mistress.”

Ruth scribbled something on the form.

“Number?” she was talking to Alice.

“43-0-3157.”

“Remember that number, male. Repeat it.”

“43-0-3157.”

“Good. Stand up. Bend your head forward.”

Yev stood and Alice came round behind him.

Click!

“Ow! What was that?”

“That was your neck chip. Using a scanner, we can read the chip and identify you and then look up your details on a database. Right, we will contact you in the next few days and inform you of your status and your place of employment. You may go.”

“Yes, Mistress. Thank you.”

Yev went back to reception and took a seat and waited for Ivan who was currently being interviewed in another room. When Ivan returned, they went home.

“What number did they give you, Ivan?”

“44-0-915.” replied Ivan.

Just three hours later, there was a knock at the door. Sue looked out

“It’s an MP. But she’s already leaving.”

Aria went to the front door and saw that two envelopes had been pushed through the letterbox.

“That was quick.” said Yev.

“What is it?” asked Aria.

Yev’s envelope contained a letter, a leaflet and a small plastic card.

“It’s the results from our interviews. My status is ‘free male’, and my work assignment is ‘Prince Albert open cast mine – Front loader operator’. I guess they’re keen to get the mine back to full production as soon as possible.” said Yev.

Yev looked at the small plastic card.

“And they’ve given me a pass. It gives permission to walk to or from the coach pick up point without an escort.”

“I’ve got the same.” said Ivan.

“So, as you’re free males, that makes me and Sue your keepers rather than your owners?”

“Yes, that’s right. But 50% of our wages still go straight to you.”

“No change there then. Sue always spends half of my money anyway.” said Ivan.

Sue laughed. Meanwhile, Yev was reading the small print.

“Shit! Ivan, have you seen the working hours? Mondays to Saturdays, 07:00 to 21:00 with an hour for lunch. And we start tomorrow. And the coach leaves an hour earlier than before.”

“Have a read of that other leaflet.” said Ivan. “Rules for free males. We can’t go out without female escort unless we’ve got a pass, like the one they’ve given us for the coach. And look at all these other rules and regulations. All this shit about kneeling when addressed by a woman and not being able to speak unless spoken to first.”

“Shit! And you can’t sit at a table in a pub or a café. You have to kneel next to it. And you have to give way to females in a queue, even if you got there first.” added Ivan. “Oh, and these are apparently just the basic rules. It says we’ll have to take an etiquette course and pass an exam within three months!”

“And they call this free?” said Yev.

“It could be worse.” said Sue.

“What have you heard, Sue?” asked Aria.

Because she worked as a secretary in government house, Sue was often privy to information that, while not secret, was not yet widely known.

“They’ve already begun transporting the KGA to temporary POW camps in the Stakarov area. They say anyone under about 25 is then going to be trained as a slave.”

“What about KGA members who are over 25?” asked Ivan, wondering what their fate would be if they got found out.

“In theory they will be kept in prisoner of war camps for one year and then released with free male status. But most will be given the option of early release to work under near slave conditions until their year is up.”

“So, sit around for a year doing nothing, or work as a slave for a year?” asked Yev. “Why would anyone choose to work?”

“Boredom can drive you insane. And I guess it depends on what they mean by near slave conditions.” replied Aria.

“Fuck that.” said Yev. “So, civilians have it a bit better?”

“Well, under 25s who weren’t in the military will still get enslaved, it’s just that the Queendom are prioritizing the KGA. But they’ll go after them soon enough.”

“So, it looks like as civilians over 25, we’ve got the best deal.” said Ivan.

“Oh yeah.” said Yev. “We’ve got a life of fucking luxury.”

They others burst out laughing.

Monday 5 June 71

The next morning, everyone was up early. After breakfast, Yev and Ivan set off for the coach pick up point, and two hours later, they were back at work.

The mine was very short staffed. Most of the workers were free males over 25, like Yev and Ivan. The new mine manageress, Diana, said she expected to receive some over 25s from the POW camps on the early release scheme in the next few days. They would then have to make do until the first trained slaves started arriving in about 10 weeks.

There were already a few males under 25. They had worked throughout the emergency. They had not been mobilized due to the need to keep the mine working, but they didn’t look happy. They were already technically slaves, but for practical reasons, they were working the same hours as the free males. But at some point, they would be taken away for formal slave training, Then, after 10 weeks, they would be back again, this time as real slaves.

Yev and Ivan had to work the longer hours and had only one day off at the weekend to look forward to. But the actual work was business as usual. They half expected to see women standing around with whips, making sure they didn’t slacken off, but there was nothing like that. The manageress told them that once they were fully staffed, there would be production targets that had to be met, with punishments for failures without good reason. But until then, they should just do their best.

In the evenings, they found that they were still allowed in the club and were allowed to buy beer and snacks which would be debited from their wages. The manageress told them that next week, work would start on dividing the club into a female half and a male half.

“All the management is female now, so we need more space.” she said.

“But what about us? It was always packed in here before.” replied Ivan.

“There will be plenty of room for you males. When we’re fully staffed, 70% of the males will be slaves and they’re not allowed in. And as the years go by and older guys retire, and new slaves get taken on, that figure will keep going up. In about 35 years, the entire male staff here will be slaves.”

Friday 9 June 71

After work on Friday, Yev and Ivan were told to report to the mine manageress. They made their way to her office. An MP was standing outside. Yev recognized her at once. It was Alice, one of the MPs who had been in his registration interview.

“Wait here, boys.”

After 10 minutes, the door opened and one of their co-workers walked out looking glum.

“Ok, in you go, both of you.”

In the office was the mine manageress, Diana, and Ruth, the other MP who had interviewed him at his registration.

“Ah, Yev, we meet again. And you must be Ivan.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Stand there.” said Ruth.

There was silence for nearly a minute while Ruth read through their case notes. Then she looked up.

“We’ve been talking to a friend of yours. He kept asking about you. He wanted to know if you were both ok.”

Yev and Ivan said nothing.

“His name is Roman. Is there something you want to tell me, Yev? Ivan?”

“We were friends, that’s all.” said Yev.

“You have both signed a declaration that you didn’t take part in the recent conflict. You claimed to be in a reserved occupation. But the mine records show you both as being absent after 11 May. Why is that? You joined up, didn’t you?”

“No, Mistress. I admit that we tried to volunteer, but they wouldn’t take us because we weren’t King George citizens. We filled in the forms to become citizens, intending to join up later, but it never happened.”

“I see. But Roman wasn’t a King George citizen either and his name isn’t on the KGA role. But he’s got battle wounds. He obviously fought as a mercenary. You all joined up as mercenaries together, didn’t you?”

“No, Mistress, I swear.”

“Hmmm. Roman had this photograph with him. It shows four of you in pre-duchy Stakarov Militia uniforms. You’ve obviously been close friends for a long time.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Ruth showed them the ten-year-old photograph. It showed Sasha, Roman, Yev and Ivan. Yev remembered it had been taken in 61 just after they had been mobilized at the start of the Stakarov emergency.

“Who is that other boy?”

“That’s Sasha. He was with us when we tried to volunteer for the KGA, but we haven’t seen him since.”

“Your ages mean you would both have been in the Stakarov Militia in 61. You fought in the Stakarov War, didn’t you?”

“No, Mistress. That picture was taken in 60, on the summer exercise, just before we emigrated to King George.”

“Really? I think all four of you fought in that war and fled after the defeat.”

“No, Mistress, I swear.”

“Come clean, boys. It will be worse for you if you deny it now and we find out later.”

“It’s the truth, Mistress, I swear.”

“Very well. That’s all for now. But we will continue our research, and we may well be seeing each other again very soon.”

“Dismissed.” said Diana.

Yev and Ivan went out. Another boy was waiting to go in with a worried look on his face. Yev and Ivan went to the club and got a beer.

“What do you think is going to happen?” asked Ivan.

“They’ll do more checks. And it won’t take them long to find out we fought against them twice.”

“Why do you think they didn’t do the checks before they interviewed us?”

“My guess is they’ve got a very long list of dodgy declarations to investigate but only a small research staff. They’re hoping some of the boys will own up in the hope of getting more lenient treatment, saving them a lot of time and effort.”

“Yes, that must be it. So, what are we going to do?”

“I don’t know. It’s Friday now. Let’s go home tomorrow and see the girls and then we’ll decide.”

“Do you think we’ll be ok until then?”

“I reckon so. I don’t think they work weekends, so it will be next week at the earliest.”

“I guess.”

Saturday 10 June 71

Yev and Ivan were back in King George on the evening of the following day. They discussed their interview with the girls.

“It’s only a matter of time before they figure out that we fought against them twice.” said Yev.

“So, what do you think will happen when they do?” asked Aria.

“I can answer that.” said Sue. “Getting Prince Albert mine and power plant back up to full production is high priority for the Queendom. So, my guess is they’ll keep you working there, but you’ll lose your free male status and have to work almost as slaves.”

“That would mean no coming home at the weekend. And we wouldn’t be able to go to the Miners’ Club.” said Ivan.

“Yes, and once they ramp up to full production, it means longer hours and seven day weeks.” added Yev.

“Shit! For how long?” asked Ivan.

“I assume it would be for a year.” said Sue. “Then, provided you’ve been good boys and passed the etiquette exams, you would revert to being free males again on the same terms you’re on now.”

“Also, you will probably get a punishment for filing a false declaration.” added Aria.

“Yes, that’s true.” said Sue.

“What kind of punishment?” asked Ivan.

“A whipping or a caning.” said Sue.

“I’ve had enough of this shit. The thought of coming back to Sue on Sundays was the only thing that kept me going.” said Ivan.

“But what can we do?” asked Sue.

“We can make a break for it. Let’s all get to the north. I’ve heard that smugglers will take males over to Wells for a fee.” said Yev.

“But how much do they charge? And how would we make contact?” asked Ivan.

“I’ve heard they’re charging 50,000 credits for the trip.” said Aria.

“Who the hell’s got that kind of money?” said Ivan.

“There’s another way.” said Sue.

Everyone looked at her in surprise.

“Fishing trawlers from Westport, Wells and Romulus operate in the channel. If you’re at a particular location near the North Cape at dawn on any Monday, you’ll see a trawler much closer than usual. If you signal to them, they’ll send a boat in. Just used the codeword ‘Houseboat’ and they will take you across to Romulus. But that codeword is only valid until July. After that, the codeword changes.”

“How do you know all this, Sue? Are you involved in smuggling or something?” asked Yev.

“Don’t ask, boys. The less you know, the better.”

“Well, thanks Sue. But what about you girls?”

“It’s better if we stay here until you let us know you’re safely across. There are far fewer restrictions on female travel, so we’ll be able to join you easily enough once martial law ends and the duchy government is set up. If you make it, we’ll join you, and if you don’t, we’ll be more useful to you back here.”

“How should we do this, Yev?” asked Ivan. “It’s 100 miles to the North Cape, but only 50 from Prince Albert. Should we go back to the mine as usual and then make a break for it from there?”

“No, I don’t think so. We would be missed straight away, and it would be difficult to take any gear with us without looking suspicious. I think it’s best if we set out from here tomorrow morning. That gives us all day to get some distance behind us.”

“You’d best keep clear of the coast road.” said Aria.

“Yes.” agreed Yev. “We’ll head east for maybe 10 miles and then turn north-east until we hit the mine tracks. There’s a whole network of tracks leading to disused workings. Me and Ivan know most of them and the best thing is, they don’t appear on any maps.”

“Maybe not at the moment. But there’s something you should know.” said Sue. “The military government estimates there are anywhere from 50 to 100 KGA hold-outs on the loose in the north. At the moment, the Queendom Army have got their hands full organizing things here in King George and processing hundreds of POWs. And they’re also busy demobilizing most of their own reservists. But when things have settled down, there’s no doubt the regular army will start doing patrols and sweeps to try and round most of them up. So, you’ve got a window of opportunity here, but it won’t last forever.”

“Well, that settles it then. We’ll leave before dawn tomorrow morning.”

Yev and Ivan got busy organizing their gear. They decided to wear their Stakarov Militia uniforms and to take KGA issue backpacks and groundsheets, but no weapons. Meanwhile, Aria and Sue got busy preparing 10 days’ worth of dry rations for the boys. Sue gave them a hand drawn map indicating the exact location of the beach where the boat would come ashore.

“When you see the boat, signal to it in some way. Smoke from a fire, a light, wave, anything.” said Aria.

“Got it.” said Yev.

Chapter 5 – Refugees

Sunday 11 June 71

They left an hour before dawn. Aria and Sue escorted them to the edge of town to avoid any problems, but as it happened, they didn’t meet anyone. They then said their goodbyes and the boys set off into the hills east of King George.

The north was hilly but not mountainous, and the ground was mostly moorland but with trees and even small patches of woodland in sheltered valleys.

The boys walked due east on a compass bearing for 4 hours, with a short break after 2 hours. They estimated that they had travelled about 10 miles in that time. Then they turned north-east and kept walking for another four hours.

“This will do for today.” said Yev, seeing a good camping spot beneath some trees.

“I reckon it’s about 90 miles to the North Cape area. That’s about 4 days. Then we’ll camp somewhere out of sight but near the beach and wait.”

They made camp in a hollow. One groundsheet was placed on the ground and the other was pegged to the ground and tied to some branches to create a rudimentary shelter. They then sat down to rest their aching feet, and they ate some of their rations.

Monday 12 June 71

On the afternoon of the following day, they found an old mine road and followed it in an easterly direction. After two miles, it led them to some old mine workings, subterranean rather than open cast. Most of the brick buildings were now rubble, only one still had its walls intact, but the roof had collapsed.

“Hey, I recognize where we are.” said Yev. “This was Whitemoor No.3 pit. I worked here for a year before they closed it.”

“So, where do we go from here?” asked Ivan.

“We have to back track for about three miles and then make a right turn. The mine roads will then take us all the way to Oxmoor open cast, which is the most northerly mine, and from there, I think it’s only 25 or 30 miles across the moors to North Cape.”

They set off, making good time. The mine roads were overgrown in places, but it was still easier than walking over moorland or through woodland.

Tuesday 13 June 71

The boys made good progress again on Tuesday. In the late afternoon, they were on the lookout for a good place to camp, when they rounded a curve and saw another disused mine.

“Ah, I know this place. This is Grassmoor drift mine.” said Ivan. “I never worked here, but I remember coming here to collect various pieces of heavy equipment when they decided to close it down.”

“It wasn’t open for very long if I remember correctly.” said Yev.

“That’s right. It was a rich seam, and they thought they were onto a winner, but then they ran into some kind of geological issue that made it uneconomic to work.”

“Hey, the drift portal is open. Maybe we can shelter in there overnight.”

They headed over to have a closer look.

“Hey you! Stop where you are. Who are you?”

They stopped and looked round. They saw two soldiers in KGA uniform approaching them. They were both armed. They were not exactly pointing their rifles at them, but they were clearly at the ready.

“I’m Yev and this is Ivan.”

“I don’t recognize your uniforms.”

“We’re Free Stakarov Army. We were attached to No.9 Platoon and later to No.15 Platoon.”

“Dan, wasn’t James in the ninth?”

“I believe he was. I’ll fetch him.”

Dan disappeared into the drift mine.

“Sorry about this, boys, I’m sure you’re good but you can’t be too careful.”

“That’s fine, we understand.”

A few minutes later, Dan returned with another soldier.

“Yev! Ivan! How have you been?”

“Sergeant James! What are you doing here?”

“I didn’t fancy a year of enslavement. Actually, I’m not too keen on being what they call a free male either.”

“So, what’s your plan?”

“I arrived here two days ago with six others. Since then, five more have joined us. We’ll wait a few days and see who else turns up. We’ve got scouts out looking for stragglers. Then, we’re going to head south and try to make it to Mount Vernon.”

“Shit! That’s a long way.”

“Yes. 350 miles to be exact.”

“How will you manage? With supplies, I mean?”

“We’ve got plenty of supplies. This mine was stocked up with arms, ammunition and supplies before the war. And it’s not our only supply dump. Army Command wanted the option of running a guerilla campaign from the north, but that assumed the KGA would fall back on Prince Albert if King George couldn’t be held, and of course that didn’t happen.”

“I see.”

“So, do you want to join us?”

“No, we’re going to try our luck with the smugglers. But we’ll stay overnight if we may.”

“Of course. So, how did you avoid the surrender?”

“We’re not on the KGA role. So, we changed into civvies and denied being involved in the fighting and went back to work at Prince Albert. But they got suspicious and we were on the brink of being found out, so here we are.”

“I see. Have you seen any QA on your travels?”

“No, but we know a girl working for the provisional government and she’s privy to a lot of Queendom policy. She says that once they’ve got themselves organized, the QA are most likely going to send out patrols and then sweep the area. Apparently, they reckon there are 50 to 100 KGA holdouts in the north.”

“There’s a lot more than that. So, best to move sooner rather than later then. Come in, I’ll show you around. And I’ll show you how to find the stores. They’re well hidden, and you won’t find them by accident. Then if you don’t manage to find your smugglers, you’ll know where to come.”

“Great. Thanks James.”

Thursday 15 June 71

Two days later, Yev and Ivan arrived at the landing beach indicated on Aria’s map. It was a small, sandy inlet two miles south-east of the North Cape where a stream emptied out into the sea. They stared out to sea but saw nothing.

“Well, this is definitely the place. So, what day is it today?” asked Yev.

“It’s Thursday.” said Ivan. “The boat should be here on Monday. Four days from now.”

“Ok. Let’s go back to those woods we came through a mile back. I saw a good camping spot there. We’ll come back here on Sunday and prepare a beacon.”

“Good idea.”

They went back to the woods and made a comfortable shelter using their two groundsheets. They spent more time on it than they usually did as they would be spending three nights there.

Then they got a campfire going and had a brew and some food.

Monday 19 June 71

At dawn on Monday, Yev and Ivan were in position on the beach. They had been there since the previous evening. They had rigged up a shelter between two large boulders, so that they were sheltered from the wind but had a view out to sea. Their bonfire was nearby, ready to be lit.

An hour after dawn, they saw a boat. Yev stood up on top of one of the boulders to get a better look.

“It’s a trawler. Do you think that’s the boat?” asked Yev.

“I don’t know. They’ve just set their nets out.”

“Let’s light the beacon and see what happens.”

They got the bonfire going. After 15 minutes, it was burning nicely and producing smoke.

“They’re still trawling. Wait! They’ve launched a small boat. And it’s heading this way.”

They watched as an inflatable approached. It was powered by an electric outboard motor. There was a male and a female on board. When they beached their boat, the male approached them carrying two plastic water bottles.

He headed for the stream.

“Hi guys, how’s it going?”

“Fine. What are you up to?”

“We’re fisherman. We’re running a bit low on fresh water. Sorry to bother you. I’ll just fill my bottles and then we’ll be on our way.”

He then proceeded to fill the water bottles from the stream.

Yev wasn’t sure whether this was their boat or not.

“How big is your trawler.”

“It’s a 100-footer.”

“Oh. Not that big then. We saw one yesterday that was the size of a houseboat.”

The man stopped what he was doing and looked at them and then grinned.

“My name’s Dan. And that’s Sally. Would you like to see the boat?”

“We’d love to.”

Yev and Ivan stamped the bonfire out and then gathered their kit. Soon they were all in the inflatable and on their way back to the trawler. When they boarded the trawler, they were introduced to the other two members of the crew.

“Welcome aboard, boys. I’m Chris, the captain. This is Graham, and you’ve already met Dan and Sally.”

“I’m Yev and this is Ivan.”

Captain Chris looked at their worn uniforms.

“Pre-duchy Stakarov Militia. I’ve not seen those for a long time.”

“That’s right. You’re very knowledgeable for a civilian.”

The captain laughed.

“Captain Chris, Romulus Navy.”

“Navy? But we thought you would be smugglers!”

“No. But there are smugglers operating on this coast. It used to be goods in, but now it’s people out. So, why the uniforms?”

“They’re ours. We both fought in the Stakarov War in 61 then fled to King George after the defeat. But we didn’t become citizens, so when we volunteered to fight for King George, we couldn’t join the KGA. The four of us ended up fighting as the Free Stakarov Army.”

“Four? What happened to the other two?”

“One was killed. The other was badly wounded and is still recovering in King George.”

“I’m sorry.”

“So, what happens now?”

“We’ll head back to Romulus. It’s about 300 miles. So, at 10 knots, it will take us about 26 hours. We’ll be there tomorrow morning. When we get there, you’ll get interviewed by the intelligence service.”

They heard a bell ringing.

“Ah! Sally’s cooked us a nice meal. Come on boys, let’s eat. Don’t worry, the boat’s locked on to a bearing.”

Tuesday 20 June 71

The following morning, the boat arrived in Romulus. It docked in the harbour rather than the navy pier. They had to keep up the pretence that the boat was just a regular trawler. They were met at the quayside.

“Yev and Ivan?”

“Yes, that’s us.” replied the boys.

“My name is Steve. I’m with the Romulus Intelligence Service. Come with me please.”

Steve led them to a car and they all got in.

“I’m taking you to a hotel. Get settled in and then this afternoon, I’ll collect you and take you to RIS headquarters for your debriefing.”

“Ok, that’s fine.”

They got showered and had a meal. RIS was covering their expenses. In the afternoon, they were taken to RIS headquarters in central Romulus. They were shown into an interview room.

“Wait here, someone will be with you in just a moment.”

After a couple of minutes, a male and a female entered the room.

“I’m Agent Clive and this is Agent Daisy. We’re both RIS officers and we’d like to talk to you about your experiences in King George.”

They all shook hands. Clive and Daisy sat down behind the desk. Clive looked like he was in his early 30s. Daisy looked about 20.

“First of all, are you chipped?”

“Yes. Can you take them out?”

“We can, but let’s hear your story first.”

Yev and Ivan went over everything that had happened since they volunteered to fight for King George, with Clive and Daisy asking questions from time to time. When they had finished, Clive continued:

“We would now like to ask you about your time in Stakarov. I understand that you both saw action in 61?”

“Yes, that’s right.” said Ivan, wondering how they knew.

“And what did you do in Stakarov? Who did you work for?”

“We both worked in Government House.”

Yev got the feeling that Clive already knew that.

“And in what department?”

“We were both in the maintenance department.” replied Yev.

“And what did that involve, exactly?”

“Anything, really. Setting up computers and resetting forgotten passwords. My biggest job was helping to get wireless connectivity set up within the building, replacing the cable connections that they had before. We must have dumped hundreds of yards of network cables.”

Yev was puzzled. He was expecting to be questioned about his time in the militia, but not about his day job. He couldn’t see why they would be interested.

“I see. And how long did you work there?”

“I started in 60 and worked there until the war in 61.” replied Yev.

“I was only there for a few months, in 61.” added Ivan.

“It’s quite an old building, isn’t it?”

“Yes, one of the oldest in Stakarov.”

“Describe it for me.”

“Well, there are three floors and a basement. There are maybe 30 rooms on each floor, a mix of offices and meeting rooms. There’s a canteen on the ground floor and a server room on the top floor.”

“And would you say you know your way around it quite well?”

“Yes, I must have been in every room. And before we changed to wireless, we were always crawling around the loft spaces and in the basements feeding cables through.”

Clive was silent for a moment. Then he and Daisy had a whispered conversation that lasted a couple of minutes. Yev couldn’t make out what they were saying.

“What are your plans now that you’re in Romulus?”

Yev looked at Ivan.

“We haven’t decided yet. We both have girlfriends in King George. We’re going to let them know we’ve arrived safely. When they get here, we’ll decide together.”

“Ah yes, Sue and Aria.”

Yev and Ivan were surprised.

“Yes, that’s right. How did you know?”

Clive smiled.

“Sue is an RIS agent.”

Daisy noticed a worried look on Ivan’s face.

“Don’t worry, Ivan. She’s not using you. Your relationship is real.”

“You’ve fought against the Queendom twice.” said Clive.

“And lost both times.” said Yev.

“True. But how would you like to have a third try?”

“What do you mean?”

“Romulus has had enough. The Queendom has got to be stopped but we can’t do it on our own. Romulus wants to form a union. A military alliance of all the remaining free colonies. We’re already hopeful that we can get Westport and Sykes on board, as, together with Romulus, they were the loudest in condemning the invasion. But the other colonies are dithering. St David’s are anti-militarist by nature. And the others have fallen for the Queendom’s narrative that King George was oppressing women and had it coming. Their take is, ok the Queendom’s a gynarchy and we don’t like that, but King George was a patriarchy, and we didn’t like that either, so they’re as bad as each other.”

“So, how do you counter that line of thought?”

“We have reason to believe that documents exist on the Queendom’s computer network that would prove that the invasion of King George was part of a long-term plan to seize control of the whole of South Vena. We believe Green Bay and Mount Vernon will be next. And after that, they will be powerful enough to threaten the north, especially if we are still fragmented. But if we can get hold of those documents, we believe it may have some influence on the independent colonies and maybe persuade them to join a union. But Queendom security is tight. Four years ago, RIS formed a computer espionage team, but in all that time they’ve never been able to hack their way into the Queendom’s computer systems. We believe the only way is to get physical access to their systems. Their main servers are in Victoria, but there are terminals in each duchy office. If we can get access to one of those terminals, we are effectively inside their firewall.”

“I see. And how do we fit in?”

“We are looking for a team to break into Duchy House in Stakarov, make their way to the server room, and download the documents. The team would need to have intimate knowledge of the internal layout of the building. Something that we don’t have. But we believe you two do.”

“So, exactly how would we get the documents?”

“Using a memory stick. Just plug it into the server. A program on the stick will auto-run, search for any likely documents and download them.  Then you retrieve the stick and get the hell out.”

“Would they know we’ve done it?”

“Not immediately. They would be able to see that the documents had been read. But that’s what documents are for. At some point, they would realise that they can’t account for the access, but we don’t know when that would be. Hopefully you would be well away by then.”

“How would we get there?”

“We’ll fly you there by military transport plane and you’ll parachute in.”

“And how do we break into the building without getting caught?”

“That’s something you’ll have to work out in conjunction with our planning team. I can introduce you to them tomorrow. If between you, you can’t come up with a plan with a reasonable chance of success, then obviously the mission is off.”

Yev and Ivan whispered to each other.

“If you accept, you will both be given Romulus citizenship and that goes for Aria too. You will be officially employed as RIS agents on an annual salary of 100,000 credits with a signing on bonus of 150,000 credits. And you also get subsidized accommodation here in Romulus.”

Yev and Ivan whispered some more.

“We’d like to accept, but we have some conditions.”

“What are they?”

“There’s some more people we would like you to grant Romulus citizenship to.”

“Ok. Who are they?”

“We have a wounded comrade. His name is Roman. As far as we know, he’s still in the General Hospital in King George. But when he’s recovered, we’d like him brought back.”

“Ok.”

“And there’s Roman’s wife, Sally, and two young sons. And finally, there’s Ivan’s mother. Her name is Irene and she lives in Stakarov.”

“Irene is easy. She just needs to report to the Romulus embassy in Victoria and they will arrange everything. Getting a male veteran out of King George is more difficult but I’m sure we’ll manage it. I’ll get an agent looking into it. And where are Sally and the two boys?”

“They’re in Westport. Roman sent them away before the invasion.”

“Well, they’re easy then. Ok, we agree.”

“Well, in that case, you’ve got yourself a team.”

“Thanks. Now, about your chips.”

“So, can you take them out?”

“We can. But there are pros and cons. Our surgeons can take them out without leaving a scar. Nobody would know you had ever had a chip.”

“So, what’s the issue?”

“Well, the only places you can get your chips removed without leaving a scar is in Victoria or here in Romulus. So, if you do get caught, and they manage to identify you despite you not having chips, they will know that you’ve been to Romulus and returned, which kind of makes it obvious you are Romulus agents.”

“And if we leave the chips in, they only have to scan us, and they’ll know who we are.”

“Exactly.”

“So, what’s the solution?”

“We think the best plan is to replace your chips with new chips with fake numbers.”

“So, what’s our story if we get caught and scanned?”

“You both got chipped in King George and they told you your numbers and that’s all you know.  Sue says King George isn’t on the Queendom network yet. Thousands of new serial numbers have been issued in King George since the surrender, and all the information has to be written down on a form. Then all those forms, together with photographs of the males, have to be taken down to Duchy House in Stakarov and entered onto the database using the terminals there. So, when your number shows up as unknown, it could be for any number of reasons. Maybe someone wrote the number down incorrectly, or miss typed it into the system, or maybe your details haven’t even arrived in Stakarov yet to be entered into the system.”

“Yeah, that makes sense. It should buy us some time, at least.”

“Ok guys. That’s it for today. Daisy will see you out and arrange transport back to your hotel. Back here tomorrow for a planning meeting, and we’ll do your chips in the afternoon.”

They all stood up and shook hands, then Clive left the room.

“Boys, before you go.”

“Yes, Daisy. What can we do for you?”

“This is personal, not official. I’m worried about my boyfriend. He’s in King George. He’s in No.2 Platoon of the Northern Legion. I know it’s a long shot, but I wondered if you’ve heard any news of him or of the Northern Legion in general. His name is Mike.”

“Actually, we did bump into a Northern Legion guy. It was after we got pushed back into King George. What was his name, Ivan?”

“Jack.”

“That’s right.”

“Did he say anything about the others?”

“Yes. He said they were ambushed trying to break into King George. He said all the others were either killed or captured. I’m sorry, Daisy, but that’s all we know.”

“Ok. Well, thank you, boys.”

Wednesday 21 June 71

The next day, Yev and Ivan met two more RIS agents, David and Samantha. Together, they would plan the mission.

Ivan pointed out that his mother lived in Stakarov, not far from Duchy House, and wondered if they could use her home as a safe house. It was decided that RIS would send a female agent, about her own age, to Stakarov. She would ‘accidentally’ meet Ivan’s mother and get a feel for her attitude. Ivan was convinced his mother wouldn’t have gone native, but the mission was too important to leave that to chance.

The problem of how to get in and out of the server room in Duchy House was resolved surprisingly quickly.

The building was one of the oldest in Stakarov and had been built with a central heating system fuelled by a single huge coal fire in the basement, but that had been replaced by electric heating throughout in the 30s, when mains electricity had arrived.

Ivan recalled that when he had arrived in 60, the old chimney shaft from the basement was in use as a cable duct. It could be accessed from the server room via a hole cut in the wall that was fitted with a removable panel. It could also be accessed from the basement. A series of wood 2 by 1s had been screwed to the wall inside the shaft to enable you to easily climb up and down. Yev had been up and down inside that chimney shaft many times, dragging network cables behind him. The last time he had been there was when they were removing all the cabling after they had gone wireless. They had then blocked the server room opening, but only with plasterboard.

“As long as I can get into the basement and get access to the chimney stack, and as long as they haven’t bricked it up properly in the server room, and they haven’t got something heavy parked against that wall, I can get in and out that way.”

“That’s a lot of if’s.”

David made a note.

“We’ll get an agent to take a look from the outside and figure out the best way into the basement.”

Yev and Ivan expressed a preference for wearing their Stakarov Militia uniforms during the mission, believing that if they were caught, they would get better treatment than if they were wearing civilian clothes. Civilian clothes could even get them shot. But also, it was their way of sticking a finger up at the Queendom. They also agreed that if caught, they would admit to fighting in the Stakarov war of 61 but deny being involved in the King George war.

But David and Samantha persuaded them that dark clothing was the best option before and during the raid, and the boys accepted their advice.

Later that day, Yev and Ivan had their Queendom chips professionally replaced.

“All done.” said the doctor. “Remember your new numbers, boys. Yev, yours is 43-0-7071. Ivan, yours is 44-0-8912.”

“What do the numbers mean?”

“Well, the first number, 43 or 44, that’s your birth year. Then the 0 indicates a natural birth in the Queendom. 9 would indicate a foreigner. Most births in the Queendom are artificial. A 1 would indicate you were made at the baby factory in Victoria. 2 would mean the smaller unit in St Agnes. So, a 0 middle number is actually quite rare in the Queendom duchies. It almost always indicates a male from a conquered territory.”

“And the last number?”

“It’s just a unique number.”

“I see. Were those last numbers chosen at random, doc?”

“Yes. And I know what you’re thinking. What happens if those numbers are already on the system?”

“Yes, that’s right.”

“Well, the male birth rate in King George in the year 43 and 44 was about 200 per year, so there’s about a 1 in 50 chance of that happening. But if it does happen and they query it, you know nothing. That’s the number they gave you and that’s all you know. They’ll suspect human error. They’ll have to send an enquiry to King George and from what Sue tells us, there’s a huge paperwork backlog there at the moment.”

Tuesday 27 June 71

By the following Tuesday, the plan was finalized and preparations were complete. Agents reported that Ivan’s mum had not gone native and she missed her son very much. The agent’s verdict was that she would do anything to protect him, and moreover, her house was ideally situated for use as a safe house.

David began the briefing.

“Let’s see. Our agent reports that there are two main entrances. The public entrance is at the front but there’s another entrance at the rear. There’s tight security at both. The grounds are open to the public, but all the ground floor windows are barred. The old coal chute to the basement still exists, however, she believes the only internal exit from the basement comes up into the reception area which is fully staffed during the day and always has two security guards on duty during the night.”

“How is internal access to the basement relevant?” asked Yev.

“It isn’t.  But we didn’t tell our agent that we plan to use the chimney stack.” said David.

“Also, she says that at night there’s a roving security guard who has to physically check the server room every hour and sign a book in there.”

“Also, although this doesn’t affect you, the server room has a combination lock to get in, but you don’t need the combination to get out. There are no automatic alarms, but the guard at reception has an alarm button that connects to the police station and the Stakarov Militia garrison and they run drills regularly. Our agent actually witnessed a drill, she heard the alarm go off, and the first police arrived after 5 minutes and the militia after 12.”

“Right, so let’s go over the plan one more time. You parachute in at midnight 50 miles north of Stakarov and then rendezvous with two agents at Cape Hoxha. That’s where the coastline bends south. It’s easy for the pilot to find in the dark. They’ll drive you to the safe house in Stakarov.”

“My mum’s house.” said Ivan.

“Yes, that’s right. Rest up the next day, then the following evening, in dark clothes and blacked up, you make your way to Duchy House. Yev, you sneak up to the coal chute and slide in. An agent has already removed the original padlock and replaced it with a fake that will open without a key. She has also oiled the hinges, so they don’t squeak. Ivan stays in cover outside and keeps an eye on the main entrance while you check whether it’s possible to climb up inside the chimney stack. If anything happens, he warns you using your communicators. When you reach the server room, you listen and wait for the security guard to do her next hourly check. When she’s done it and gone, you know you’ve got nearly an hour until she comes back. You try and cut your way in, plug the memory stick in and wait for it to beep. Then back out the way you came. If you can’t gain access to either the chimney stack or the server room, you come back. Either way, when you’re back in the basement, tell Ivan and he’ll open the chute and throw the rope down. Then up you come and back to the safe house.”

“Ok.”

“You spend the day there, and the next evening, two female agents will pick you up and drive you to halfway between King George and Prince Albert, timing it so that you arrive there just after dark. From there, you make your way cross country via Grassmoor Drift Mine, where you should be able to resupply. You get picked up by a navy trawler at the usual place near the North Cape. He’ll be on station every day. And then home.”

“It sounds so easy.” said Ivan.

“Right, now your equipment. These are your communicators. Press this button, say your message and then release. Keep it short. No more than 5 seconds at a time. The message isn’t sent until you release the button. The device processes your message and sends it as a burst transmission when you release the button. That makes it almost impossible for your transmissions to be detected and traced.”

“Awesome.” said Ivan.

“The receiver then decodes the burst transmission, and this red light comes on indicating a message. Press this button to play the message. The red light will go off. If it stays on, there’s another message. These forward and back buttons allow you to play a message again.”

“Next, this is a head torch. You strap it onto your head, Yev, and you switch it on or off and adjust the brightness with this knob.”

“This is the memory stick. It fits into a hollow in the heel of your boots. We’ll show you how to open the heel later.”

“And this is a sonic cutter. You’ll get some practice with it later. It’s not the standard model that you can buy in the shops, ours has been modified so that it’s quiet but still very powerful. It will cut plasterboard or wood easily. But it won’t cut through masonry.”

“But I’m sure you can get sonic cutters that can handle brickwork.” said Yev.

“Yes, but they’re far too noisy. Security would hear you a mile away and probably feel the vibrations as well. We do have a stealth model, but it would take about 4 hours to cut a man size hole in a single brick wall, and that’s time you just haven’t got.”

“But what happens if I can’t get into the server room?” asked Yev.

“Well, in that case, the mission has failed. But the prize is great so it’s well worth the attempt. You’ll be debriefed when you get back and depending on what the issue was, we might be able to make another attempt later with the necessary equipment.”

Chapter 6 – The Mission

Friday 30 June 71

On Saturday, they were geared up and ready to go. They wore dark clothes but had regular civvies and their militia uniforms in their back packs. They had their communicators, and Yev had the memory stick, and they had a pot of face blacking.

They got in a car and Samantha drove them to the military hangar at Romulus Airport. Yev, Ivan and Dave then boarded a twin prop transport plane.  They took off.

“Do we fly straight there?” asked Ivan.

“No, it’s too far. We have to recharge at Wells on the way. You’ll be jumping in about three and a half hours.”

Three hours later, they could see the lights of King George out of the left side windows.

“Right, time to get ready.”

Yev and Ivan got their chutes strapped on and David checked them out.

“Right, you’re both good.”

Ten minutes later they could see Cape Hoxha out of the left windows, and the red light came on. David opened the door and Yev stood in the doorway. The plane, which had been flying over the sea parallel to the coast, now turned in.

“Good luck, boys.” said David.

As soon as they came over land, the green light came on and Yev jumped, followed immediately by Ivan. The sound of the plane disappeared as it turned north-east and headed back towards Wells.

Yev looked down. He couldn’t see much but he could just make out the coastline and was relieved to see that they were coming down on land and not drifting out to sea. As they got lower, Yev could finally make out the ground. He bent his legs and rolled when he hit the ground. He heard a thump nearby as Ivan landed.

They both rolled their parachutes up into tight bundles and took them with them as they made their way to the highest point of Cape Hoxha. When they got there, they looked around and then saw a torch light.

“Yev and Ivan?”

“Yes, that’s us.”

“I’m Sarah and this is Amanda. This way please.”

They made their way to the end of a farm lane, where the girls had parked their car. Sarah popped the trunk and the boys dumped their parachutes inside. The girls would dispose of them later.

They then settled down for the one-hour drive to Ivan’s mum’s house in Stakarov. Nothing much was said. Yev and Ivan were deep in thought. Neither of them had been to Stakarov since 61. 10 years ago. Yev’s father had died in 60 but his mother had only passed away last year in Stakarov. They had all moved into the city from the farm after Yev’s father had died. Yev hadn’t been able to go to his mother’s funeral. Ivan had also lost his father, but he was about to meet his mum. 

“Does mum know we’re coming?” asked Ivan.

“No.” said Sarah.

After an hour, Sarah stopped the car.

“Is this the place?” asked Yev.

He looked at the street sign: “De Beauvoir Drive.”

“No, we don’t want to draw attention, so we’ve parked some distance along the street. We’ve got a 5-minute walk. We’ll come with you to the house but then we’ll leave you. After that, if all goes well, we’ll see you again Monday evening.”

They arrived at the house.

“This is it, number 28.” said Sarah.

The girls left them. It was 22:00 and a downstairs light was on. Ivan rang the doorbell, but at that moment Yev walked away.

“Where are you going, Yev?”

“I’ll just wait round the corner here.” said Yev. “Come and get me when you’re ready.”

Yev heard the door open. Then there was a gasp.

“Ivan!”

“Mum!”

Two minutes later, the door opened again.

“Yev?”

It was Ivan’s mum and she had tears running down her cheeks. Yev went in and was immediately pulled into a hug. Ivan closed the door behind them.

“Yev. It’s been so long. How have you been? You’ve aged so much.”

“We’ve been through some tough times, Irene. But it’s good to see you again.”

“Thank you, Yev.”

“What for, Irene.”

“For looking after my boy.”

Irene burst into tears.

“We both looked after each other, Irene.”

Irene made them some supper, and they talked about old times. Yev told Irene they had arrived to do a secret job but did not reveal what it was or who they were working for. Ivan revealed that they would be leaving again on Monday.

“Where will you go, Ivan?”

“Romulus, mum. Now that King George is part of the Queendom, we’ve decided to emigrate. And I want you to come to Romulus as well.”

“I would love to, Ivan. But I’m 52 now, and I’m just a shop assistant with no money. I don’t think I would qualify for citizenship even if I could afford the trip. And where would I live when I got there?”

Ivan handed her an envelope.

“What’s that, Ivan?”

“Arrangements have been made to get you to Romulus, mum. Someone will collect you. But in case something goes wrong, this envelope contains money and instructions. If you don’t hear anything by the end of August, open the envelope and follow the instructions. But in the meantime, carry on as normal. Got it, mum?”

“Yes, Ivan. I’ll do as you say. But promise me you’ll be careful. Both of you.”

“Yes, mum, we promise.”

Saturday 1 July 71

The mission wouldn’t begin until midnight. Until then, they were meant to stay inside but Yev couldn’t. He was stressed out and needed some air. He opened the back door of the house. There was a patio immediately outside with a garden bench facing into the garden.

“Yev, where are you going?” asked Ivan.

“Just in the back garden. I need some air.”

“Ok, but stay out of sight.”

Yev sat down on the garden bench. Only the very back of the garden was overlooked so it wasn’t a problem as long as he stayed on the bench. Irene had always been a keen gardener, and it was neat and tidy with a well-kept lawn surrounded by flower beds. Between the patio and the lawn were three large planter boxes each about 5 feet by 2. Pretty flowers were growing in them and were in full bloom. Yev picked a handful of them.

Twenty minutes later, Irene made some cups of tea.

“Tea, Ivan.”

“Coming mum.”

“Take Yev’s for me, Ivan. He’s still in the garden.”

Ivan went out with two teas but came straight back inside.

“Yev’s not there. He’s gone off somewhere. Did he say anything?”

“No, I thought he was still out there.”

“Shit! Well, there’s nothing we can do, so we’ll just have to hope he doesn’t get caught.”

Meanwhile, Yev was striding purposefully down the road. He knew he was taking a risk, but it was only 5 minutes away and he just had to chance it.

“Hey, you there, what do you think you’re doing?”

Yev looked round, expecting to see a police officer. But it was just a woman. A busy body.

“You shouldn’t be out on your own. I’m going to report you.”

“Fuck off.” thought Yev, but he didn’t say anything out loud.

He ignored the woman and carried on. He was almost at his destination. He opened some gates and went in. Then he heard another shout and looked around. This time it was the police. The woman had stopped a patrol car and was pointing in his direction.

Yev began a methodical search. It only took him two minutes to find what he was looking for. When he found it, he knelt down and placed the flowers he had picked onto his mother’s grave.

“I should have been here for you, mum.” thought Yev. As he thought about her, and his childhood on the farm, his emotions overwhelmed him and he began to weep. Tears streamed down his cheeks.

Hearing a sound, Yev had a quick glance behind and saw that the two police officers had arrived and were standing a short distance away.

They were silent for a full minute and then one of them spoke.

“Whose grave is that, boy?”

“It’s my mother’s.” said Yev.

Technically, Yev shouldn’t be out without a female escort, but the officers couldn’t bring themselves to arrest a boy for kneeling in homage to a woman.

“Come with us, boy. Don’t worry, you’re not under arrest, we’re going to take you home.”

Yev gave them directions and a couple of minutes later, they arrived at Irene’s house.

“Ivan! Hide. It’s the police. And it looks like they’ve already arrested Yev.”

There was a knock at the door. Irene opened it.

“Good afternoon, maam. Does this boy live here?”

“Yes, officer. I’m sorry, officer, he just sneaked out.”

“In you go, boy. Make sure he doesn’t go out unescorted again.”

“Yes, officer. Thank you, officer.”

Irene watched dumbfounded as the police car drove off.

“Ivan. It’s ok, they’ve gone.”

Ivan came down.

“What happened? Yev, where did you go?”

“I went to pay my respects to my mum.”

Irene took Yev in her arms and gave him a big hug.

Later, they started preparing for the mission. They got into their dark clothes and blacked their hands and faces and then checked their equipment.

“Whatever you’re up to, be careful, boys.” said Irene.

“Thanks mum. See you later.” replied Ivan.

Yev checked the time. They would set off at midnight.

Sunday 2 July 71

“It’s 1 minute past midnight.” said Yev. “Let’s go.”

RIS agents had worked out the best route, which involved climbing over the fence at the back of the garden and into a sports field, crossing the field and then going out of the entrance onto a side road. This road led to the High Street, but before it got there, a turn would take them behind Duchy House.

Duchy House was set in grounds open to the public. It contained lawns with bushes and a few trees, with tarmac footpaths through it. There were plenty of access points. They entered the grounds and approached the building, making use of what cover there was. They crawled over the ground as they got closer to the building.

“There’s the coal chute.” said Ivan, pointing.

They crawled over to it. Ivan removed the padlock and lifted the cover and Yev slid in.

Ivan waited. Five minutes later, he got a series of messages on the communicator.

“I’ve found where the furnace was, but it’s been removed.”

“I can see where the ceiling has been patched.”

“I need to cut a hole in it, but I can’t reach it.”

“I need to move a box to stand on it.”

“I need you to come down here.”

Ivan replied: “On my way.”

Ivan tied the knotted rope around the hinge of the coal chute cover and lifted it up and then wriggled under, supporting it and letting it down slowly to avoid making a noise.

Then he lowered himself down until he reached the basement.

“Look there.” said Yev pointing up at the ceiling.

“Above that is the chimney stack. We need to move this box over.”

Together they moved a large wooden box. Yev stood on it and got to work with his cutter. He followed the mark on the ceiling. He was cutting filler rather than plasterboard, and in less than a minute, he was supporting a big square of plasterboard with one hand. As he lowered it, he realised it was covered in sawdust and wood chips and one complete 2 by 1. He handed it down to Ivan and shone his torch up.

“Yes, this is it. But it looks like some of the slats have decayed. Help me get started.”

Ivan got up onto the box next to Yev and clasped his hands together to provide a foothold for Yev. Yev stepped into Ivan’s hands and Ivan pushed Yev up. Soon, Yev was able to rest his feet on a 2 by 1 screwed to the wall. He gave it a good push. It seemed to be in good condition and easily took his weight.

Yev looked down.

“All good.”

Ivan got down and went back to the coal chute. Using the knotted rope, he climbed back up. He carefully pushed the cover open with his head and crawled out. Then he made his way around the building and found a good position in the bushes where he had a view of the main entrance.

The lights were on in reception and Ivan could see two female security guards. One was behind the reception desk, while the other was standing in front of it. They both had a cup of tea and were chatting.

Meanwhile, Ivan was carefully climbing up the inside of the shaft. He could estimate what floor he was on, but when he arrived at the server room level, it should be obvious as the original brickwork had been removed. Even if it had been bricked up again, the location would still be obvious by the brick pattern.

As he carefully climbed up using the 2 by 1s, he suddenly heard a crack and his foot gave way. He slipped down and aimed his feet at the next 2 by 1 which was 18 inches further down, but the impact cracked that one in half and the two pieces fell down and bounced off the box in the basement. Yev slid down another 18 inches. He aimed his feet at the ends of the next 2 by 1, where they were screwed into the wall.

The impact caused the wood to crack and split but it stayed in position. Yev carefully climbed back up, bracing his boots on the screws that had fixed the wood to the walls. The screws bent over with his weight but were just enough to hold him.

He got back to the first broken slat. It was hanging down, still attached at one end. He climbed further, now making sure to put his weight where he thought the screws were. Each time he put his weight on a slat, it crumbled and he ended up relying on the screws which immediately bent over, and one was completely missing.

It didn’t look like he would be coming back this way. Finally, he found an opening in the brickwork. The hole had been covered with plasterboard. It was the same piece of plasterboard that Yev and Ivan had placed there over 10 years ago!

Yev used his communicator.

“Arrived at server room. Plasterboard.”

“Slats rotten and collapsed. Need new way out.”

A minute later he got a reply.

“Ground floor windows barred. Jump from middle floor.”

Yev tried to get comfortable. He had to wait for the next hourly server room inspection before he cut his way in. He might be here for nearly an hour if they had only just done one. He sat in the brick cutout with his back to the plasterboard and braced his feet against the opposite wall of the shaft.

To make sure he would hear the guard doing her security check, Yev decided to use his sonic cutter to make a tiny hole in the plasterboard at ear level. He unclipped the cutter from his belt. It was attached to his belt by string so he wouldn’t lose it of he dropped it. He played out the string to give himself sufficient freedom.

A few seconds later, he had made the hole. He listened. He heard nothing. Curious, he put his eye to the hole and looked through. He couldn’t see anything. Strange, according to the agent’s report, the server room lights were left on permanently.

Yev shone his torch at the hole. He had some difficulty getting the light to shine through the hole while looking through at the same time, but eventually he got the angles just right. There was something there, just an inch in front of the plasterboard.

Yev got the cutter out again and cut out a one-inch diameter circle around the hole. He then looked through again. Wood. Cheap wood, maybe hardboard. Yev concluded that furniture of some kind was standing against the wall. And he could now see that the room lights were in fact on.

He expanded the hole again, this time to six inches diameter. This gave him sufficient vision to judge that the structure in front was either a cupboard or a free-standing shelf unit. He could also see that his hole, when fully opened out, would be entirely hidden by whatever it was. So, he decided to open it out immediately.

He had nearly finished cutting when he heard sounds. He switched off his torch and froze. He heard the door open and someone humming. About a minute later, he heard the door close again. He remained motionless for two more minutes to be certain she had gone.

Then he finished off cutting the hole and pushed the square of plasterboard into the server room, between the wall and whatever was against it. He pushed hard against the bottom of the item, but it didn’t move. It felt heavy.

He got his cutter out again and made a test hole. The cutter made short work of it and Ivan looked through the hole. Books! He enlarged the hole to the same size as the hole in the plasterboard. Then he crawled through, pushing the piece of hardboard and several books in front of him.

Finally, he stood up. He was in the server room at last. He immediately retrieved the memory stick from his heel and plugged it into a slot in the system terminal.

Then he looked at the hole he had just come through. He put the square of hardboard back into place, but offset slightly, and put the books back to hold it in place. He arranged them so you couldn’t see the hole he had entered through.

“Might buy me some more time.” he thought to himself.

Yev then noticed the redlight on his communicator. He pressed the play button.

“Car arrived. Two women in QA uniform.”

“Two boys with them also in uniform. Couldn’t make out but not QA.”

“All gone into reception.”

Beep.

Yev retrieved the memory stick and placed it back inside his left boot heel. Now all he had to do was get out of here. He went to the door and listened. Nothing, so he opened it and went outside.

The walls were a different colour but otherwise it was exactly as Yev remembered it. He made his way to the central stair well, but as he got there, he heard footsteps, so he hurried on past and dashed into what he remembered being a large office. It still was. There was a table with 6 chairs for meetings, and at the end a desk with a computer screen and keyboard and swivel chair.

Yev had a quick glance out of the window. He was far too high up. He needed to get to the next floor below. He ducked down under the desk as he heard footsteps in the corridor outside. The door to his room opened and someone looked in. Yev kept his head down but wondered what to do when he was discovered, as he surely would be.

But to his surprise, the door closed and it went quiet. He looked out from behind the desk. The room was empty.

Yev was wondering what was going on when he heard footsteps in the corridor and what sounded like male voices having a discussion. He went back under the desk, then noticed his red light was on.

He turned the volume down and pressed the communicator to his ear.

“The alarm has gone off.”

“The two security guards and the two women from the car are still in reception.”

“Can’t see the boys.”

The red light went out. Yev wondered if he should move. Then the red light came on again.

“Police have arrived. One car two officers.”

Yev decided to try and go down a floor from where he could climb out of a window.

But as soon as he opened the door, he heard footsteps coming up the stairs, so he dashed back in again. He listened to the footsteps. Then he heard buttons being pressed and a door opening. Someone was checking the server room. The footsteps came back. Someone spoke on a radio.

“Server room clear. I’m in position at the stair well on the top floor.”

Yev’s communicator light came on again.

“Another police car and a truck load of militia have arrived.”

“Shit!” thought Yev.

Within minutes, Yev heard the sound of more footsteps coming up the stairs and many more voices.

“Start at that end and work down.” someone called out.

Fifteen minutes later, Yev could hear voices and noises coming from the adjoining room. In less than a minute later, they would be in his room. He braced himself for capture. But then he heard a shout.

“Here’s one. Face the wall boy.”

Yev heard a multitude of voices and some laughter. He didn’t understand what was going on, but there was no point staying where he was.

He got up. He left the cutters behind but kept his communicator. He went to the door and carefully looked out. He could just see the police officer who had been guarding the top of the stairs. She was just a few yards away on his right, in the doorway of the room next door. She was talking to the militia, who had apparently just captured a male.

Yev turned left and crept towards the stair well, but just as he started going down, he heard a shout.

“Hey, here’s another one. Hey you, stop.”

It was the police officer in the doorway. Yev legged it down the stairs but as he reached the middle floor, he saw someone coming up from the floor below. He looked both ways along the middle floor corridor. There was another team searching this floor and they had just come out of a room further along.

“Hey! There’s one. Get him.”

Yev turned right and ran along the corridor. He glanced round. Four QA troops from the local militia were tearing after him. Yev dodged into a room and headed for the window but then realised he had no chance of opening it and getting out before they were onto him, so he turned to face them. They came into the room.

“Face the wall and place your hands behind your back.”

Yev rushed them and tried to push between two of them, but someone tripped him up and he fell flat onto his face. They all piled on top of him. Yev struggled and tried to break free.

“My, my, this one’s a feisty one.”

Something hard jabbed into Yev’s back but he kept struggling.

“Boy! I just man prodded you. Relax, or I’ll man prod you again for real.”

It suddenly dawned on Yev that he was caught up in a training exercise.

“Sorry, Mistress, I didn’t realise.”

Yev went limp and allowed them to zip tie him.

“Ok, take him outside.”

Two militia soldiers escorted Yev outside where he was handed over to another team.

“Here’s another one, girls.”

Two other boys were sitting on the ground nearby, under guard. Yev recognized their uniforms. One was a real King George Army uniform, the other was an obvious fake, but was an approximation of a Romulus Militia uniform.

Yev was searched and they found his communicator.

“Does this work, boy?”

“No, Mistress, it’s just a prop.”

“Why are you all blacked up like that, boy?”

“I’m meant to represent a secret agent, Mistress.”

“I see.”

Yev was made to sit next to the other two boys. They both looked at him and wondered who he was but didn’t say anything.

Half an hour later, one of the police cars had already left and most of the militia girls had come out of the building and were milling around near their truck.

Yev could see into reception. Several QA officers were standing inside and talking. Then Yev noticed one of them pointing in his direction. A militia girl came out and walked over.

“The exercise is over girls. Get back into the truck. Send the boys back, Susan.”

Susan was apparently the name of their guard.

“Ok, boys, off you go.”

“Can I have my toy back, Mistress?” asked Yev.

“Your toy?”

“That radio thingy. I’ll be for it if I lose it.”

Susan looked around, saw it, and handed it to Yev.

“Thank you, Mistress.”

Yev started following the boys to reception. They were already halfway there.

“What’s keeping the major?” asked Susan.

“Oh, there’s some confusion over how many spies there were supposed to be. She’ll be along in a moment.”

Yev carried on walking towards reception, then stopped and pretended to be fixing his boot laces. He glanced round and waited until all the militia girls had climbed into the truck. Then he stood up and realised the officers in reception were watching him.

Yev broke into a run and sprinted off into the grounds at the side of the building. Immediately, the door opened and one of the officers shouted:

“Stop him!”

Someone looked out of the back of the truck.

“What’s going on?”

“That boy! Stop him.”

“Everyone out, girls.”

Yev glanced behind, the confusion gave him time to disappear into the darkness. Yev sprinted for a full five minutes before he slowed down to a walk. He then messaged Ivan.

“I’m away and heading back.”

Ten minutes later, Yev made it back to the safe house. Ivan was already there.

“Did you get the documents?” asked Ivan.

“I plugged the memory stick in and after a few minutes it beeped, like David said. I’ve no idea what documents it collected.” replied Yev.

“Well, you did what they asked. What time is it?”

“It’s 03:15. Let’s get cleaned up.”

The boys took showers and washed all the blacking off. Then they got their heads down. But they didn’t get much sleep. Just 3 hours later, Irene frantically woke them up.

“What’s up, mum?”

“Ivan, the police are at the end of the street. They’re going door to door, doing searches of each house including the gardens.”

“Shit!” said Yev. “We’ve got to get out of here.”

The boys got up.

“Civvies or uniform?” asked Ivan.

“Uniforms. Being in civvies won’t save us. If we do get caught, our uniforms will allow us to claim to be hold-outs from the war.”

“Ok.”

They got dressed.

“Don’t take anything that’s from Romulus.” said Yev.

They stuffed the dark clothing they had used on the mission and another set of normal civilian clothes into a bin bag along with their communicators.

“Let’s go.” said Yev.

Ivan gave his mum one last hug and then they went outside and into the back garden. They climbed the fence into the sports field taking the bin bag with them.

“We’ll use the route we used yesterday to get to Duchy House and then hide in the grounds while we work out what to do next. Maybe we can come back once the house has been searched.”

“But it’s broad daylight.” said Ivan.

“I know. But it’s very early and there shouldn’t be many people about. We’ll have to risk it. It’s the nearest place with any kind of cover.”

Their route had been worked out by RIS agents. It was the route that should give them the least chance of being seen. However, it had been planned on the assumption that they would be using it at night. They made their way through the sports field and dumped the bin bag behind some bushes at the other end.

“That will have to do.” said Yev.

They made their way down the side road and turned left along the road that ran behind Duchy House. Cars were parked all along the left side of the road and the park was on the right.

Yev crept out between two parked cars and looked left and right. All clear. He dashed across the road and into the park. Ivan followed a few seconds later.

They made it into the park without being seen by the police. But, unknown to them, Ivan had been briefly seen as he dashed across the road from some distance away by a woman who was walking to work. Normally, she would not have done anything about it, other than possibly mentioned it to her friends at work as part of their general gossip.

But on this day, she got to her office and switched her computer on and then went to get a coffee. As usual, she looked at the news page while she relaxed before starting work. Today’s headline was: “Police search for foreign agent in Stakarov after Duchy House raid.”

She read the article, which urged anyone who had seen anything suspicious to report it to the police. A few minutes later, Stakarov police were informed of a male wearing light brown clothes, possibly a uniform, entering the grounds of Duchy House.

“Unescorted?”

“Well, I didn’t see anyone else. And the way he dashed across as though he didn’t want to be seen. It just looked so suspicious.”

Meanwhile, Yev and Ivan had been looking for a suitable hide. As it was still very early, there were not many people about, which allowed them to move through the grounds of Duchy House quite freely, from cover to cover. However, they had not found anywhere that felt really safe. They reached the far front corner of the grounds. The road that ran in front of Duchy House was the coast road, a major highway and the road that ran down the side gave access to the small harbour in one direction one way and led to housing estates in the other.

“Hey, Yev, what about over there?” said Ivan, pointing.

Yev looked. He liked it. The road junction was in the form of a roundabout, the centre of which was covered in dense vegetation. It looked like the two yards nearest the circular roadway were regularly cut back to give drivers visibility, but the middle was left to run wild.

“There’s a lot of traffic.” said Yev.

“Yes. But there are gaps occasionally. We’ll just have to wait for one and then dash across. After that, the traffic is in our favour. No pedestrians would ever go in there. And it’s in such a busy location that hopefully the police will just overlook it. It’s like hiding in plain sight.”

“I like it.” said Yev.

They got into a position from where they could dash across when the time was right. And they spotted the place where they would push their way in. But they then had to wait for an opportunity to cross. There seemed to be a continuous stream of traffic. Annoyingly, just as they thought the time had come, another car would appear at the last moment. But finally, after nearly 20 minutes, they saw their chance and dashed across without being seen. They pushed their way in towards the centre.

There were no clearings, but the darkness created by the vegetation stunted growth in the centre and they found that although the bushes were dense around the outside, they were less dense in the centre.

“This is actually quite cosy.” said Yev.

“So, what do we do?”

“Let’s just stay here until it gets dark and then we’ll sneak back to the house.”

“Sounds like a plan.”

Ten minutes later they heard shouting. It sounded like it was coming from Duchy House grounds.

“Shall I have a look?” asked Ivan.

“Ok, but be careful. Don’t get seen.”

Ivan sneaked back the way they had come until he could see out. Five minutes later he was back.

“They’re searching the grounds. It’s the militia. There must be at least 30 of them.” said Ivan. “What do we do if they decide to search here?”

“Let’s hope they don’t. But if they do, there’s a choice of four busy roads or back into the park.” said Yev.

Ivan crept forward to his lookout spot again. A few minutes later, he came scurrying back.

“What’s up?”

“They’ve finished searching the park. There’s a group of them – militia – congregated on the corner. I guess waiting to be told what to do next. But one of them looked directly towards me.”

“Do you think she saw you?”

“No, I’m sure she didn’t. She would have shouted. But the way she was looking – Her eyes. They said: ‘I wonder if they’re in there’. I’m sure they’re going to search here.”

“Shit. Ok, let’s move closer to the opposite side. If they come over here, we leg it south down the coast road. And on the left side of the road.”

“Why that road?”

“We’ll be shielded from view for longer. And if there’s enough traffic, they won’t see us even if they emerge on our side. Even if people blow their horns and shout, we should get a decent head start. But fingers crossed that it won’t come to that.”

But just five minutes later, they heard voices and then the sound of twigs cracking and leaves rustling.

“They’re here!” whispered Ivan, pointing.

“Right, let’s go.”

They dashed out of the roundabout. There was a lot of traffic. They ignored it and ran between moving vehicles to the sound of horns and screeching tyres. Yev heard a thump and looked around. Ivan had been hit by a car and knocked to the ground, hitting his head as he fell. Yev went back.

“Ivan, are you ok?”

Ivan was out cold for a few seconds but then came round and looked dazed. The driver of the car that had hit him got out and came round to the front.

“You idiot! Why did you run out in front of me like that? Hey, you’re a male. What are you even doing here?”

“Leave me, Yev. I’ll only hold you back. Good luck, mate.”

Yev ran off down the road, crossing to the pavement on the left. He had one last glance back and saw a militia girl emerge from the centre of the roundabout, but her attention was fixed on Ivan. Yev didn’t think he had been seen.

“Hey, here he is!” she shouted and blew a whistle hard. Soon Ivan was surrounded by a dozen militia girls. A few minutes later, two police cars had also arrived as well as a militia officer.

Two police officers began directing traffic while two controlled the scene. One made a report on her radio.

“Control. We’ve got a male in custody at Duchy House island.”

“Why does his uniform say Stakarov Militia?” asked a militia girl.

The militia officer who had just arrived had a look.

“That’s a Stakarov Colony Militia uniform. It’s from before 61. See the clenched fist motif?”

“Did anyone see what happened?” asked a police officer.

“I hit him, but it wasn’t my fault. They just ran in front of me. I didn’t have time to stop and I hit him.” replied the driver.

“They?” queried the officer.

“Yes, there were two of them.”

“What did the other one look like?”

“The same. They both had this light brown uniform on.”

“Did anyone see where he went?”

“Yes, I did, he ran down that way.”

“Control. We’ve got one male in custody but there’s another one on the loose. Wearing a light brown Stakarov Colony Militia uniform. Last seen heading south on foot from Duchy House island.”

Meanwhile, Yev had turned left at the first side turn he had come across. A lone male sprinting down a street was an unusual sight in the Queendom and definitely ranked as suspicious and would likely be reported.

He probably only had minutes before a police patrol car was directed down whichever street he had been seen running down. But on the other hand, there was no point even looking for somewhere to hide while there were so many eyes on him. He had to get away from the busy main roads and from the prying eyes.

He turned left again. He was now heading north. It was a residential street, but it would lead to the side street that ran behind Duchy House. There were no pedestrians in sight, so Yev began looking for somewhere to hide. But then at the far end of the street, Yev saw a police car turn in. He immediately dived to the ground. A van was parked on the street next to him, so he crawled under it. He heard the police car approaching and watched its wheels as it drove by.

Yev was about to crawl back out when he heard a door open and voices. It was the house next to him. He stayed in place. A door of the van opened and closed. Yev quickly reversed back out between the rear wheels of the van. The van then started up and drove away.

There were still no pedestrians around. Desperate for somewhere to hide, Yev looked around. He saw a house whose front garden was particularly well stocked with shrubs and ran over to it. He lay down, squeezing himself between the front wall of the house and some shrubs. The house also had a low brick wall along the front of the garden, further shielding him from view.

Yev decided it would have to do. He got himself as comfortable as he could and lay still and silent. There were still 12 hours until nightfall.

He began to think about what he should do then. His initial thought was to return to the safe house. But then he remembered that Ivan had been captured. He wondered if Ivan would reveal the location of the safe house. Or maybe the police would identify him and realise his mother lived in Stakarov and put two and two together. Yev thought long and hard. But going back to the safe house seemed like the best option. He would just have to be careful. Maybe he should stake the place out for a while before going in. He dozed off.

A few hours later, something woke him up. A noise. He opened his eyes and got the shock of his life. A police officer was crouched down looking at him.

Buzz.

“Aaaaaaargh!”

She stunned him with a man prod. It must have been on medium strength, as he didn’t black out.

“Get up, boy.”

Two officers grabbed his shoulders and helped him up. Yev felt weak at the knees. He felt his hands being cuffed behind him. He was then bundled into the back of a police car. Fifteen minutes later, He was being booked into Stakarov police station.

“Has he been scanned, Diane?”

“Yes, but his number is not on the system.”

“Right, boy. What’s your name?”

“Yevgeny.”

“And your address?”

Yev didn’t reply.

“Your address, boy? Where have you been living?”

“My name is Yevgeny. I’m a corporal in the Stakarov Militia. Service number 43/017. That’s all you’re getting from me.”

The desk sergeant made some notes.

“Ok, put him in the cells.”

Yev was locked in a cell. Later, he was given a drink and some food.

Chapter 7 – Prisoners

Monday 3 July 71

The next day, two officers collected Yev from his cell and escorted him to an interview room. They both had man-prods in hip holsters.

“Sit down, boy. I am Detective Alice. I’m going to ask you some questions.”

“I’ve already told you my name, rank and number.”

“Where were you yesterday morning, between midnight and 06:00?”

“In the middle of the night? I was asleep, obviously.”

“Where?”

“I don’t remember. And I’m not answering any more of your questions.”

“Were you born in the Queendom?”

Yev made no comment.

“How did you enter the Queendom?”

Yev casually looked around the room as if he had not heard the question.

Knock knock.

“Enter.”

“Detective Alice, the militia girls are here.”

“Ok, Clare, send them in.”

“Stand up boy. Stand against that wall. Face this way.”

Four militia girls entered. Yev recognized one of them. It was Susan, the one who had guarded the three ‘spies’ outside.

“Is this the boy you saw at the Duchy House exercise yesterday wearing dark clothing?”

The four girls stared at Yev for some time. But the last time that had seen him was in the dark and Yev had been blacked up, and they hadn’t paid much attention to him anyway. None of the girls was confident enough to say yes. Two thought it might be, one said it wasn’t and one said she just didn’t know.

“Ok, girls, thank you.”

“What about the other one?” asked the detective, looking at Clare.

“One thought it might be, two said it wasn’t and one didn’t know.”

Yev picked up on it and realised they were talking about Ivan.

“Ok, take him back to his cell.”

Tuesday 4 July 71

The next day, after breakfast, Yev was surprised to see two QA military policewomen turn up outside his cell.

“Stand up, boy. Face the wall. Hands behind your back.”

Yev did as he was told. His hands were cuffed behind his back, and he was then escorted outside to a cage van, which was parked with its rear doors open.

“Get in. Last cell.”

The cage van contained four cells, one behind the other, on the right, accessed from a gangway on the left.

Yev climbed up and walked to the last cell and went inside. The other cells were empty. One of the MPs followed him in and locked his cell door.

“And no talking, boy.”

Yev sat in silence, but 10 minutes later heard voices at the back.

“Get in, boy. First cell.”

There was the sound of a cell door closing and locking and then the rear doors were closed.

“Ivan?”

“Yev!”

“Silence in there, or I’ll haul you both out and you’ll feel my whip.”

The van set off. They were on the road for four hours.

Eventually, they arrived at their destination. Ivan was taken away first, but after 10 minutes, the MPs returned and took Yev out of his cell. He saw a bleak looking building. He was taken through a back door and down some steps into a basement and then pushed into a cell. He was given water but nothing to eat.

Wednesday 5 July 71

The next morning, two MPs entered Yev’s cell.

“Face the wall, boy.”

His hands were cuffed behind his back, then he was escorted into a large, dark room, fitted out with a variety of what looked to Yev like torture equipment.

“Sit.”

They switched a light on and shone it in his face. Some way in front of him was a desk with two women sitting behind it.

“I am Lieutenant Mya of Queendom Army Intelligence, and this is my assistant Carol. I am now going to ask you some questions. If you know what’s good for you, you will answer them.

“You’ll get my name, rank and number and nothing else.”

“We’ll see about that.”

“Who are you, boy?”

“You know my name.”

“I want to hear it from you.”

“I’m Corporal Yevgeny, service number 43/017, of the Free Stakarov Army.”

“What’s the Free Stakarov Army? I’ve never heard of it.”

“It’s the true army of the independent Colony of Stakarov.”

“Stakarov is a duchy of the Queendom. It has been since 61.”

“We in the FSA don’t recognize it. We never surrendered.”

“Well, we’ve got you now.”

“What citizenship do you have?”

“I’m a citizen of Stakarov.”

“Stakarov doesn’t exist. Do you have any other citizenship?”

“No.”

“So, you’re stateless.”

“Did you fight in the war of 61?”

“Yes.”

“Where did you go after the defeat?”

“I’m not saying.”

“Answer the question, boy.”

Yev said nothing.

“Ok, strip him and string him up.”

An MP approached Yev with a man-prod.

“Stand up, boy.”

Two other MPs then grabbed Yev, uncuffed him and stripped him. Shackles were then attached to his wrists and ankles, then some electric motors whirred and Yev found himself pulled into a spreadeagle position in mid-air.

Lieutenant Mya got up and approached Yev.

“Listen to me, Yev, and listen carefully. Next door in a room similar to this one, your friend Ivan is suspended in mid-air just as you are. We know you were together. Now, this is what’s going to happen. I’m going to go and see Ivan and ask him some questions. And then I’m going to come back here and ask you those same questions. And if your answers don’t tally, we’re going to cane both of you so hard, neither of you will be able to sit down for a week. Do you understand, Yev?”

Yev didn’t say anything.

Swish. Thwack! “Aaaaaaaaaaaaaargh.”

“I said, do you understand, Yev?”

“Yes, Lieutenant Mya.”

“Mistress Mya.”

“Yes, Mistress Mya.”

“Good. Now, we’ll leave you to think about it while we go and talk to your friend.”

Yev was worried. He wondered what the questions would be. If it was a question he didn’t want to answer, the odds of his false answer matching Ivan’s were low. They were fucked.

Ten minutes later, Lieutenant Mya was back.

“Right, now it’s your turn, Yev. My assistant here will make a note of your answers, as she has of Ivan’s.”

“Yes, Mistress Mya.”

“Where did you go after the Stakarov defeat in 61?”

“We crossed the border into King George.”

“Did you take King George citizenship?”

“No.”

“What did you do for work in King George?”

“I was a miner, Mistress.”

“Both of you?”

“Yes.”

“Where?”

“At the Prince Albert open cast mine.”

“Doing what exactly?”

“We both ended up driving front loaders.”

“Did you join the King George Army in the recent conflict?”

“No, Mistress Mya.”

“Why not?”

“Mining was a reserved occupation.”

“What are you doing in Stakarov?”

“We fled King George, Mistress Mya.”

“Why?”

“We didn’t want to carry on working at Prince Albert.”

“And why not?”

“Because of the harsh working conditions.”

“I see. And where have you been living in Stakarov?”

“No where, Mistress Mya. We’ve been sleeping rough.”

“Did you break into Duchy House last Sunday morning?”

“No, Mistress Mya.”

“Thank you, Yev. But I’m afraid not all your answers tally. That means one or both of you isn’t telling the truth. Me and Carol will now go and cane Ivan’s arse while Ruby here cane’s yours.”

Mya and Carol walked away.

“Ready boy?”

Swish. Thwack! Thwack! Thwack! Thwack! Thwack! “Aaaaaargh!” “5”

Ruby commenced her assault on Yev’s arse with five full-strength whacks, taking Yev by surprise and causing him to cry out in pain. She paused after the fifth.

Swish. Thwack! Thwack! Thwack! Thwack! Thwack! “Aaaaaargh!” “10”

Yev was ready for the next assault, but that didn’t stop the pain, and he screamed out each time the cane made contact with his soft, pink arse cheeks.

Swish. Thwack! Thwack! Thwack! Thwack! Thwack! “Aaaaaargh!” “15”

By the third assault, Yev’s arse had started to welt up, and many of the strikes landed on top of thick purple lines, causing Yev to scream in agony.

Yev braced himself for the final assault. Ruby kept him waiting. When it came, Ruby applied her absolute maximum force.

Swish. Thwack! “Aaaaaargh!” “16”

Yev screamed out in agony.

Swish. Thwack! “Aaaaaargh!” “17”

Ruby paused 10 seconds after each remaining whack, but each one was delivered with maximum force.

Swish. Thwack! “Aaaaaargh!” “18”

Ruby broke the skin and Yev could feel blood dripping off his arse.

Swish. Thwack! “Aaaaaargh!” “19”

Yev screamed again. It felt like his arse was on fire.

Swish. Thwack! “Aaaaaargh!” “20”

Yev screamed but the pain was tempered by the relief that it was over, for now at least.

Yev was left to his thoughts for 10 minutes. Mya must be questioning Ivan again. Yev wondered which of the questions they had given different answers to, and which answers he should change.

Mya and Carol returned.

“Now, Yev, it’s your turn again. And if your answers don’t tally with Ivan’s, you will both get another 20 strokes of the cane. The only way to avoid the cane, Yev, is for you both to tell the truth. Right, here we go.”

Yev gave the same answers as before until:

“What are you doing in Stakarov?”

“We fled King George.”

“Why?”

“We didn’t want to carry on working at Prince Albert.”

“Is that the only reason?”

“No.”

“What’s the other reason?”

“Ivan wanted to visit his mother.”

“I see. But why didn’t you want to work at Prince Albert?”

“Because of the harsh working conditions, Mistress Mya.”

“I see. And where have you been living in Stakarov?”

“With Ivan’s mum, Mistress Mya.”

“And where does Ivan’s mother live?”

“28 De Beauvoir Drive, Mistress Mya.”

“Did you break into Duchy House last Sunday morning?”

“No, Mistress Mya.”

Mya and Carol walked off to their desk and had a secret discussion. After a few minutes, Mya returned.

“Your answers don’t match, Yev. Where does Ivan’s mother live?”

“28 De Beauvoir Drive, Mistress Mya.”

“Ivan says different and he lived there for 17 years.”

“I’m certain, Mistress Mya.”

“Yev, this is easily checked. In a moment, I will send someone round to both addresses and whoever was lying is going to regret it. Now, tell me the truth.”

“What address did Ivan give, Mistress Mya?”

“I’m not telling you that, boy.”

“Was it 28 Enver Drive, Mistress Mya?”

Mya looked surprised.

“As a matter of fact, it was. So, which is correct?”

“It’s the same street, Mistress Mya. It’s De Beauvoir Drive now but back in 61 it was Enver Drive. I guess they changed the name.”

Mya and Carol had another short discussion.

“Very well, Yev. You may return to your cell.”

An MP pressed a button and electric motors whirred. Soon, Yev’s feet were back on the ground and his shackles were removed.

“Get dressed, boy.”

Yev got dressed and then his hands were cuffed behind his back, and he was taken back to his cell.

Thursday 6 July 71

The next day, Yev was again escorted from his cell with his hands cuffed behind his back. But this time he was taken into Lieutenant Mya’s office. Mya was sitting behind her desk. Carol was standing off to one side.

“Stand there, boy.” said an MP.

A minute later, the office door opened again.

“Stand next to him.”

Yev looked around.

“Ivan!”

“Yev!”

“Silence!”

Mya looked up.

“Right, boys, we have verified that you are both Stakarov born and were both members of the Stakarov Militia in 61 and fought against the Queendom. That’s not a crime. But when Stakarov surrendered, you failed to turn yourselves in to the nearest Queendom authorities. That’s technically mutiny. You claim you didn’t fight for King George in the recent conflict but stayed in the mines due to reserved occupations. We’re still waiting to hear back from King George to get that confirmed. Things are still a bit disorganized up there in the aftermath of the war, so we anticipate a delay. Ivan, we’ve interviewed your mother and verified that you’ve both been staying there. But you were both caught outside unescorted last Sunday, which is an offence. And Yev, we know that you were caught outside unescorted the day before and let off with a warning.”

“Yes, Mistress Mya.” said Yev.

“We’ve been at a bit of a loss what to do with you, so we asked High Command for guidance, and we’ve been instructed to treat you as captured enemy combatants regarding your service in the Stakarov Militia. At the surrender in 61, males under the age of 25, which would have included you two had you been caught at the time, were enslaved. Males over 25 had to serve one year as prisoners of war after which they would be granted free male status. Since you are both over 25 now, you’ll serve one year as prisoners of war, and then you’ll be released. Your release date will be 3 July 72. Any questions?”

“No, Mistress Mya.” said the boys.

“Ok, take them back to their cells.”

Friday 7 July 71

The following morning, Carol and two civilians turned up outside Yev’s cell. All three had man-prods in hip holsters.

“Yev, these two nice ladies will be taking charge of you. They will take you to your new home. Get up against the wall so they can cuff you.”

“Who are they, Mistress Carol?”

“They’re civilian contractors, Yev.”

“I’m Ruth and this is Melanie. We work for Slaveguard. We specialise in the secure transport of males.”

Yev stood up and faced the wall with his hands behind his back. He felt the handcuffs go on. Ruth and Mel then led him outside to their cage van.

“In you get, boy. Any cell.”

Yev got in and they locked the door. Shortly after, Ivan arrived and got into the adjacent cell.

The van set off.

“Any idea where we’re going, Yev?”

“Sue said most of the POW camps are in the Stakarov area, so I assume we are going to one of those. But that’s just a guess.”

“Hey, no talking back there.”

Four hours later, they stopped. After a few minutes, they heard the rear doors being opened. Then their cell doors were opened.

“Out you get, boys.”

They got out. Their hands were still cuffed behind their backs. They were at the entrance to a garrison. They were led into the guard room. Papers were signed and they were both uncuffed.

“That way boys.”

They were placed in one of the guardroom cells.

“Where do you think we are?” asked Ivan.

“I don’t know, four hours is about right to reach Stakarov, but this isn’t the Stakarov that I remember.”

“Nor me. But four hours is too long for Aurora and not long enough for King George. Maybe they built a new garrison?”

“Maybe.”

Five minutes later, a soldier opened the cell door and gave them two water bottles.

“If you need the loo, just shout.”

“Excuse me, Mistress. Where are we?”

“This is the garrison of the Diana Light Infantry.” said the soldier as she walked away.

An hour later, the same soldier brought them some lunch and another stood guard at the open cell door.

“Here’s your lunch, boys. Chicken casserole with crusty bread, and a pot of hot tea.”

As she was about to leave, she noticed their shoulder patches.

“Hey, how come you’ve got Stakarov Militia on your shoulder patches?”

“These are Stakarov Colony Militia uniforms, from before 61. See the clenched fist?”

“Oh, yes. Not seen those before.”

In the evening, a friendly guard looked in on them.

“I am Sergeant Anne. I’m the night guard commander today. Everything ok, boys?”

“Yes, Mistress Anne.” replied Ivan.

“Mistress Anne, how long will we be staying here?”

“I have no idea. Didn’t they tell you your sentence?”

“Yes, they said one year, but we were expecting to be taken to a proper POW camp.”

“I don’t know anything about that, boys.”

Wednesday 12 July 71

The boys got settled into the routine. But they were bored stiff and confined to their cell except when they needed to use the toilet during the day or when they were allowed to take a shower. But at least they were together.

The guard room was manned by Military Police during the day but didn’t have a permanent night staff. Instead, four ordinary soldiers who had already done a normal day’s work in the garrison were assigned night guard duty on a rota system. They would get the next day off, but they were still tired during the night, and it was common practice to take turns using the cells to get some unofficial sleep.

On Wednesday afternoon at 18:00, Yev and Ivan heard voices coming from the guard room and realised the MPs were handing over to the night staff.

“Hey, I hear you’ve got some boys in the cells!”

“Yes, that’s right, two boys. Wanna have a look?”

A few seconds later, an MP and another girl were standing outside the boys’ cell looking in.

“Stand up, boys.”

Yev and Ivan stood.

“Hmmm. Not bad. Everything ok, boys?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

The two girls went back to the guard room, and the boys heard more voices as the rest of the night guard arrived. The boys dozed off.

Two hours later, Yev was woken up once again by loud voices in the guard room. Two of the girls had just returned from a routine patrol of the camp. They didn’t enjoy the monotonous routine patrols, but there was no way to skip them as various important buildings had books that had to be signed and marked with the date and time each time the guard checked that building.

“God I’m bored, Pen.” said one of the girls who had just returned from the patrol. “I could do with a damn good shag. I haven’t had my hands on a stiff cock since me and Tracy went to the pleasure house on Saturday.”

“Yes, I must admit they’ve got some nice cock on their books. I was there a couple of weeks back.”

“And I’ll be there again this Saturday. But that’s three days away!”

“Well, if you can’t wait that long, we can have some fun here. We’ve got some meat in the back.”

“What do you mean?”

“We’ve got two boys in the cells.”

“No way!”

“Come, I’ll show you. Grab some handcuffs.”

A moment later, Pen, the soldier who had looked the boys over earlier, and Pru were standing in front of the cells.

“Nice. So, what are they doing here?” asked Pru. The guardroom cells were usually used for misbehaving soldiers. It was rare to have boys locked up in them.

“Apparently, they’re prisoners of war serving a one-year term.”

“Really? So, why are they here rather than in the prison of war camps around Stakarov?”

“That’s what I asked the MPs. It’s apparently because they’re POWs from the Stakarov war of 61, and not from the King George liberation. They escaped into King George in 61 and so evaded capture, but we rounded them up after King George surrendered.”

“I see.”

“Stand up, boys.” said Pen.

Yev and Ivan stood up.

“So, how are you getting on, boys? Everything ok?”

Yev looked at Ivan, not sure what to say.

“It’s ok, Mistress. The food is good. But we would prefer to be at a proper POW camp. There’s nothing to do here. We’re bored all the time.”

“Hmmm. We can’t help you with the camp. They’re not going to staff a POW camp for just the two of you.”

“But perhaps we can help with the boredom. Maybe we can think of something exciting for you to do.” said Pru.

Pen grinned and looked Yev and Ivan up and down and then turned back to Yev.

“I’ll take that one.”

She pointed at Yev and unlocked the cell.

“Come out, boy.”

Pen pointed.

“That way. Go in the other cell.”

Pen followed Yev and paused at the entrance to the cell.

“Ok, boy. Let’s see what you’ve got.”

“Mistress Pen?”

“Get undressed, boy.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Yev stripped off.

“Nice.” said Pen as she looked at Yev’s man meat.

“Now get on the bed.”

“These beds weren’t made for fun.” said Pen. “There are no man shackles. But we’ll make do.”

Pen used 4 pairs of handcuffs to attach Yev’s wrists and ankles to the corner posts of the bed frame.

“There. That will have to do.”

Pen slowly stripped off. She grinned as she noticed Yev’s cock sit up and take notice. Then she climbed up onto the bed and took up a kneeling position over Yev’s head, facing his feet.

“Right, boy, let’s see what you can do with that tongue.”

Pen sat down on Yev’s face. For a brief moment, while she was still adjusting her position, Yev’s nose was forced into Pen’s arse hole, but when she leaned forward and braced herself with her hands on Yev’s waist, her arse hole rose up and instead he found Pen’s gash was positioned directly over his mouth.

Yev briefly raised his head to get a look at Pen’s sweet slit and her nice round arse cheeks but then he lay back and extended his tongue. It would be much easier to work by touch. He extended his tongue and made contact with her pussy. Pen was kneeling with her knees either side of Yev’s outstretched arms, and this posture caused her flaps to part without any help from Yev’s tongue.

Yev decided to start out by gently licking his tongue along the edges of Pen’s flaps. Up and down, up and down. First one flap and then the other. Yev’s tongue avoided her pink slit and her clit. After licking the flaps for a minute, he sucked one of them into his mouth and gripped it with his lips, seeing how far he could stretch it, until the tension was too much and it snapped back into place. Yev then gave the other flap similar treatment.

Yev’s tongue being so close to her delicate pink places without touching them made Pen’s pussy drool. Beads of girl juice began to appear at the entrance to her love hole and soon began to drip off and into Yev’s mouth. Yev eagerly lapped them up.

Yev’s eyes caught some movement, and he glanced down at Pen’s pussy and realised her woman hole was puckering, just like an arse hole. He hadn’t seen that before and didn’t realise it was possible. He stared at it, fascinated. Apparently, his cock was also fascinated. It was already fully erect, but it suddenly stood up vertically, without any hand support.

“My, my, what’s brought this on?” he heard Pen say.

A moment later, Yev felt a pair of soft lips grip the base of his helmet, and the next moment, his bell end was being stroked and tickled by Pen’s moist tongue.

Pen’s lips then began to travel slowly halfway down his shaft and then back up again. The lips continued sliding up and down his meat for almost a minute and then they stopped at the base of his helmet again. Yev felt Pen’s tongue once again playing with his bell end and at the same time, a thumb and forefinger enclosed his shaft and slid up and down from Pen’s lips to his balls.

“Oh my god!” said Yev.

A two-second-long dribble of pussy potion which flowed directly into his mouth brought Yev back to reality, and he glanced up at Pen’s gash. He licked his lips and then his tongue dived into the inviting pink slit which was now swimming in juices. Yev’s tongue went to work, quickly mopping up the juices from Pen’s slit and flaps. He had always loved the taste of girl juice. He craved more and decided to draw from the well. He quickly located Pen’s woman hole and forced his way in.

“Oh my!” cried Pen.

She adjusted her position to allow Yev to go deeper, her hole stretching into a wide oval to accommodate Yev’s tongue.

Yev tried to tongue fuck her hole, but his position made it difficult, so he decided to stir her honey pot instead. He forced his tongue inside and then made circular motions. This caused the walls of Pen’s love tunnel to keep stretching and then relaxing in different directions. The sensations drove Pen wild and before long, torrents of twat tang began flooding out of her love tunnel and then running along Yev’s tongue and into his mouth. Yev had to drink fast to avoid choking.

But it was all too much for Pen. Her woman hole began puckering again. The sensations on his tongue drove Yev wild, but then Pen exploded in ecstasy.

“Yes, yes, yes, yes, oh my goddess, yes, yes, yeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeees!”

Pen stayed still while she got her breath back. Meanwhile, Yev lapped up the final drops of girl juice as soon as they emerged.

“I need this meat inside of me.” said Pen.

She got up onto her feet and turned around to face Yev. With her feet either side of his waist, she squatted down and looked back underneath herself and grabbed his manhood. She slid his helmet along her slit a few times before positioning it at the entrance to her love tunnel. Then she slowly sank down and engulfed the entire length of his man meat.

She braced her right hand on Yev’s shoulder while her left hand reached back and rested on her own arse cheek. She then began to bounce her arse up and down, which caused her love lips to slide up and down the length of Yev’s shaft.

She moved her left hand forward and now gripped both of Yev’s shoulders as she increased the speed and the stroke of her movements. Her arse bounced up and down at a very fast pace, causing a loud slapping noise each time her arse cheeks bounced off Yev’s upper thighs. Yev cried out, the excessive speed was causing him mild pain. Pen kept up the pace for about 10 seconds and then slowed down.

She looked back, even though she couldn’t see much. Her left hand moved back and gripped her left arse cheek for a moment, before reaching down to grab the sides of Yev’s ball bag and giving it a squeeze,

“Aaaaargh!”

Pen then sat down on Yev’s thighs for a moment to get her breath back, with his meat still deep inside her love tunnel, and then she was off again, high speed full length squat thrusts, her love lips sliding up and down Yev’s meat from balls to bell end.

Ten more seconds was enough to send Pen into orbit once more.

“Yes, yes, yes, yes, yeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeees!”

She sat down on Yev’s thighs once again, wriggling her arse about with her pussy lips still keeping Yev’s pork sword captive, while she recovered from her ecstasy.

Eventually she got up and got dressed.

“That was nice boy.”

She walked back out to the guardroom. Yev noticed she hadn’t bothered to make him cum, but that was the Queendom way. It was all about female pleasure. Boys were just tools to be used.

Ten minutes later, she was back and she released him.

“Pick your clothes up and back to your own cell, boy.”

Back in his own cell, Yev found Ivan in bed looking exhausted. Pen saw the worried look on Yev’s face.

“He’s fine, he’s just worn out. Pru’s a bit of a nympho.”

Pen locked them in and went back to the guard room.

“You ok, Ivan?”

“Just about. But my cock feels raw and my ball bag feels like it’s been sucked inside out.”

“Pru made you come?”

“Yes. Three times. The last time was a blow job, and it felt like she was going to suck my balls right out of my cock.”

Monday 1 August 71

Nearly three weeks later, the boys were informed that the Diana Light Infantry’s annual inspection was the following Monday. A senior officer – General Esme – would be coming to inspect the regiment and the garrison. There would be a formal parade and also a detailed inspections of all the buildings and all the equipment.

The boys were told that it would be their task to clean and shine everything in the building excluding the guardroom itself.

They started the next day with their own cell. They had to scrub the floors and shine the bars of the cell door and walls.

Over the next few days, they cleaned the spare cell, the showers, the toilets, and the corridor that connected those places. While they worked, they heard the military band as the girls practiced their formal parade routine.

On Saturday, the CO of the DLI – Major Krystin – did her own inspection, looking for anything that the general might find fault with. She was satisfied with what she saw in the cells.

“Make sure these boys are given instruction.”

“Yes, Major.”

“I doubt the general will come back here, but it’s best to be on the safe side.”

On Sunday, they had to give each area a final once over. They were also given instructions on what to do and how to behave if the general decided to inspect the cells or, heaven forbid, actually talk to the prisoners.

Monday 8 August 71

The following Monday, they knew when the general had arrived as they could hear voices in the guardroom. Major Krystin was waiting in the guardroom to give the general a formal greeting when she arrived.

“Here she is. Get ready, everyone.”

Then half an hour later, Yev and Ivan heard the band playing as the girls did their formal march past and then paraded for inspection.

After lunch, General Esme and her adjutant toured the camp, inspecting anything that took their fancy. They were accompanied by Major Krystin and her second in command.

Around 15:00, an MP looked into their cell.

“General Esme’s coming. Stand to attention in case she comes back here. And remember what you were told.”

The boys stood to attention and listened. They heard the general and her party arrive.

“Attention!”

“At ease, girls.”

The boys heard General Esme and Major Krystin talking.

“Excellent. And now let’s take a look back here.”

Four officers entered and looked around. The general glanced at the boys but ignored them and went to briefly inspect the showers and the toilets. But when she came back, she stopped in front of the cells.

“And who are these boys?” asked General Esme.

“These two are prisoners of war, General.” replied Major Krystin.

“Why are they being held here rather than in our camps around Stakarov?”

“These are prisoners of war from the Stakarov conflict in 61, General, not from the liberation of King George. But they were only rounded up after we entered King George.”

“I see. Any complaints, boys?”

Yev saw his chance.

“Yes, General.”

General Esme looked surprised. Major Krystin looked shocked and immediately scowled at them.

“Yes? What is your name, boy?”

“Corporal Yevgeny, General.”

“And what is your complaint?”

“We are prisoners of war, General. But this isn’t a Prisoner of War camp. It doesn’t have the facilities that a Prisoner of War camp is supposed to have. There are no recreational facilities we can use, and we don’t get any opportunity for exercise. It’s almost like being in solitary confinement. This is a violation of the terms of the War Convention, which the Queendom is a signatory of.”

“Major Krystin?”

“High Command saddled us with these boys, General, but we’re not geared up to be a POW camp. It’s too much of a security risk to let them use the gymnasium or the sports facilities or anything else. We’re doing the best we can in the circumstances, General.”

“Nobody’s blaming you, Major Krystin. I’ll make some enquiries when I get back to High Command. Maybe alternative arrangements can be made. I’ll see what I can do. Ok, let’s carry on.”

The officers went away, leaving Yev and Ivan on their own.

“Did you see Major Krystin’s face when you said you had a complaint, Yev? She looked like thunder.”

“Yes, but the General didn’t blame her, and I’m sure she’ll be happy to see us taken off her hands.”

“Do you think anything will happen?”

“I don’t know.”

Friday 12 August 71

But things began to happen just four days later.

In the morning, an MP looked in at them.

“Boys, you have a visitor. This is Lieutenant Andrea from High Command and Ms Marley from the Queendom Power Company. Ladies, this is Corporal Yevgeny and Trooper Ivan from the Stakarov Colony Militia.”

The boys stood up. Lieutenant Andrea spoke first.

“General Esme tells me that you are unhappy with your situation here at the Diana garrison, boys. I may be able to help you. Under the surrender terms of the recent conflict, males over 25 who were captured during the liberation of King George may be released if they have skills that are in demand, subject to certain conditions. We have decided to grant the same opportunity to you two. Ms Marley here will explain.”

“Hello, boys. I am Ms Marley from the Queendom Power Company, and I am in charge of a project to ramp up the power supply on the island. Now that King George has been liberated, we have control of the Prince Albert open cast mine and the adjacent power station. We plan to exploit new coal deposits in the area and build an additional power plant. We need additional skilled operators. I understand you have both previously worked at the Prince Albert mine. In what capacity?”

“We both drove front loaders, Mistress Marley.” said Yev.

“That’s good. Would you both be prepared to work there again, doing that same job?”

“Under what conditions, Mistress Marley?”

Lieutenant Andrea took over.

“You would be controlled by the Queendom Power Company, and you would be expected to work under standard early release terms.”

“You mean we would be slaves?”

“Not quite, you would get some benefits that permanent slaves don’t get, and it would only be for one year. After the year is up, you would be granted free male status, which would give you a wage, one day off per week and shorter working hours. And as a special concession we will measure the year from the start of your term as prisoners of war.”

“So, what do you say, boys?” asked Ms Marley.

“We will only agree if we can have free male status immediately. Otherwise, we would prefer to stay where we are.”

“Impossible. You can’t make demands like that.” said Lieutenant Andrea.

“Lieutenant, can we talk in private?” asked Ms Marley.

They went into the guardroom. The boys could hear them talking in whispers but couldn’t make out what they were saying.

“Yev, if we go back to Prince Albert, they’ll recognize us and realise that our serial numbers have been changed. Then they’ll quickly deduce that we must have been to Romulus and back, and then the obvious conclusion is that we’re agents.”

“I know, and that’s why we’ve got to have free male status. If we’re owned, we’ll be taken to Prince Albert in a cage van. But if we’re free males, we’ll be given travel permits and told to make our own way there. And that means we’ll have opportunities to escape on the way.”

“Do you think they will give us free male status?”

“Ms Marley said they’re in need. The correct term is desperate. So, I think there’s a chance.”

“Shhh. They’re coming back.”

But it was only Ms Marley. The boys looked at her but didn’t say anything, but Ms Marley could read the unspoken question on their faces.

“Lieutenant Andrea is on the phone to High Command. It’s their decision.”

Fifteen minutes later, the Lieutenant was back.

“Ok, boys. You can have free male status. You’ll leave tomorrow and you’ll be expected to start work on Monday. Mistress Marley will come and collect you tomorrow and get you sorted.”

“Thank you, Lieutenant Andrea and thank you, Mistress Marley.”

After the ladies had left, the boys talked.

“Shit! Why is Mistress Marley collecting us?” asked Yev. “That’s going to fuck everything up.”

“Perhaps she’s based at Prince Albert herself, and she’s going back there anyway, so she’ll take us instead of giving us travel permits.”

“Well, we’ll just have to play it by ear. If she’s taking us, we might have to overpower her on the way.”

Chapter 8 – Free Males

Saturday 13 August 71

At 09:00 the next day, Ms Marley arrived again. An MP unlocked the cell door.

“Do you want them handcuffed, Ms Marley?”

“No, there’s no point. They’re going to be granted free male status shortly anyway.”

The boys followed Ms Marley outside and got in the back of her car.

“Where are we going, Mistress Marley?”

“To Diana police station to sort out your documentation.”

“And then you’ll take us to Prince Albert?”

“Me? No. You’ll have to make your own way there, I’m afraid. Don’t worry, you’ll get instructions and all the necessary travel warrants and permits.”

The boys looked at each other and grinned.

They arrived at Diana police station and were taken into an office. A police officer was already in there.

“I’m Officer Wendy. Stand up and bow your head so I can scan you.”

She stood up and scanned Yev’s neck chip and then sat down at her computer and typed it in.

“43-0-7071. Number not found.”

She then stood up and scanned Ivan’s.

“44-0-8912. And your number is also still not in the system. Well, we can’t grant you free male status until you’re in the system. I don’t know what’s going on up there in King George. There seems to be a huge backlog of registration details. But we can’t wait any longer, so the obvious remedy is to take all your details again. Come with me, we’ll need photographs, your weight and height and a blood sample.”

Ten minutes later, they were all back in the office. Wendy sat at her computer and typed away.

“Ms Marley, what’s Ivan’s eye colour?”

Ms Marley peered into Ivan’s eyes.

“Blue.”

Officer Wendy entered all of Ivan’s information into the system and set his status to free male.

“Ivan, you need to specify a keeper. She will have to agree, and she will get half your wages. If you don’t specify one, or she doesn’t agree, you’ll get assigned a default keeper. Probably the manageress in Prince Albert.”

“I’ll specify my mum, Irene, Mistress Wendy.”

“Fine.”

Wendy then entered Yev’s information.

“And who’s your keeper going to be, Yev?”

“Can I specify Irene as well, Mistress Wendy?”

“Yes, so long as she agrees.”

Wendy typed away.

“That’s it then. All done except for your blood groups. We’ll add those later when we get the results back from the lab.”

“Right, next, your documentation.”

Ms Marley handed Wendy some documents. She looked them over.

“Right, first of all, these are your Prisoner of War discharge papers. One each.”

Wendy then typed away and printed out some more documents.

“This is your travel permit. It covers both of you and gives you permission to make a journey without female escort, but only on the specified route, so don’t deviate from it. And this is your travel warrant. It's effectively your ticket for the journey. This is a hostel warrant. It allows you to overnight in a male hostel. These warrants allow the coach company or the hostel proprietor to bill the Queendom government. And finally, this is your itinerary. It’s all on here, but basically, you’ll get the coach to Aurora, then change, and then another coach from there to King George. You might need to change in Stakarov as well. You’ll need to overnight in King George on Sunday and then get the company coach to Prince Albert early on Monday morning. Any questions?”

“What about our clothes, Officer Wendy?”

Ms Marley answered.

“Go as you are. You’ll get company issue work clothes at Prince Albert. You’ve got free male status and that means you get a wage. So, if you want regular civilian clothes, you’ll have to buy them yourselves.”

“Anything else? Good. Ok, I’ll see you out and then you’re free to go.”

The boys followed Wendy out of the police station. Wendy checked the time and then pointed along the road.

“See that shelter? That’s the coach stop. The next one should be here in about 45 minutes, although they’re often late. They come from St Peter. Wait behind the shelter not under it. Especially if there are ladies there.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Off you go, then.”

They walked over and waited behind the shelter. Shortly before the coach was due, two women arrived and waited under the shelter. When the coach arrived, the women boarded and then the driver saw the boys and got out.

“Tickets and permits.”

Yev showed them to the driver.

“Yes, they’re fine.”

She then walked towards the back of the coach. She looked around when she realised the boys weren’t following.

“This way.”

They hurried to catch up.

“First time on a coach, boys?”

“First time in the Queendom, Mistress.”

The driver opened the rear door and the boys climbed up into the rear compartment. There was seating for 6 on two sidelong wooden benches, but they were the only occupants, so they sat one on each side facing each other.

Two hours later they arrived at Aurora coach station. They were let out and went over to an information board to check the timetables.

“There’s a coach in twenty minutes going to Stakarov, but I don’t see any going to King George.”

“Well, let’s get that one and then we can make enquiries when we get there.” replied Ivan.

“Ok. It goes from bay 1.”

They found their way to bay 1 and waited. Before long, they were on their way again and less than 2 hours later, they arrived in Stakarov. They found the information board with two timetables on it, the Victoria service and the King George service. But under the King George service, instead of coach times were the words ‘’Service Suspended’.

“Let’s ask at the ticket office.” said Yev.

“King George? Yes, a provisional service is now running. Let me see – the next one leaves in 20 minutes. But you need special permission to cross the border. King George is still under Queendom military occupation. The Duchy government doesn’t take over until next month. Until then, it’s still under martial law.”

“We’ve got this permit, Mistress. Is this ok?” asked Yev, showing it to the ticket lady.

“Well, if the government issued it, I guess you’re ok. The coach leaves from over there.”

The ticket lady pointed to a bus shelter where about 20 girls were waiting, most of them in QA uniform.

“Probably soldiers returning after a spot of leave.” said Yev.

They wandered over but waited some distance away from the group but still got some funny looks. Luckily, they didn’t have long to wait.

“Here it is.” said Ivan.

They were surprised to see that the coach was in ‘Royal Coaches’ livery. Royal Coaches was based in King George and provided most of the public services within the colony as well as the Prince Albert mining company’s private service. The two previous coaches they had used were both QCS. Queendom Coach Services, which was the state-run service of the Queendom.

They waited until all the girls had boarded, then stood outside, patiently waiting for the driver to see to them. She looked at them from her seat but didn’t get out.

“Are you two going to King George?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

She beckoned them on. Yev mounted the steps and showed her their permit and travel warrant. Ivan remained outside near the door.

“Yes, that’s ok.”

Yev started to get back out.

“No, get in here.” said the driver.

She looked back along the coach.

“This coach hasn’t got a male compartment yet. Just go right to the back and keep quiet.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Yev and Ivan got on. They felt uneasy but made their way along the length of the coach and took seats on the back row. They got strange looks from some of the girls as they passed but pretended not to notice. The coach set off. After a few minutes, it made a scheduled stop at the north end of town and two more girls got on. And after another half an hour, it stopped at a farming community and two civilian girls got off.

Yev stared out of the window. He recognized this area. It was where he grew up.

A few minutes later, they passed the abandoned Queendom customs post, and then a few minutes after that, they arrived at the King George customs post. Out of the window, they could see what remained of the Gareth Line. A lot of clearance work had already been done, and they saw a group of supervised slaves working. There were still several destroyed artillery pieces in position. Yev recognized them as standard King George 37mm field guns.

“All passes and permits.”

They both looked up at the voice. It was a Military Policewoman. Apparently, the King George customs post was now a Queendom Army check point. It seemed the QA wanted to control who was entering and leaving the colony.

The girls had all got their QA identity cards out and the few civilians on board all had papers in their hands. One MP was slowly walking down the coach checking all the documents while another stood at the front.

When the MP got to the back of the coach she looked at Yev and Ivan.

“And who are you?”

“I’m Corporal Yevgeny and this is Trooper Ivan. We’re discharged prisoners of war. We have all the necessary papers.”

Those girls who could hear what was being said, looked around, curious.

“Show me.”

“These are our discharge papers, and we’ve got a permit to travel and a warrant.”

The MP took her time looking at their papers.

“Hmmm. Come with me.”

“Why? Our papers are in order.”

“Don’t argue with me boy. Get off. Now.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

The MPs got off and the boys followed them. The coach then continued on its way.

“This way.”

They were led into an office in the old customs building.

“Wait here.”

After 10 minutes, another MP entered the office and sat down behind the desk. She began going through their papers.

“I’m Corporal Kaylin. So, you’re discharged prisoners of war, are you?”

“Yes, mistress.”

“Your travel permit and warrant are from Diana. Where were you held?”

“In Diana, Mistress.” replied Yev, surprised.

“The Military Police are in charge of all prisoner of war camps. There were six in the Stakarov area but four have now closed and there is one in Aurora. There’s no camp in Diana. What camp were you in?”

“We were prisoners of war from the Stakarov War of 61, not from the King George invasion, Mistress. And we were held at the garrison of the Diana Light Infantry.”

“June!”

The MP shouted for a subordinate. Another MP looked in.

“Yes, Boss?”

“Call the DLI in Diana and find out if they’ve recently discharged two POWs from the Stakarov War.”

“Yes, Boss.”

“So, when were you picked up?”

“About 6 weeks ago.”

“Where?”

“In Stakarov. We were feeling homesick. And Ivan here wanted to visit his mother who still lives there. He hadn’t seen her for 10 years.”

“And they’ve discharged you both after only 6 weeks?”

“Yes. We both worked at the Prince Albert mines for 10 years. They’re short staffed there and they said they would release us if we agreed to go back. We’re on our way there now.”

“I see.”

June came back in.

“Their story checks out, boss. They were discharged this morning, and they are on their way to Prince Albert.”

“Ok, thanks June.”

“Wait here.”

Ten minutes later, Kaylin was back.

“Come with me. I’ve got you a ride on a truck going up to King George.”

“Thank you, Mistress Kaylin.”

They followed Kaylin outside.

“This is the truck. Climb in. And don’t touch anything.”

Then they heard Kaylin address the driver who was just walking over to the truck.

“Eva, you’ve got two boys in the back. Discharged POWs. They’ve been checked. Dump them in King George.”

“Ok, Kaylin.”

The truck started up and set off and less than an hour later they arrived at King George and pulled into the familiar garrison, now being used by the Queendom Army. The driver got out and unlatched the tailgate which dropped down with a loud bang.

“Out you get, boys. But take my advice and don’t hang around, there are a lot of cock starved troopers around here.”

“Kaylin!”

“Yes, Sergeant Lucy?”

“Who are those boys?”

“They’re discharged POWs, Sarge. They were taken off a coach at the checkpoint, but they’ve been cleared, so I was told to give them a ride.”

“Papers!”

The boys showed Lucy their papers. She looked at them carefully and then looked at Yev and Ivan. But especially at Yev. She stared at him. Yev noticed the man prod in Lucy’s hip holster.

“Come with me.”

“Is something wrong?” asked Yev.

Lucy ignored him.

“This way.”

They were taken to an office.

“Stand against the wall.”

Lucy picked up a desk phone and made a call.

“Hi Toni. Come to my office and bring 3 girls with you.”

She put the phone down.

“You don’t remember me, do you boy?” said Lucy. She was looking at Yev.

Yev looked at her but couldn’t recall her.

“I’m sorry, Mistress Lucy, but I don’t.”

“In the cornfield, boy. You slapped me and took me prisoner. And one of you wounded my best friend, Jane. She’s disfigured for life, thanks to you.”

“Fortunes of war, Mistress Lucy. We’ve had one comrade killed and another badly wounded.”

“I don’t give a fuck about you and your fucking comrades. You males had it coming. But you’ll regret the day you fucked with me and my best friend.”

A few minutes later there was a knock on the door.

“Enter.”

Toni and three troopers came in. Toni wore corporal’s stripes.

“Hi Lucy, what’s going on?”

“These are two of the boys who attacked me and Lou. This one hit me. And now it’s payback time.”

Buzz! Buzz! “Aaaaaaaargh!”

Lucy had drawn her man prod and zapped both Yev and Ivan. They both fell to their knees.

“Strip them.”

All the girls suddenly had huge grins on their faces. They stripped both the boys and then zip tied their hands behind their backs.

“Right, come with us.”

Toni and another girl grabbed Yev and the other two got hold of Ivan. They dragged them outside. Yev and Ivan knew their way around the garrison and soon realised they were heading towards the barrack blocks. As they got closer, the two girls holding onto Ivan headed towards block 1 while Yev was pulled towards block 2.

They went in. The block contained 24 beds arranged into 6 semi-private groups of 4, with each group partially separated by wardrobes set sideways on between the groups.

As they went in, the nearest girls were surprised to see a naked male being dragged in. There were screams and laughter, which caused the girls further down to look out and see what the commotion was, resulting in more screams and laughter.

“We’ve brought a present from Sergeant Lucy.” said Toni. “This is one of the males who mistreated Lucy and poor Lou. There’s another one in block 1. Sarge says we’re to give them a good beating and then they’re ours for the night.”

There was a loud cheer.

“Right, let’s start him off with a good caning then.”

Yev was dragged to a bed and made to kneel on the floor at the foot end of it and with his chest and head flat on the bed. Two girls climbed onto the bed, and one sat on his neck and another on his back while two more pinned his arms to the bed.

There was a pause while one of the girls rushed off to get some canes.

Smack!

Yev jerked in surprise as a hand spanked his bare arse cheek hard.

The girl sitting on his back said: “Keep still, boy.”

There was a lot of laughter and within seconds, both of Yev’s arse cheeks came under a sustained bombardment from any hand that could reach.

“Here’s the canes, girls.”

Yev got a respite. The arse spanking stopped but the caning didn’t immediately start as the crowd surrounding Yev’s arse didn’t give the caners enough elbow room.

“Ok, stand clear, everybody. Form two lines. Left handers this side, right handers that side. Aim for the nearest arse cheek. Have your fill and then hand over to the next girl.”

There was more laughter.

“Right, go!”

Swish. Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack.

Yev’s arse was suddenly on the receiving end of a double battering. Whacks of varying power came hammering down on both of his arse cheeks at the same time. Some girls prioritised speed and gave his arse rapid, closely spaced whacks of low to medium power, while others prioritised power, and gave his arse powerful but more spaced-out whacks.

Sometimes his arse cheeks got hit alternately, and sometimes they both got hit at the same time. There was loud screaming and laughter from all the girls, but the sound of the cane strokes landing on his arse cheeks was louder still. It sounded like hailstones landing on a glass roof.

Soon, Yev’s own screams and cries were added to the mix. His arse felt raw and gradually turned red and then purple as it welted up. He instinctively tried to wriggle free but there was no chance. The two girls sitting on him and the two pinning his arms prevented any movement.

After 10 minutes, the caning died down and then stopped. Yev was too dazed to move, even when the two girls sitting on him and the two others pinning his arms released him.

“What shall we do with him now?” said one.

“Grab that chair.”

Yev was pulled up off the bed and dragged to the centre of the end bay. He was made to sit on a small, rigid chair. He looked around, most of the girls were stripping off. Most got naked but a few left their knickers on.

“Lick me boy.”

Yev turned towards the voice and found a huge pair of breasts in his face. He extended his tongue and made contact with one of the nipples. His tongue flicked it up and down and then from side to side. Then he kissed the areola and sucked the nipple into his mouth. His tongue played with it while he sucked.

“Don’t forget the other one, boy.”

He turned and gave the other nipple the same treatment. Then he felt someone touch his shoulder. He looked around and then realised he was surrounded by five girls. Everywhere he looked there were naked breasts. He turned his head, first one way and then the other, almost at random, and kissed and licked any nipple that came within range, to a chorus of:

“Mmmmmm.”

“That’s nice.”

and

“More.”

As each girl felt satisfied, she moved away but was immediately replaced by another girl and two new breasts.

“Mmmmm. Keep licking boy. Suck harder.”

Yev turned just in time to see a breast thrust towards him. He opened his mouth just in time to engulf the nipple. He sucked hard. As the girl leaned away, her breast stretched, her nipple glued to Yev’s mouth by the suction. Eventually, the tension was too much, and the breast pulled away with a loud smack and then bounced up and down from the recoil.

“Stand up, boy.”

Yev stood up and someone pulled the chair away. As one, the five girls who were closest to Yev dropped to their knees. The girl in front immediately grabbed Yev’s cock and took it into her mouth and started sucking it.

The two girls on either side watched the action from a mere foot away. Two more girls soon pushed their way in and there were now seven girls forming a kneeling semi-circle around Yev’s cock. The sucking girl took her hand off Yev’s cock, but another girl immediately reached out and took hold of it in her place. The two girls on the end of the semi-circle both reached behind Yev and each grabbed hold of an arse cheek.

The sucking girl’s lips slid down Yev’s shaft and then retreated to his bell end and then repeated the trip. She got encouragement from the rest of the girls who were standing around watching the action.

“Suck that cock! Suck that cock! Suck that cock!”

After a while, the sucker moved aside and was replaced by another girl. She was an expert cock sucker. She slowly moved her lips down Yev’s man meat, all the while looking up and making eye contact. She paused when she was two inches from his balls.

The girl holding Yev’s meat moved her hand away, and the sucker then completed her journey by moving her lips all the way to the base. There was a loud cheer. Yev felt pressure on his helmet and realised it was deep inside the girl’s throat. She held her position for a few seconds, and then slowly withdrew her lips until just his helmet was inside her mouth. Her tongue then toyed with his bell end.

She moved aside and another girl moved in. This girl took just his helmet inside her mouth. She was content to let her tongue play with his shiny purple tip. Taking advantage of the situation, two girls, one on each side, leaned in and began licking the side of Yev’s meat, starting from the balls, and travelling up as far as they could. After a couple of licks, their military training kicked in and they fell into step, licking up and down the shaft in perfect symmetry.

Yev’s pork sword was sucked, licked, and swallowed by at least a dozen different girls that night. The sausage fest lasted for at least half an hour. Then Toni took charge.

“Right, girls, that’s enough of a warm-up. It’s time to get his meat into proper action. Anyone who wants meat inside them, get into position on your bed. We’ll start at this end and work down. It’s 5 minutes each. When he gets to the end, he’ll go round again. For maximum efficiency, we’ll do one position at a time. The first position, ladies, is standing missionary. Get on your backs, legs up, and shuffle up to the foot of the bed.

Yev realised he would have his work cut out tonight.

“And don’t you dare cum, boy.”

Yev was made to start at the end of the block. The four girls in this bay had already stripped naked and were ready and waiting. Yev moved into position and inserted his cock into the gaping cunt in front of him. The girl grabbed her legs behind her knees and held them.

Toni had a stopwatch in her hand and set it going. Yev began thrusting. He gave the girl full length strokes but only at a slow pace. He didn’t want an accident. His arse couldn’t take another punishment beating. He looked down and watched his man meat slide in and out of the tight twat. It glistened with girl juice.

“That’s nice but go faster boy.”

Yev increased speed but only slightly.

Smack!

A hand made painful contact with his welted arse.

“She said ‘faster’, boy.” said Toni.

Yev increased speed. His meat pounded in and out of her slippery hole. Yev felt his balls beginning to clench. He stopped for a second. Then he resumed at a slightly slower pace,

“Times up. Next.”

Yev withdrew his cock and moved over to the next girl. Toni restarted the stopwatch. Yev positioned his cock at the entrance to her love hole and pushed in. She wasn’t holding her legs back, so Yev reached out and grabbed both her ankles and held them up and apart. Yev moved his own feet apart. He found that a legs apart stance put less pressure on his balls and made him less likely to blow his load. Keeping his feet fixed to the floor and his hands on the girl’s ankles, Yev began thrusting his boy beef in and out of the tight quim by moving his hips forwards and backwards while the rest of his body stayed more or less stationary.

“Oh my god. Yes.” cried the girl.

Yev was beginning to feel a lot more relaxed using this stance. He didn’t feel as if he was close to blowing. So, he pounded in and out at a fast pace right from the start. Rapid, full-length strokes, balls deep every time.

“Aaaaaaargh!” The sensations made the girl scream.

Yev heard a squelching noise and glanced down just in time to get a face full of girl juice. It had squirted out between cock and crack as he thrust in. His tongue licked up what it could reach, but a drop had gone into his eye. He let go of one of the girl’s ankles for a moment while he wiped his eye and then licked his finger. He then continued his high-speed pounding. It was more than the girl could take.

“Oh my goddess, yes, yes, yes, yes, yeeeeeeeeeeees!”

“Good timing, boy. Next!”

Yev moved to the next girl. It took nearly 2 hours for Yev to fuck all 15 girls who were present in the block. When he had finished, his cock was red raw.

“You can have a 15-minute break, boy. Lay down on this bed.”

Yev lay down on the bed for a well-earned breather. But apparently, the break only applied to Yev, and not to his cock. It was sucked almost non-stop throughout his so-called break. But at the end of the break, Yev noticed that there were now far fewer girls around. Some had apparently gone on duty and others had been satisfied by the first round.

Toni announced that with fewer girls to satisfy, the next round would be free style on the bed Yev was already on. The girls would just form a line and await their turn.

“Who wants first go?”

“Me! I want to ride him.”

“On you get then.”

The girl climbed onto the bed and kneeled over Yev’s cock, facing him. She reached down and grabbed his cock and aimed it into her woman hole and sat down and engulfed him. Meanwhile, another girl climbed up and sat on Yev’s face, facing the first girl. Two more girls stood at each side of the bed and watched the proceedings.

The first girl leaned forward and placed her hands on Yev’s chest. She then began riding Yev’s hard cock. One of the spectators at the side held one of the girl’s arse cheeks as she rode, but then after a short time she let go and instead reached down and squeezed Yev’s ball bag. A spectator on the other side peered round to get a close-up view of the tight quim sliding up and down the stiff man meat.

Meanwhile, Yev’s tongue was exploring the sexy folds of the pussy that was clamped onto his face. He forced the flaps apart and began licking his tongue up and down the slippery slit. Yev felt the arse cheeks that were resting on his face wriggle as the girl delighted in the sensation of the wet tongue moving up and down her girl groove.

Some drops of minge moisture dripped into Yev’s mouth. He loved the taste and craved more. His tongue found the entrance to the girl’s love hole and thrust in. The girl jolted upwards in surprise, but she soon settled back down again. Yev spent the next minute or so tongue fucking the hole and lapping up the juices as they dripped out.

Meanwhile, the rider had shifted to a more upright posture. Her hands were now behind her resting on her own arse cheeks, and the two spectators were playing with Yev’s ball bag and the exposed part of his meat.

The rider bounced up and down with reckless abandon and was soon beyond the point of no return.

“Yes, yes, yes, yes, yeeeeeeeeeeeeees!”

She leaned forward as she came and Yev’s cocked popped out, but one of the spectators immediately took it into her mouth and sucked it clean of girl juice. Then she released the cock and wanked it instead.

“Be careful with that weapon. It’s unstable and could go off at any time.” said the girl on the other side.

The first girl laughed and then said.

“I want this meat.”

She got up and climbed over the cock. The first rider didn’t get off, instead she just slid forward to make room. The remaining spectator grabbed Yev’s meat and steered it into the quim of the girl who had just mounted him. The new rider than set off at a gallop. Her arse cheeks bounced up and down, forcing her tight pussy lips to slide up and down the stiff meat. The spectator then lay down between Yev’s legs and moved in. She extended her tongue and made contact with his ball bag, The frantic riding was making his ball bag bounce up and down, so she held her tongue out straight and stiff and just let his ball bag slide up and down over it.

She fancied taking a ball into her mouth and giving it a bath, so she opened her mouth wide and tried to grab a ball as it whizzed past. Her first two attempts failed, but on her third attempt she just managed to catch a ball between her lips. She quickly sucked it inside to consolidate her grip and held it captive. Then she began licking it with her tongue.

The rider’s bouncing motion combined with the captive ball then caused Yev’s ball bag to keep getting stretched and released. Yev cried out. It was all too much. He could feel the contents of his ball bag beginning to fizz.

The girl playing with Yev’s ball let go and it popped back into its rightful place beside its twin.

“I think he’s going to blow.” she said.

The rider leaned forward and Yev’s cock popped out. The ball sucker grabbed the meat and held it upright and slowly wanked it. Two more girls rushed up to get a close-up view of the action. One grabbed Yev’s ball bag in her cupped hand.

“Yes. I can feel his balls fizzing. There’s no going back now. Finish him off.”

The cock holder then began wanking in earnest. Three full length medium speed wanks were all that were needed. Yev’s ball bag swelled up like an orange and then suddenly contracted. Just as he was about to blow, the girl holding his ball bag gave it a hard squeeze.

“Aaaaaaargh!”

Yev cried out as a huge spurt of steaming hot spunk jetted out of his cock and splattered onto the ceiling. The next two spurts didn’t go quite so high. They both fell back and landed on the back of the girl who had just been riding him, who was now leaning forward.

The two girls in charge of the meat then wanked out the remaining drips onto Yev’s belly. Those drips were soon joined by jizz flowing off the back of the rider and through her arse crack. And a moment later more drips arrived. The girls glanced up to see where it was coming from. Jizz was dripping down off the ceiling.

Several girls them moved in and began lapping up all the man milk they could find.

“Mmmm. He’s so tasty.”

The girls then got off and surveyed the scene. Yev looked absolutely wrecked.

After a few minutes, a girl asked:

“How long before he’s good to go again?”

Another girl reached over and felt Yev’s ball bag.

“He’s totally empty. We won’t get anything more out of him tonight.”

“Shit! And I was just in the mood for some doggystyle.”

Just then Lucy looked in.

“How are you getting on, girls?”

“This one’s all used up. Has the other one got anything left in the tank?”

“No, I’ve just come from there. I was just in time to see them finish him off with a savage blow job. They virtually sucked his ball bag inside out. Two of you take this one back to my office, let him get dressed and then kick him out.”

“Yes, Sarge.”

Yev was out of it. He felt like he was drunk. But when they dragged him outside, the fresh air revived him, and he realised it was all over at last. Fifteen minutes later, Yev and Ivan were escorted off the premises and told to be on their way with a goodbye kick up the arse.

Sunday 14 August 71

“What day is it?” asked Ivan.

“It’s Sunday morning.”

“So, where do we go now?”

“Let’s go to Aria’s place.”

Thirty minutes later, they arrived. But despite pressing the doorbell and hammering on the door for twenty minutes, they got no reply.

“Let’s try Sue’s place.” suggested Ivan.

Ten minutes later they arrived. Within two minutes of pressing the doorbell, a downstairs light came on and then the door opened to reveal Sue standing in a dressing gown.

“Ivan! Yev! Come in. Aria! The boys are here.”

Soon Ivan and Sue were hugging and kissing and, after a few seconds, so were Yev and Aria.

“Come into the lounge, boys, put your feet up. Tell us what happened.” said Sue.

“But first, we’ve got a surprise for you.” said Aria. “Wait there.”

They heard Aria go upstairs and a few minutes later, they heard two sets of footsteps coming back down.

“Roman!”

“Yev, Ivan!”

The boys hugged each other.

“How are you, Roman?” asked Yev.

Roman had a dark red scar on the side of his face.

“I feel ok, all things considered.”

“So, they let you out, did they?”

“No, Aria abducted me.” laughed Roman. “About a week ago.”

Yev and Ivan looked at Aria.

“After the temporary hospital at the Crown was wound up, I was transferred to General. Then Sue told me that Romulus wanted to get Roman out of King George, so I kept my eye on him. A few days before he was due to be discharged, I spirited him out and he’s been here ever since. Otherwise, he would have been slaving away in the power plant by now.”

“So, did they suspect anything?”

“They know he had inside help but they don’t have a clue who it was. To be honest, it could have been almost anyone. There are so many nurses in General whose husbands, boyfriends or brothers, have been killed, wounded, or are still imprisoned by the QA, so the Queendom isn’t exactly popular at the moment. They won’t give me away.”

“But are they looking for him?”

“The QA haven’t got the resources to go searching for every missing boy. So many of them go missing for a while, but it’s very difficult to get out of the colony and so sooner or later, they get identified at a checkpoint and picked up again.”

“So, boys, we heard you got caught. But how did you escape?” asked Sue.

“We’re not on the run. We’ve got a travel permit. They released us yesterday morning on condition that we go back to work at the mine. We’re supposed to report there tomorrow. So, we’re legit, at least until tomorrow morning when we don’t turn up.”

“So, if they released you yesterday morning, what took you so long to get here?” asked Sue.

“We had a few problems with the QA here in King George. They were suspicious and detained us for a quite a long time.”

Yev didn’t go into details.

“But they eventually let us go. We’ve got a hostel warrant, but we went to Aria’s place, but when we didn’t get an answer, we came here.”

“After you two disappeared, the police came asking questions.” said Aria. “They knew where to go since you both gave my place as your keeper’s address. So, we thought it would be wise to keep Roman at Sue’s place.” said Aria.

“Good thinking.” said Yev.

“So, I take it they gave you both free male status?” asked Sue.

“Yes. They didn’t want to, but we insisted on it. It seems Prince Albert is desperate for skilled workers. Apparently, they want to ramp up production.”

“So, what’s the plan now?” asked Sue.

“We’ll follow the same route to Romulus we took last time. Is Roman fit to travel?”

“Just try and stop me!” said Roman.

“OK, the three of us will leave first thing in the morning. What about you two?”

“We’ll join you in Romulus.” replied Sue.

“How will you get out?” asked Ivan.

“Easy. Duchess Elizabeth and her council are due to be sworn in on Friday. Martial law will end and King George will officially become the seventh duchy of the Queendom. That means free movement for females between King George and the rest of the Queendom.”

Aria continued:

“So, we’ll travel down to Victoria and fly out from there. If they ask, we’re going on a week’s holiday to St Davids.”

“Can’t you fly out from King George?” asked Yev.

“Apparently, King George airport won’t be reopening for some time.”

Yev yawned.

“I’m tired. I’m going to bed. We’ve got an early start in the morning.”

“Me too.” said Ivan and Roman.

Aria kissed Yev.

“See you soon. But first, me and Sue are going to prepare some dry rations for you to take with you tomorrow.”

Yev was exhausted and was soon fast asleep in Aria’s comfortable double bed. Two hours later, Aria joined him in the bed.

“Yev, baby. Have you got enough energy left for some action?”

Yev turned round and kissed Aria.

“I’m sorry, Aria. It’s been a tough day. I’m totally worn out.”

“Ok, babe. Get some rest. But I warn you, the next time we meet, you’re mine.”

Yev grinned.

Very early the next morning, Yev, Ivan and Roman were up, and Aria and Sue served them a hearty breakfast.

“We’ve filled your water bottles. But we don’t have any ration packs and not much in the way of food that will keep for any length of time. Just some biscuits. Enough for 2 days at a stretch. We could pick up some dry rations from the store, but it doesn’t open until 7.” said Aria.

“We won’t wait. We want to leave while it’s still dark. We’ll make do with what we’ve got and pick up supplies at Grassmoor. We should be there by Tuesday afternoon.”

There were hugs and kisses all round and then the three boys set off. They followed the same route that Yev and Ivan had followed 2 months earlier. East through the valleys for four hours and then northeast for another four hours. Then they stopped for the day.

Chapter 9 – Fugitives

Monday 15 August 71

The next morning, they were off again. Around midday, they reached the overgrown mine road.

“Hey, fresh vehicle tracks.” said Ivan.

“You’re right.” said Yev.

“Maybe they’re from mine vehicles?” suggested Roman.

“I doubt it.” replied Yev. “That road leads to Whitemoor No.3. It was abandoned years ago. It’s got to be a QA patrol.”

They turned left.

“We stay on this road for 2 miles and then turn right. But keep your eyes and ears open. This might not be as easy as it was last time.”

They moved cautiously but did not encounter any QA patrols. Late that afternoon, they moved 100 yards off the road and found a spot to rest up overnight.

Tuesday 16 August 71

The next day, they made another early start. It was a cold day with a biting wind, but nevertheless they made good progress. Then, around midday:

“I think Grassmoor Drift is about a mile ahead.” said Yev. “Let’s get off the road and approach it under cover. Then we can observe it for a while before we go in.”

“Do you think the QA might be there, Yev?” wondered Roman.

“If they’re patrolling the area looking for holdouts, they surely must have investigated it by now. Let’s hope they haven’t discovered the stores.” said Ivan.

“We’ve only got a few biscuits left. If they’ve discovered the stores, we’ll have to go back or we’ll starve.”

“Not only that, but if they’ve realised this is a supply dump, they might be staking the place out. We would have no way of knowing.” added Yev.

“Shit! I hadn’t thought of that. So, what do we do?” asked Ivan.

“We observe for a couple of hours. Then, if it looks safe, we go in. That’s all we can do.”

They found a position that overlooked the portal and the approach road and squeezed into a gap between a huge rock on their left and dense bushes on their right. They settled down to observe. Unfortunately, their orientation didn’t shield them from the icy wind.

Ivan soon got up.

“Fuck, it’s freezing. I’m going for a piss.”

He headed off around the rock.

“There are vehicle tracks on the access road.” pointed out Roman.

“Yes, but from this distance, it’s hard to judge how recent they are.” replied Yev.

Yev looked around.

“Ivan’s been gone quite a while.”

But just at that moment, Ivan reappeared.

“Hey, guys, come round here. Come and see what I’ve found.”

“What is it?” asked Yev.

“Come and see.”

Yev and Roman followed Ivan around the other side of the huge rock and squeezed between it and the bushes growing next to it. Then he pointed.

“A cave?” asked Roman.

“No, it’s just a hollow under the rock. I guess the rain has washed the soil out. But you can see out of the front.”

“Have you been inside?” asked Yev.

“No.”

“Let’s have a look now, then.”

Ivan crawled in. After a few seconds he called back.

“Come inside, guys. This is ideal.”

Ivan and Roman crawled in. There was a gap where water sometimes flowed out, below the rocky roof.

“This is ideal, as long as it doesn’t rain.” said Yev. “We’ve got a perfect view of the portal and the approach road. Well spotted, Ivan.”

“And we’re out of that frigging wind.” added Roman.

“It’s like a natural pill box.” said Ivan.

They settled down and waited but didn’t see anybody or hear anything.

“How long have we been here now?” asked Roman.

“It must be nearly 2 hours.” said Yev.

“Wait! There’s someone there.” said Ivan.

“Where?”

“Over there, in those bushes opposite where the access road joins the main road.”

“Oh yes, I see them now.” said Yev. “Two of them. I think they’re males.”

They watched them for another half an hour.

“What are they doing?” asked Roman.

“Same as what we’re doing.” replied Yev. “Just watching and trying to decide if it’s safe to go in.”

“Hey, they’re moving. They’re wearing KGA uniforms. They must be holdouts. There’s more. Looks like six. No, seven. There they go, and they’re all armed.”

“What should we do?” asked Roman.

“Should we wait for a bit?” asked Ivan. “In case the QA are staking the place out?”

“Good point. But how long should we wait?” said Roman.

“If we don’t see them in the next 10 minutes, I guess that means they aren’t here.” replied Ivan.

“Or it could mean they only have observers here.” pointed out Yev. “With a radio. So, when we do move in, we get what we need and move out again, fast, just in case, before they can respond.”

They waited 10 more minutes and then moved down towards the portal. The holdouts had left a lookout at the entrance. Yev called out to him.

“Hey there.”

The sentry looked shocked for a moment before quickly identifying the newcomers as males.

“Who are you guys?”

“I’m Yev, this is Ivan and this is Roman. We’re Free Stakarov Army, originally attached to the ninth and then the fifteenth platoon.”

“John. Twelfth platoon. What do you want?”

“We’d like to get some supplies if there’s any left. We know where we’re going, we’ve been here before.”

“Go ahead. There are still supplies left at the moment. But the QA know about this place, and they check it now and again, so if I shout, run for it. So far, they haven’t found the supply dump. But it’s no good as a hideout anymore, so we’re moving all the supplies out while we still can.”

They went in and met the other guys coming out with boxes of supplies and greeted them. Then they collected their own supplies - emergency rations in foil sachets which they placed in their backpacks – and followed them.

They all walked up the access road and then turned north, with the King George holdouts about 100 yards ahead.

“So, where to now?” asked Roman.

“We follow this road to the Oxmoor mine and then it’s cross country for about 25 miles.”

At that moment, there was a shout and the King George troops froze. A moment later, they turned and came running back.

“It’s the QA. A whole truck load. Run for it.”

The boys turned and ran south. Then they saw another truck come round the bend ahead of them.

“Come on boys. Up the hill. Let’s try and make it back to our pill box.”

The boys turned off the road and headed into the undergrowth and began making for their hide. It was about half a mile away but involved a steep climb through dense but low vegetation. They would all be clearly visible as they made their way up the steep slope.

They pushed their way through the vegetation and began climbing. When they were about 100 yards off the road, Yev glanced around. Most of the KGA troops had run further along the road before they turned off. They appeared to be following a definite route. They had dropped the boxes of supplies they were carrying but they were weighed down by assault rifles and ammunition, so their progress was still slow.

Yev was just wondering whether they would use their weapons when he heard a multitude of shots being fired. Everyone hit the deck.

“Keep going. Crawl.”

Yev stuck his head up as Ivan and Roman crawled past him. Two QA trucks had arrived from different directions and were unloading dozens of troops. About a dozen had moved a few yards off the road and were firing their rifles. But most – maybe 40 – were spreading out along the road.

Yev watched as the QA troops fired towards anyone they could see. Then he stood up and ran, following Ivan and Roman. Immediately, shots whistled over his head.

“Yev, get down you mad bugger.”

“It’s ok, they’re deliberately firing overhead. They just want to immobilize everyone or at least slow them down. Get up, let’s go. Move it.”

Ivan and Roman got up and legged it after Yev.

“Fuck it, Yev. I hope you’re right.”

Ivan and Roman began laughing out loud as they ran to the sound of rifle shots whistling over their heads. After 5 minutes, they were only 100 yards from their pill box.

“Right, everyone get down and crawl the rest of the way.”

Yev glanced around before he flopped down. The QA had formed a broad skirmish line, and it was well on its way up the hill. He saw a QA officer with binoculars. She appeared to be looking right at him.

They all crawled the rest of the way to their hide. Yev was in last place. As he went behind the bushes that would hide him from view, he spotted a detached leafy branch and picked it up. He used it to sweep away the signs of their crawling and then crawled in himself.

“So, what were you guys laughing at?”

“I don’t know.” said Ivan. “I was scared shitless. I expected to be shot at any second. But somehow, I couldn’t help laughing.” said Ivan.

“I was laughing at Ivan laughing.” added Roman.

“Sometimes, I think you guys are cracking up.” grinned Yev.

Inside their hide, Yev looked around. It was dark, but with their entrance hole and the slit in the front, there was just enough light to see once their eyes had adjusted. Yev saw a thin, flat rock and wondered if it would fit their entrance hole.

“Help me with this rock, guys.”

They shoved it in the hole. It blocked about 75% of it and their interior then became much darker.

“That will have to do. Everyone get comfortable and keep quiet. There’s 12 hours of daylight left. We’ll stay here until tomorrow morning. Got it?”

Ivan and Roman nodded. Yev and Roman lay back, relaxed and listened. Ivan sat sideways on next to their slit, so that he could lean forward and peer out now and again.

After a couple of minutes, there was another outbreak of firing, and then it was quiet once again. Then five minutes later, Yev and Roman noticed Ivan signalling to them. He had a finger to his lips and was pointing at the slit. Then they heard voices.

“Go around it and reform on the other side. Keep your eyes open girls, some of them were seen up here.”

The skirmish line was passing them.

An hour later, they heard more voices. It was the girls heading back to their trucks. Yev and Roman joined Ivan at the slit. They had a good view of the road.

“Hey, behind the truck on the right. Prisoners.” said Ivan. “I see five.”

“There were seven of them. I guess two got away.” said Roman.

But just then, they saw someone on a stretcher being taken to the other truck. Someone adjusted the blanket and then they loaded the stretcher into the truck.

“I saw light green.” said Ivan. “I’m sure of it.”

“Ok. I guess one got away then.” said Roman.

“Wait. What’s that on the ground over there on the left?” asked Yev.

“Shit! It looks like a body bag.”

“Ok. None of them got away.” said Roman.

“Just us. Thanks to our hidey hole.” said Yev. He kissed his fingers and touched the rocky roof.

Wednesday 17 August 71

Very early the next morning, they left their hiding place and set off north. They didn’t dare walk along the road. Instead, they walked parallel to it. They didn’t know if the QA would be looking for them.

“Do you think the QA know that some of us got away yesterday?” asked Roman.

“I reckon so.” said Yev. “And by now, they’ll know how many and probably our names. And they saw the boys were bringing supplies out of the mine. So, by now they’ll have found the dump.”

“Yes, their whips can be pretty persuasive.” added Ivan, remembering Lieutenant Mya in Victoria.

“We’d better stay off the roads. It will take us longer but it’s safer.” added Yev.

Thursday 18 August 71

Midday the following day, they saw mine workings in the distance.

“Oxmoor open cast.” said Yev. “It’s about 25 miles to the coast from here. I reckon we should reach it tomorrow evening. But first we need to head down that way so we can pick up the trail we used before.”

Yev was pointing to a group of buildings in various stages of decay. They made their way down.

“Fresh vehicle tracks.” said Ivan as they got closer, pointing at the road.

“But the mine road ends here so we should be safer from now on.” said Yev. “It’s one thing to do a routine patrol in a scout car. But I doubt they will go trekking across the moors unless they’ve got a positive sighting.”

“Let’s hope you’re right.” said Roman.

“Come on, let’s keep moving.” said Yev.

Saturday 20 August 71

It was dawn on a clear Saturday morning near the North Cape, the most northerly point on the island of South Vena. Ashley, a soldier of the Queendom Army’s special forces, stared over the top of her sniper rifle. She was on a hill observing the sandy beach down below. She was almost invisible under her ghillie suit. She moved her legs slightly to get her circulation going. She had been in the same position during daylight hours for three days now, only daring to move at night. But she was not alone. Her comrade, Helen, was behind her on the reverse slope, also in a ghillie suit, observing to the rear.

Suddenly, movement caught Ashley’s eye, and she lowered her head and peered through the telescopic sight. She zeroed in on the movement and found the target. It was a male in his late 20s.

“Helen. Something’s happening. I see a male on the beach. In military uniform. Light brown.”

Helen acknowledged but didn’t rush forward to see for herself. Instead, she continued to keep their rear under observation. They didn’t want any surprises.

The male was looking out to sea as if expecting something. He held one hand up to shield his eyes from the glare of Vena’s sun. Ashley looked out to sea as well, but the waves were empty. She zeroed in on the male once more.

“Helen, pass me the uniform guide.”

Helen fished around inside her backpack and passed a thin booklet to Ashley. Ashley opened it and looked through.

“Found it. It’s a pre-61 Stakarov Militia uniform.”

“I heard that some Stakarov holdouts from 61 fought for King George. He must be one of those.”

“I guess.”

The male turned around and walked away from the waves and out of sight behind a rocky outcrop. Ashley deduced that he must be waiting for something.

Just over an hour later, Ashley spotted a shape on the horizon. She quickly moved to get a better look using her sniper scope. It was a trawler.

“There’s that trawler again. WL29. Registered in Wells. The same one that’s been there all week. They’re deploying their nets.”

“It must be a really good spot for fish.”

The girls watched. They had another three days of this before they would get relieved.

“I see smoke. I guess the male’s made a fire.” said Ashley.

“I wish we could. It’s fucking freezing.” replied Helen.

Ashley looked through her sight towards the smoke, but both the male and the fire were out of her line of sight. She turned her attention back to the trawler.

“Hey! Something’s happening. The trawler has launched an inflatable dinghy and it’s heading for the beach. Contact base and let them know.”

“You got it, Ashley.”

Helen used a field radio to report the activity to control.

Ten minutes later, and the male had also now seen the dinghy and had walked out onto the beach to get a better look. Another ten minutes passed and the dinghy was now only half a mile out to sea and heading straight for the beach. The male turned and shouted something. Ashley couldn’t hear what, but a moment later he was joined by two more males, both wearing the same uniform.

Less than two minutes later and the dinghy’s motor had been cut and rotated out of the water, and it was now coasting in. There was one male in it. He got out holding a mooring rope and waded in, pulling the dinghy behind him.

The males all greeted each other and the three in uniform began dumping their gear into the dinghy. They were obviously planning to go back to the trawler.

“Helen, tell base that the trawler is picking up males.”

Then Ashley noticed the trawler had turned. She looked through her telescopic sight. It had dumped its nets and was heading for the beach at top speed. Shortly after, the males on the beach also noticed. They stood around in confusion for a moment and then pulled the dinghy further onto the beach and waited.

Then Ashley noticed another shape on the horizon. Although it was too far away to see in any detail, she knew what it was. It was a Queendom Navy fast patrol boat, and it was heading straight for the trawler at top speed.

Although Ashley, observing from on top of the hill, could see the patrol boat, the males down below on the beach couldn’t. But they could see the trawler and could only wonder what it was doing.

But that changed just a couple of minutes later as they finally saw the patrol boat.

“Helen, with me.”

Helen turned around and joined Ashley.

“There are three in uniform and that one in civvies who came off the dinghy.”

Ten minutes later, the trawler arrived. It slowed down as it approached and then stopped as it ran aground. Someone chucked an anchor overboard and then two crew members climbed out onto the beach.

“Crew of three.” commented Helen.

The six males then retreated out of sight.

Two minutes later, there was a flash of light from the patrol boat and a second later the shot could be heard, followed by an explosion 20 yards to the left of the launch. The next shot landed 10 yards to the right, but the third was a direct hit. Pieces of wood flew off in all directions, and the launch shook and caught fire. A fourth shot was also a direct hit. More wood and fittings flew off, and the trawler listed over to the left and began to burn more fiercely.

Ashley and Helen watched. It was the first bit of excitement they had had since arriving at this isolated stretch of coastline. None of the previous teams had seen anything on their watches.

The patrol boat came closer in shore without firing then did a U turn and headed back out to sea. Ashley scanned the scene of devastation through her sight.

“The dinghy’s still intact.” pointed out Helen.

“Oh yes. Why didn’t the patrol boat shoot it up?”

“It may have been out of sight behind the trawler. Are you going to shoot it?”

Ashley took aim. One shot would render it useless. She hesitated.

“No. It would give away our presence. And it’s over 200 miles to North Vena. They’re not going anywhere in that. Contact base. Tell them that there are six males on the loose at the North Cape.

Meanwhile, the guys retreated a mile inland to some woods where Yev and Ivan had hidden before on their previous escape.

Yev, Ivan and Roman, and Chris, Graham and Dan from the trawler were discussing what had just happened.

“They must have observers somewhere. We’ve had a trawler out there every day since 4 July, so we know that Queendom patrol boats cruise this stretch of coastline regularly. But even so, as soon as we launched the dinghy, bang, there’s the patrol boat, bearing down on us at top speed.” said Chris, the skipper.

“But if they’re here, why would they leave the dinghy intact?” asked Graham.

“Yes, that’s obviously a mistake by the patrol boat.” said Yev. “But once they hit the trawler, there was so much smoke that I doubt they could even see the dinghy. And if there are observers here, which there might well be, they’re not going to confirm their presence by shooting an inflatable. What exactly is its range, Chris?”

“Well, it’s got a 6hp electric motor and it was fully charged this morning. So, it could take us 85 miles on a good day. Maybe 90 if we’re very lucky. But to do that, we’d have to keep the speed down to no more than 2.5 knots.”

“The nearest part of North Vena, Cape Vincent, is 150 miles.” said Yev.

Roman did the sums.

“So, with lots of luck, we can maybe get to within 60 miles of the coast of Cape Vincent, but it will take us 36 hours to get there. And then what?”

“The channel is heavily fished. There’s a good chance of running into another trawler.” suggested Chris.

“First thing’s first. Let’s wait until it’s dark and then confirm that the dinghy is still intact and then we’ll decide.” said Yev.

As soon as it got dark, they all headed off to the beach. When they got there, Dan and Graham went to check the dinghy and see if anything useful could be salvaged from the wreck of the trawler. They soon came back.

“Well, the dinghy and the motor are ok. But we couldn’t find anything useful from the trawler.” said Dan. “But the dinghy has still got its emergency kit.”

“What’s in the emergency kit?” asked Yev.

“Erm, let me think. Three flares, a whistle, a first aid kit, a gallon of drinking water, some food bars, and a repair kit.”

“There’s also a waterproof torch and spare batteries.” added Graham.

“And a bailer and two oars.” said Chris.

“We’ve got oars?” asked Ivan. “So, can we take turns rowing once the motor stops?”

“Not really. They’re telescopic, pretty much useless, and intended for emergency use only. It’s difficult to get any kind of motion out of them.” said Chris.

“When the motor stops 60 miles from land, that’s an emergency in my book.” said Ivan.

“We’ve got more fresh water and plenty of army rations. Sufficient for 3 days I reckon. I say we chance it and go. Show of hands?” said Yev.

It was unanimous.

“Ok, so we’ll go now. But in case there are observers, we’ll paddle out for half an hour before we start using the motor.”

They pulled the dinghy off the beach and into the sea, loaded their gear, and got in. Graham and Dan started paddling.

Meanwhile, on the headland overlooking the beach:

“Ashley. Wake up. There’s something going on.”

Ashley woke up.

“What’s up, Helen?”

“I thought I heard noises from the beach.”

Ashley got her night vision scope out of her kit bag. It could be swapped with the standard telescopic sight fitted to her sniper rifle, but she just held it in her hand and looked through it.

“It’s those males. They’re making off in the dinghy.”

“How far will that thing go?”

“I’ve no idea but it can’t be far.”

“So, what do we do? Do we shoot them?”

“No. Contact base. The navy can pick them up in the morning.”

Sunday 21 August 71

At dawn the following morning, Chris estimated that they were about 25 miles out from South Vena. There was a gusty wind which made the sea choppy and kicked up quite a bit of sea spray.

“So, only 125 miles to go.” said Roman.

“And 60 until the motor stops.” added Ivan.

“And another 1 or 2 until I throw up. Is it always this rough?”  asked Yev.

Chris laughed.

“This is nice and gentle. Smooth rolling waves. Lovely.”

Baaaaaarf.

They all looked around as Yev unloaded his breakfast into the ocean.

Ivan handed him a beaker of water.

“Thanks Ivan.”

“Hey. I see a ship.” called Roman.

They all looked in the direction that Roman indicated. It was some distance away and only visible due to its navigation light and the spray it was kicking up.

“It must be a Queendom patrol boat. And it’s coming this way.” said Chris.

“Can we outrun it?” asked Ivan. “What’s our top speed?”

“There’s no way we can outrun it, but they won’t have seen us yet, we’re far too low in the water. It’s still about 5 miles away.” said Chris.

Chris, Dan, and Graham stared at the boat, trying to work out which side of them it would pass if it stayed on its current course. After a while, they all agreed it would pass on their left.

Chris turned the dinghy 90 degrees to the right and increased speed to maximum.

“How come they were heading directly for us?” asked Ivan.

“Their observers must have spotted us leaving the cape.” said Yev. “Or maybe they noticed the dinghy was gone this morning. And they’ve guessed that we’ll be heading for the nearest part of North Vena.”

Just five minutes later, the patrol boat passed about a third of a mile behind them. Chris eased off the throttle but kept on the same course.

“They didn’t see us.” exclaimed Ivan.

“I’m not surprised. They’re doing about 20 knots and causing a lot of spray. We’re a tiny boat, very difficult to see in these conditions.” said Chris. “But the bad news is, going at full tilt for 5 minutes will have considerably reduced our range.”

“So, how much longer will the motor run?” asked Yev.

“We’ve probably got another 18 hours now, so that’s about 45 miles, which will leave us 75 miles short.” said Chris.

“So, what do we do?” asked Ivan.

“We go as far as we can. In the meantime, we keep a sharp lookout and hope we see someone.” said Chris.

They kept going through the rest of the day and all the following night, taking turns keeping the dinghy on course by means of a hand compass.

Monday 22 August 71

At dawn the next day, Chris estimated they were about halfway across the Vena Channel. The sea had calmed and there was less spray now. As they all tucked into army rations, Roman, who was on the motor, commented:

“Hey, the motor’s slowing down.”

Five minutes later, it stopped. Chris had a quick look.

“That’s it, I’m afraid. Battery’s dead. But don’t worry, we’re smack in the middle of the channel. You couldn’t wish for a better spot to find a trawler.”

Nevertheless, they didn’t see anything for 6 hours. But then Roman called out and pointed.

“Ship! Over there. Look!”

“Yes, it’s a trawler all right.” said Chris.

“Should we fire a flare?” asked Ivan.

“Not yet. It’s coming this way so wait until it gets a bit closer. Get the flare ready, though.”

Dan got the flare gun and loaded a cartridge. Ten minutes later:

“Ok, Dan, shoot the flare.”

Dan fired and the flare streaked off into the sky. They watched the trawler for signs that they had been seen, but it stayed on its course.

“Fire another, Dan.”

Dan fired again and commented:

“There’s only one left.”

But ten seconds later, the trawler fired off a flare of its own.

“I think it’s altered course. Yes, it’s turning towards us.”

All the guys cheered.

Ten minutes later, the trawler was just 100 yards away and slowly approaching. One of the crew threw a rope. Dan caught it, and soon Dan, Ivan and Roman were pulling on it and drawing the dinghy in to the side of the trawler, which had draped a boarding net over the side.

They all climbed up and onto the trawler. Chris looped the rope through front and rear eyelets on the dinghy and tied it off before he climbed aboard, and then six of the guys hauled the dinghy up and onto the deck.

“Chris!”

“Andy! Thanks for rescuing us.”

It seemed the two trawler skippers knew each other. While they chatted, the other five guys went below, and the crew made them hot drinks. Shortly after, Chris joined them.

“We’ll be returning to Romulus immediately. The government will compensate Andy and his crew for loss of earnings.”

They arrived in Romulus that evening. Andy had radioed ahead, so they were met at the harbour. Yev and Ivan recognized the agent standing next to the car.

“Hi, Steve.” said Yev.

“Hi, Yev, Ivan. Good to see you back safe at last.”

“This is Roman.” said Yev.

“Hi, Roman. Ok, guys. Get in. I’m taking you to a hotel where you can freshen up and eat and then get some rest. We’ll do the debrief tomorrow. But first. Yev, have you got the memory stick?”

Yev sat on the front passenger seat of the car with his legs outside. Then he clicked open the heel of his left boot.

“Here you go, Steve. Let’s hope it gathered up some useful documents.”

They set off and 20 minutes later, the boys were shown to their hotel rooms. Yev had a shower and then got undressed and went to bed even though it was only 18:30. But half an hour later, there was a knock on the door. Yev got up and put a dressing gown on and went to see who it was. He opened the door.

“Aria! I didn’t know you were in town.”

“Hi Yev. We arrived at the airport an hour ago. When I heard you were here, I couldn’t wait. I came straight here.”

Yev and Aria hugged and kissed.

“Did Sue come back with you?”

“Yes, and Irene as well. We picked her up on our way down to Victoria.”

Aria kissed Yev again.

“Where are you staying, Aria? Have they given you a hotel room?”

“No, I’m staying with Sue for the moment. But later in the week, after you’ve finished your mission debriefs, Sue says you’ll have a meeting with the RIS admin department, and they’ll offer you a selection of really nice government owned properties. Sue says they are all really nice. We can probably get one not far from Sue. And then we can move in together.”

“That sounds really nice, Aria.”

“But for the moment, I’m staying here. Tonight, you’re mine, Yev.”

Tuesday 23 August 71

The following morning, Yev got up and got dressed in civilian clothes. Aria stayed in bed. Yev went to the hotel restaurant and had breakfast with Roman.

“Where’s Ivan?” asked Roman.

“Sue’s back so he’s gone to stay at her place. Any news from Sally?”

“Yes, I’ve spoken to her and the boys on the phone.”

“Is she coming down?”

“No, but I’m going up there on Thursday. Steve says we’ll be in debrief meetings today and tomorrow and then we’ll get four days free and reconvene on Monday.”

“Yes, that’s right.”

Soon after, Steve collected them and drove them to RIS headquarters and then to a meeting room.

Clive and Daisy, RIS agents, and David and Sam, their mission planners, were already there, as was Ivan. Yev and Ivan explained everything that had happened since they parachuted into the Queendom. How Yev had gained access to the server room and got out again and how they had been captured and then released.

Roman joined in when they explained how they had finally made their way back to Romulus.

“So, are the documents any good?” asked Yev.

“Well, our experts are still analysing them, but from what they’ve told us so far, it’s as clear as day that the Queendom are dead set on taking over the whole of South Vena. There’s no doubt that Green Bay and Mount Vernon will be next and that will give them control of the minerals around Mount Vernon which are vital for the whole planet.”

“So, will it be enough to convince any of the independent colonies to join a Union?”

“I just don’t know. The will just doesn’t seem to be there. All the northern colonies are fiercely independent. Talks are still going on, but any kind of cooperation is anathema to them. Even Westport and Sykes who, being patriarchies, are the most ideologically opposed to the Queendom, are loath to give up their isolationism. They won’t even agree to the proposed highway extensions. Ryman and Wells are our best bets so far, with Eugene also a possibility, probably because they are closest to the Queendom. But we’ll have to see what effect the revelations in the documents can achieve. Fingers crossed.”

“But I assume Green Bay and Mount Vernon are already on board, though?”

“You would think so, but no. They’re playing a waiting game. We think they’ll only join once most of the northern colonies have already joined. But if it’s just us, Wells and Ryman, and maybe Eugene, they won’t.”

“Why not?”

“They fear that joining a Union will antagonize the Queendom. So, they will only join if they think the Union is going to be strong enough to stand up to them. They won’t sign up to a work in progress.”

“Yes, I guess they have a point.”

“We’ve heard that they are discussing a possible merger between themselves, but to be honest, that won’t make a lot of difference. Even their combined forces would be no match for the Queendom.”

After three hours, the meeting came to a close.

“Ok, boys, we won’t keep you any longer. We’ll talk again over the next few days and discuss your future here in Romulus.”

They all shook hands and began to file out.

Yev caught Daisy’s eye as she was about to leave.

“Have you had any news about Mike, Daisy?”

“Yes, thank you, Yev. Good news. He’s alive and well. He’s being held in a prisoner of war camp in Aurora. We’re keeping in touch by mail.”

“So, they’ll release him in a year, I assume?”

“No, the Queendom have said they’re keeping the Northern Legion boys for 5 years.”

“5 years! That’s unheard of.”

“It’s politics. They’re bargaining chips. The Queendom is waiting to see who joins the Union and who doesn’t.”

“I’m so sorry, Daisy.”

The boys left the meeting room. They found Steve in reception.

“You’ve no more meeting scheduled until tomorrow. Do you want taking back to your hotel?” asked Steve.

“I fancy having a look around town.” said Yev.

“Good idea.” said Ivan.

“Let’s get a beer and then something to eat.” suggested Roman.

They wandered along the High Street for a while, and then popped into a pub. They got a pint of beer each and found a table.

“I feel kind of strange.” said Yev. “We’re actually free. We don’t have to keep looking over our shoulders. I can’t remember the last time I felt like this.”

“I know exactly what you mean.” said Ivan.

“I’m just glad to be here. Laying in that trench with a hole in my head, I thought I was a gonner.” said Roman.

There was dead silence for a short time. Then they all raised their glasses.

“To Sasha.”
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